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DRAMATIS    PERSONS. 

Don  Pedro,  Prince  (?/t3orachio,  confident  to  Don 

Arragon.  I      "John. 

I-eonato,  Governor  ofMef- 


fma. 
Don  John,   bafiard-brother 

to  Don  Pedro. 
Claudlo,    a  ^oung  Lord  of 

Florence,  favourite  to 

Don  Pedro. 
Benedick,   a  'jourg  Lord  of 

Padua,  ftivoiired  likeivife 

hy  Don  Pedro. 
Balthazar,  fervant  to  Don 

Pedro. 
Antonio,  brother  to   Leo- 

nat  0. 


Conrade,  friend  to  Bora- 

chio. 

Dogberry,  \  two  fool'tfh 
Verges,       _)     officers. 

Hero,  daughter  to  Leonato. 
Beatrice,  niece  to  Leonato. 
Margaret  1    ^^  gentleivo- 
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Tlrfiila        ^    men  attending 
^^^^^^*      '    onlierQ, 


A  Friar,  Me[fenger,  Watch, 
Town-Ckrk,  Sexton,  and 
Attendants. 


SCENE,   Meffina  in  Sicilj. 

A    C    T      I.        S     C    E    N    E       I. 

A  court  before  Leonato^ s  houfe. 

Enter  Leonato,  Hero,  and  Beatrice,  Vfith  a  mejfenger. 

LeOfu  "W  LEARN  in  this  letter,  that  Don  Pedro  of 
Arragon  comes  this  night  to  Mefllna. 

Mcf.  He  is  very  near  by  this  ;   he  was 
not  three  leagues  off  when  I  left  him. 
Leon.  How  many  gentlemen  have  you  loft  in  this 
adtion  ? 

*  The  ft ory  from  Ariofio,  Orl.  Fur.  /.  j.  Mr.  Pope. 
Vol.  n.    .  A  2-  Mefp. 
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Mejf.  But  few  of  any  fort,  and  none  of  name. 

Leon.  A  vi£lory  is  twice  itfelf,  when  the  atchiever 
brings  home  full  numbers  ;  I  find  here,  that  Don  Pe- 
dro hath  beftowed  much  honour  on  a  young  Floren- 
tine, called  CLiudio. 

Mcjf.  Much  deferved  on  his  part,  and  equally  re- 
membered by  Don  Pedro  :  he  hath  borne  himfelf  be- 
yond the  promife  of  his  age,  doing  in  the  figure  of  a 
lamb  the  feats  of  a  lion  :  he  hath  indeed  better  bet- 
tered expecCtation,  than  you  muft  expeiH:  of  me  to  tell 
you  how. 

Leor..  He  hath  an  uncle  here  in  Meflina  will  be  very 
much  glad  of  it. 

Mcff".  I  have  already  delivered  him  letters,  and  there 
appears  much  joy  in  him  ;  even  fo  much,  that  joy 
could  not  fhew  itfelf  modeft  enough,  without  a  badge 
«f  bitternefs. 

Leon.  Did  he  break  out  into  tears  ? 

JVf^j/T  In  great  meafure. 

Leoju  A  kind  overflow  of  kindncfs.  There  are  no 
faces  truer  than  thofe  that  are  fo -waflied.  How  much 
-Ustter  is  it  to  weep  at  joy,  than  to  joy  at  weeping  ! 

Beat.  I  pray  you,  is  Signior  Montanto  *  returned 
from  the  wars,  or  no  ? 

Mt'jf.  I  know  none  of  that  name,  Lady;  there  was 
none  fuch  in  the  army  of  any  fort. 

Le07i.  What  is  he  that  you  afk  for,  niece  ? 

tiero.  My  coufm  means  Sionior  Benedick  of  Padua. 

M'/  O,  he's  return'd,  and  as   pleafant  as   ever  he 

was.  1    u  1 

Beat.  He  fet  up  his  bills  here  in  Medina,  and  chal- 
leng'd  Cupid  at  the  flieht;  and  my  uncle's  fool,  read- 
ing the  challenge, '-fubfcribed  for  Cupid,  and  challenged 
him  at  the  bird-bolt  1  pray  you,  how  many  hath  he 
killM  and  eat?n  in  thefe  wars  ?  but  how  many  hath  he 

*  S'le  gives  him  this  name,  to  ridicule  in  him  the 
claraiier  of  a  hluflerirg  foldier,  the  -word  montanto 
in  Stiatiijh  jignifjiiig  a  two-handed  fword. 
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kill'd?  for  indeed  I  promised  to  eat  ali  of  his  kil- 
ling. 

Leon.  Faith,  niece,  you  tax  Signior  Benedick  toa 
much  i  but  he'll  be  meet  witli  you,  I  doubt  it  not. 

Mejp.  He  hath  done  good  fervice.  Lady,  in  thefe 
wars. 

Beat,  You  had  mufty  victuals,  and  he  hath  holp  to 
cat  it ;  he's  a  very  valiant  trencher-man,  he  hath  an 
excellent  flomach. 

Mc'jf.  And  a  good  foldier  too,  Lady. 

Beat.  And  a  good  foldier  to  a  lady  i  but  what  is  he 
to  a  lord  ? 

ATc'jr.  A  lord  to  a  lord,  a  man  to  a  man,  ftuff'd  with 
all  honourable  virtues. 

Beat.  It  is  fo,  indeed  :  he  is  no  lefs  than  a  ftuif '4 
man  :  but  for  the  Huffing, well,  we  are  all  mor- 
tal. 

Lon.  You  muft  not.  Sir,  miftake  my  niece  ;  there  is 
a  kind  of  merry  war  betwixt  Signior  Benedick  and 
her;  they  never  meet,  but  there's  a  Ikirmilh  of  wit  be- 
tween them. 

Beat.  Alas,  he  gets  nothing  by  that.  In  our  lall  con- 
fli(!>,  four  of  his  five  wits  went  halting  olf,  and  now 
is  the  whole  man  governed  with  one:  fo  tliat,  if  he 
have  wit  enough  to  keep  himfeif  from  harm,  let  him 
bear  it  for  a  diiference  between  himfeif  and  his  horfe  ; 
for  it  is  all  the  wealth  that  he  hath  left,  to  be  known 
a  reafonable  creature.  Who  Is  his  companion  now  ? 
he  hatli  every  month  a  new  fA'orn  brother. 

Mef.  Is  it  po^ble  ? 

Beat.  Very  eafily  polTible;  he  wears  his  faith  but  as 
tlie  faOiion  of  his  hat,  it  ever  changes  with  the  next 
block. 

Mtjf.  I  fee.  Lady,  the  gentleman  is  not  in  your 
books. 

Beat.  No  ;  an  he  were,  I  would  burn  my  fhidy.  But, 
I  pray  you,  who  is  his  companion  ?  is  there  no  young, 
fquarer'  now  that  will  make  a  voyage  with  him  to  the 
devil?  •"  ^ 

MeJ/.  He  is  mcft  in  the  company  of  the  Right 
Noble  Claudio. 

A.  3  JSeai^ 
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Beat.  O  Lord,  he  will  hang  upon  him  like  a  difeafe; 
he  Is  fooner  caught  than  the  peftilence,  and  the  ta- 
ker runs  prefently  mad.  God  help  the  Noble  Claudio, 
if  he  have  caught  the  Benedick ;  it  will  cofl  him  a 
thoufand  pounds  ere  he  be  cur'd. 

Mi'Jf.  1  will  hold  friends  with  you,  Lady.  4 

Beat.  Do,  good  friend.  " 

Leon.  You'll  ne'er  run  mad,  niece. 

Beat.  No,  not  till  a  hot  January. 

Mejlf.  Don  Pedro  is  approach'd. 

SCENE         II. 
Enter  Don  Pedro,  Claudio,  Benedick,  Balthazar,  ajtd 
Do7i  John. 

Pedro.  Good  Signior  Leonatb,  you  are  come  to 
ineet  your  trouble;  the  fafhi on  of  the  world  is  to  .a- 
void  coft,  and  you  encounter  it. 

Leon.  Never  came  trouble  to  my  houfe  In  the  like- 
nefs  of  your  Grace:  for  trouble  being  gone,  comfort 
Ihould  remain  ;  but  when  you  depart  from  me,  forrow 
abides,  and  happinefs  takes  his  leave. 

Pedro.  You  embrace  your  charge  too  willingly;  I 
think  this  is  your  daughter. 

Le07t.  Her  mother  hath  many  times  told  me  fb. 

Be7ie.  Were  you  in  doubt,  Sir,  that  you  afk'd  her? 

Leon.  Signior  Benedlcft,  no ;  for  then  were  you   a  * 
child. 

Pedro.  You  have  it  full.  Benedick ;  we  may  guefs 
by  this  what  you  are,  being  a  man  :  truly  the  lady  fa- 
thers herfelf ;  be  happy.  Lady,  for  you  are  like  aa 
honourable  father- 

Bene.  If  Signior  Leonato  be  her  father,  (he  would' 
:not  have  his  head  on  her  (houlders  for  all  Meflina,  as, 
Jike  him  as  ihe  is. 

Beat.  I  wonder  that  you  will  ftill  be  talking,  Signior 
Benedick  ;   no  body  marks  you. 

Bene.  "What,  my  dear  Lady  DIfdaIn!    are  you  yet 

Kving  ? 

■  Beat.  Is  it  pofliblc  DIfdaIn  (hou'd  die,  while  fhe  hath 
fuch  9icet  food  to  feed  it  as  Signior  Benedick?  Courte- 
sy 
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(y  itfelfmuft  convert  to  Difdain,  if  you  come  in  her 
prefencc 

Boie.  Then  is  Courtefy  a  turn  coat ;  [but  it  is  cer- 
tain I  am  lovM  of  ail  ladies,  only  you  excepted  ;  and 
I  would  I  could  find  in  my  heart  that  I  had  not  a  hard 
heart ;  for  truly  I  love  none. 

Beat.  A  dear  happinefs  to  women  ;  they  would  elfe 
have  been  troubled  with  a  pernicious  liiitor.  I  thank 
God  and  my  cold  blood,  I  am  of  your  humour  for 
that ;  I  had  rather  hear  my  dog  bark  at  a  crow,  than  a 
man  fwcar  he  loves  me. 

Bene.  God  keep  your  Lady  (hip  ftill  in  that  mind  ! 
fb  fomc  gentleman  or  other  fliail  Ycape  a  predeflinate 
fcratch'd  face. 

Beat.  Scratching  could  not  make  it  worfe,  an  ^twere 
(uch  a  face  as  your's  were. 

Bene.  Well,  you  are  a  rare  parot-teacher. 
Beat.  A  bird  of  my  tongue  is  better  than  a  beafl  of 
your^s. 

Bene.  I  would  my  horfe  had  the  fpeed  of  your 
tongue,  and  fo  good  a  continuer;  but  keep  your  way 
o'God's  name,  I  have  done. 

Beat.  You  always  end  with  a  jade^s  trick;    I  know 
you  of  old. 
"*     Pedro.  This  is  the  fum  of  all  :    Leonato, — Signior 

Claudio,  and  Signior  Benedick,— my  dear  friend 

Leonato  hath  invited  you  all ;  I  tell  him,  we  (hall  ftay 
here  at  the  leafl  a  month ;  and  he  heartily  prays  fome 
occafion  may  detain  us  longer  :  I  dare  ftvear  he  is  no 
hypocrite,  but  prays  from  his  heart. 

Le07i.  If  you  fwear,  my  Lord,  you  fliali  not  be  for^ 

fworn. ^Let  me  bid  you  welcome,  my  Lord,  being 

reconciled  to  the  Prince  ycur  brother ;  1  owe  you  ail 
duty. 

John.  I  thank  you ;  I  am  not  of  many  words,  but 
I  thank  you. 

Leon.  Pleafe  it  your  Grace  lead  on  ? 
Fcdro.  Your  hand,  Leonato ;  we  will  go  together. 
[Exeunt  all  but  Benedick  and  Claudio. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    III. 

Cljud.  Benedick,  didll  thou  note  the  daughter  of 
Signior  Leonato  ; 

Bene.  I  noted  her  not,  but  I  look'd  on  her. 

Chiud.  Is  (he  not  a  modefl  young  lady  I 

Bene.  Do  you  queftion  me^  as  an  honeft  man  fhouJd 
do,  for  my  fimpic  true  judgment  I  or  would  you  have 
me  fpeak  after  my  cultom,  as  being  a  profefled  tyrant 
to  their  fex' 

Claud.  No,  I  pr'thee,  fpeak  In  fober  judgment. 

Be7ie.  Why,  i'faith,  methinks  fhe  is  too  low  for  an 
high  praife,  too  brown  for  a  fair  praife,  and  too  little 
for  a  great  praife  ;  only  this  commendation  I  can  af- 
ford her,  that  were  fhe  otlier  than  fhe  is,  (he  were  un-^ 
handfome;  and  being  no  other  but  as  Ihe  is,  I  do  not 
like  her. 

CLud.  Thou  think'fl  I  am  in  fport;  I  pray  thee  tell 
Bie  truly  how  thou  lik'fl  her. 

Bene.  Would  you  buy  her,  that  you  inc^uire  after 
her? 

Clued.  Can  the  world  buy  flich  a  jewel  ? 

Beite.  Yea,   and  a  cafe  to  put  it  into  :  but  fpeak  you. 
this  with  a  fad  brow  \  or  do  you  play  the  flouting  Jack, 
to  tell  us,  Cupid  is  a  good  hare-finder,  and  Vulcan  a. 
rare  carpenter  ^    Come,  in  what  key  Ihall  a  man  take 
you  to  go  in  the  fong  ? 

Cliud.  In  mine  eye,  fee  is  the  fweetefl  lady  that  I  e- 
ver  look'd  on. 

Bene.  I  can  fee  yet  without  fpe<flacles,  and  I  fee  no 
fiich  matter;   there's   her  counn,   if  (he  were  not  pof^ 
ftfs'd  with  fiich  a  iviTYy  exceeds  her  as  much  in  beauty 
as  the  firft  of  Ma}'-  dotln  the  lafl  of  December.     But  I- 
hope  you  have  no  intent  to  turn  hulband,  have  you  ? 

Cliud.  I  would  fcarce  truli  myfeif,  though  I  had. 
fworn  the  contrary,  if  Hero  would  be  my  wife. 

Bene.  Is't  come  to  this,  in  faith?  hath  not  the  world; 
one  man,  but  he  will  wear  his  cap  with  fufpicion?  (hall 
I  never  fee  a  bachelor  of  threefcore  again  \  Go  to, 
i^faith,  if  thou  wilt  needs  thrufl  thy  neck  into  a  yoke, 

wear 
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wear  the  print  of  it,  and  figh  away  Sundays.  Look, 
Don  Pedro  is  returned  to  feck  you. 

SCENE     IV.  Re-enter  Don  Pedro. 

Pedro.  What  fccret  hath  held  you  here,  that  you  fol- 
low'd  not  to  Leonato's  houfe  ? 

Bene,  I  would  your  Grace  would  conftrain  me  to 
tell. 

Pedro.  I  charge  thee  on  thy  allegiance. 

Bene.  You  hear.  Count  Claudio,  I  can  be  fecret  as  a 
dumb  man,  I  would  have  you  think  fo  ;  but  on  my  al- 
legiance, mark  you  this,  on  my  allegiance  : he  is 

in  love  ;  with  whom  ?  now  that  is  your  Grace's  part : 
mark,  how  (hort  his  anfvver  is^,  with  Hero,  Leonato^s 
Ihort  daughter. 

CLud.  If  this  were  fo,  {o  were  it  uttered. 

Bene.  Like  the  o'd  tale,  my  Lord,  it  is  not  Co,  nor 
'twas  not  fo  ;   but.  indeed,  God  forbid  it  fhou'd  be  fo. 

Claul  if  my  paflion  change  not  (hortiy,  God  forbid 
it  fhould  be  otherwife. 

Peiro.  Amen,  if  you  love  her;  for  the  lady  is  very 
well  worthy. 

Cliiud.  You  fpeak  this  to  fetch  me  in,  my  Lord. 

Pedro.  By  my  troth,  I  fpeak  my  thought. 

Claud.  And,  in  faith,   my  Lord,  I  fpoke  mine. 

Bene.  And  by  my  two  faiths  and  troths,  my  Lord,  I 
fpeak  mine. 

Claud.  That  I  love  her,  T  feel. 

Pedro.  That  fhe  is  worthy,  I  know. 

Bene.  That  I  neithtr  feel  hew  Ihe  fhould  be  loved, 
nor  know  how  (he  fhovi'd  be  worthy,  is  the  opinion 
that  fire  cannot  melt  out  of  me ;  I  will  die  in  it  at  the 
ftake. 

Pedro.  Thcu  waft  ever  an  obftinate  heretic  in  the  de- 
Ipight  of  beauty. 

Claud.  And  never  could  maintain  his  part,  but  in  the 
force  of  his  will. 

Bene.  That  a  woman  conceived  ire,  I  thank  her; 
that  (he  brought  me  up,  I  jikewife  give  her  moft  hum- 
ble thanks  ;  but  that  I  will  have  a  recbeate  winded  in 
wiy  forehead,  or  hang  my  bugle  in  an  invifible  baldric, 

all 
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all  women  fball  pardon  me;  becaufe  1  will  not  do  them 
the  wrong  to  miflruf^  any,  I  wi  1  do  myfeif  the  right 
to  truft  none;  and  the  fine  is,  (for  the  which  1  may 
go  the  finei),  I  wiii  live  a  bacheor. 

Pedro.  I  fhall  fee  thee,  ere  I  die,  lo.ok  pale  with 
love. 

Bene.  With  anger,  with  ficknefs,  or  with  hunger, 
my  Lord,-  not  with  love:  prove,  that  ever  I  lofe  more 
blood  with  love,  than  I  will  get  again  with  drinking, 
pick  out  mine  eyes  with  a  ballad-maker's  pen,  and 
hang  me  np  at  the  door  of  a  brothel  houfe  for  the  fign 
of  blind  Cupid.   • 

Pedro.  Well,  if  ever  thou  doft  fall  from  this  faith, 
thou  wilt  prove  a  notable  argument. 

Bef2e.  If  I  do,  hang  me  in  a  bottle  like  a  cat,  and 
/hoot  at  me  ;  and  he  that  hits  me,  let  him  be  clapt  on 
the  fnoulder,  and  ca'i'd  Adam  *. 

Pedro.  Well  as  time  fliall  try;  in  time  the  favage 
bull  doth  bear  the  yoke. 

Be7ie.  The  favage  bull  may  ;  but  if  ever  the  fenfible 
Benedick  bear  it,  pluck  off  the  bull's  horns,  and  fet 
them  in  my  forehead,  and  let  mc  be  vilely  painted  ; 
and  in  fuch  great  letters  as  they  write.  Here  is  good 
horfe  to  hire,  let  them  fignify  under  my  fign,  Here  joa 
tnay  fee  Benedick  the  niarrfd  man. 

Cldud.  If  this  fhould  ever  happen,  thou  would'ft  be 
horn-mad. 

Pedro.  Nay,  if  Cupid  hath  not  fpent  all  his  quiver 
in  Venice  f,  thou  wilt  (juake  for  this  fhortiy. 

Bene, 

*  Alhiding  to  one  Adam  Bell,  a  famous  archer  of  old. 

t  Be  fides  that  Venice  is  as  remarkMc  for  freedoms  in 
amorous  intrigues,  as  Cyprus  was  of  old,  there  may  be 
a  farther  cotijcdiure  why  this  expreffion  is  here  ufed. 
The  Italians  give  to  each  of  their  principal  cities,  a  par-^ 
ticular  difinguiflnng  title,  ar,  Roma  la  fanta,  Napoli 
la  gentile,  Genoua  la  fuperba,  &c.  and  among  the  reji 
ft  is,  Venetia  la  ricca,  Venice  the  wealthy.  Afircjfm 
therefore  feems  to  be  here  imjiliedf  that  money  governs 
hxe* 
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Bef7e.  I  look  for  an  earthquake  too  then. 

Pedro.  Well,  you  will  temporife  with  the  hours  ;  in 
tlie  mean  time,  good  Signior  Benedick,  repair  to  Leo- 
nato's,  commend  me  to  him,  and  teil  him  I  will  not 
fail  him  at  fupper ;  for  indeed  he  hath  made  great  pre- 
paration. /.     /.   t 

Befie.  I  have  almoft  matter  enough  in  me  for  luch 
an  embaffage,  and  fo  I  commit  you 

Claud.  To  the  tuition  of  God :  From  my  houle,  if 

I  had  It, ^. .      ,    r, 

Pedro.  The  fixth  of  July,  your  loving  friend,  Be- 
nedick. 

Bene.  Nay,  mock  not,  mock  not ;  the  body  of  your 
difcourfe  is  fometime  guarded  with  fragments,  and  the 
guards  are  but  flightly  beafted  on  neither :  ere  you  flout 
old  ends  any  further,  examine  your  confcience,  and  fo 
I  leave  you.    r-   ;^  --.  ■  lExtf, 

"  S  '€    E    N    E        V. 

Claud.  My  Liege,  your  Highnefs  now  may  do  me 
good. 

Pedro-  My  love  is  thine  to  teach,  teach  it  but  how, 
And  thou  (halt  fee  how  apt  it  is  to  learn 
Any  hard  leiTon  that  may  do  thee  good» 

Claud.  Hath  Leonato  any  fon,  my  Lord  ? 

Pedro.  No  child  but  Hero,  fhe^s  his  only  heir : 
D oft  thou  affed  her,  Claudlo? 

Claud.  O  my  Lord, 
"When  you  went  onward  on  this  ended  aftloBi 
I  look'd  upon  her  with  a  foldier's  eye  ; 
That  lik'd,  but  had  a  rougher  tafk  in  hand 
Than  to  drive  liking  to  the  name  of  love ; 
But  now  I  am  returned,  and  that  war-thoughts 
Have  left  their  places  vacant ;  in  their  rooms 
Come  thronging  foft  and  delicate  defires. 
All  prompting  me  how  fair  young  Hero  is ; 
Saying,  I  likM  her  ere  I  went  to  wars. 

Pedro.  Thou  wilt  be  like  a  lover  prefently, 
And  tire  the  hearer  with  a  book  of  words  : 
if  thou  doft  love  fair  Hero,  cherifli  it. 
And  I  will  break  v/ith  her :  and  with  her  father, 

Ana 
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And  thou  (halt  have  her  :  was't  not  to  this  end 
That  thou  began'fl:  to  twift  Co  fine  a  ftory  ? 

Claud.  How  fweetly  do  you  minifter  to  love. 
That  know  love's  grief  by  his  complexion  ! 
But  left  my  liking  might  too  fudden  feem, 
I  would  have  falv'd  it  with  a  longer  treatife. 

Pe'fro.  What  need  the  bridge  much  broader  than  the 
The  faireft  grant  is  the  neceflity ;  [flood  i 

Look,  what  will  ferve,  is  fit ;  'tis  once,  thbuiov'ft; 
And  I  will  fit  thee  with  the  remedy. 
I  know,  we  (hall  have  revelling  to-night ; 
I  will  afiume  thy  part  In  fome  difguife, 
And  tell  fair  Hero  I  am  Claudio  ; 
And  In  her  bofom  I'll  unclafp  my  heart. 
And  take  her  hearing  prifoncr  with  the  force 
And  ftrong  encounter  of  my  amorous  tale  - 
Then,  after,  to  her  father  will  I  break  ; 
And  the  conclufion  is,  fhe  Ihall  be  thine. 
In  practice  let  us  put  it  prefently.  ^         ^Exeunt. 

Re-enter  Leonato  afid  Antonio. 
Lecn.  How  no-w,  brother,  where  is  my  coufin  your 
fon '  hath  he  provided  this  mufic  ? 

y^nt.  He  is  very  bufy  about  it;    but,  brother,  I  car 
tell  you  news  that  you  yet  dream'd  not  of. 
Leon.  Are  they  good? 

Ant.  As  the  event  ftamps  them,  but  they  have  a 
good  cover ;  they  (how  well  outward.  The  Prince  and 
Count  Claudio,  walking  in  a  thick-pleached  alley  in  my 
orchard,  were  thus  overheard  by  a  man  of  mine  : 
The  Prince  difcover'd  to  Claudio,  that  he  lov'd  my 
niece,  your  daughter,  and  meant  to  acknowledge  It  this 
night  in  a  dance;  and  if  he  found  her  accordant,  he 
meant  to  take  the  prefent  time  by  the  top,  and  inftant- 
ly  break  with  you  of  it. 

Leon.  Hath  the  fellow  any  wit  that  told  you  this  ? 
Jnt.  A  good  (harp  fellow,  1  will  fend  for  him,  and 
queftlon  him  yourfelf 

Leon.  No,  no  ;  we  will  hold  it  as  a  dream,  till  it  ap- 
pear itfeif :  but  I  will  acquaint  my  daughter  withal, 
that  (he  may  be  the  better  prepared  for  anfwer,  »f  per- 

advcn- 
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adventure  tliis  be  tiue;   go  you  and  tell  her  of  it. 

Coulins,  you  know  what  you  have  to  do.     [Scvcrul 

crofs  the  ft  age  here.']  O,  I  cry  you  mercy,  friend,  go 

you  with  me,  and  1  will  ufe  your  Ikill ;  good  coufm, 

have  a  care  this  bufy  time.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE         VL 

Changes  to  an  a^artfjitnt  in  Leonato'j"  hcufe. 

Efiter  Don  John,  and  Conrade. 

Co/2r.  "What  the  good-jer,  my  Lord,  why  are  you 
thus  out  of  mealure  fad  ? 

Jo/w. There  Is  no  meafure  in  the  occafion  that  breeds 
it,   therefore  the  ladnefs  is  without  limit. 

Coftr.  You  iTiouid  hear  reafbn. 

John.  And  when  I  have  heard  it,  what  bleflino-  brins- 
eth  It? 

Co7jr.  If  not  a  prefent  remedy,  yet  a  patient  iiiffe- 
ranee. 

John.  I  wonder,  that  thou  (being,  as  thou  fa\'-^ft 
thou  art,  born  under  Saturn)  goeft  about  to  apply  a 
moral  medicine  to  a  mortifying  mifchief.  I  cannot  hide 
what  I  am  :  I  m.uft  be  fad  when  1  have  caufe,  and  fmile 
at  no  man's  jells  ;  eat  when  I  have  flomach,  and  wait 
for  no  man's  Icifure ;  fleep  when  I  am  drowfy,  and 
tend  on  no  man's  bufinefs  ;  laugh  when  I  am  merry, 
and  claw  no  man  in  his  humour. 

Conr.  Yea,  but  you  muft  not  make  the  full  Ihow  of 
this,  till  you  may  do  it  without  controulment.  You 
have  of  late  ftood  out  againfl  your  brother,  and  he  hath 
ta'en  you  newly  into  his  grace,  where  it  is  in  po/ubic 
you  fhould  take  root,  but  by  the  fair  weather  that  you 
make  yourfelf ;  it  is  needful  that  you  frame  the  feafoa 
for  your  own  harveft. 

John.  I  had  rather  be  a  canker  in  a  hcd^e,  than  a 
rofe  in  his  grace ;  and  it  better  fits  my  blood  to  be 
difdain'd  of  all,  than  to  fafhion  a  carriage  to  rob  love 
from  any  :  in  this  (though  I  cannot  be  faid  to  be  a 
flattering  honeft  man)  it  mull  not  be  deny'd  but  I  am 
a  plain-dealing  villain ;  I  am  trufted  with  a  muzzel, 
and  infranchifed  with  a  clog,  therefore  I  have  decreed 
jiot  to  fing  in  my  cage  :  if  I  had  my  moutli  1  vvou'd 
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bite;  If  I  had  my  liberty,  I  would  do  my  liking  r  in 
the  mean  time  let  me  be  that  I  am,  and  feek  not  to 
alter  me. 

Conr.  Can  you  make  no  ufe  of  your  difcontent? 

Jo!m.  I  will   make  all   ufe  of  it,  for  I  ufe  it  only. 
Who  comes  here  ?  What  news,  Borachio  ? 
Knt.r  Borachio. 

Bora.  I  came  yonder  from  a  great  fupper;  the 
'Prince,  your  brother,  is  royally  entertain'd  by  Leo- 
nato,  and  I  can  give  you  intelligence  of  an  intended 
marriage. 

']o'.:iu  Will  it  ferve  for  any  model  to  build  mifchi^f 
on  ?  What  is  he  for  a  fool,  that  betrothes  himfelf  to 
unquictnefs  ? 

Bora.  Marry,  it  Is  your  brother's  right  hand. 

^ohn.  Who,  the  moft  ex<juifite  ClaudioJ 

Bora.  Even  he. 

'John.  A  proper  Squire  !  and  who,  and  who  ?  which 
way  looks  he^ 

Bora.  Marry,  on  Hero,  the  daughter  and  heir  of 
Leonato. 

^ohn.  A  very  forward  March  chick  !  How  come  you 
to  this  \ 

Bora.  Being  entertain'd  for  a  perfumer,  as  I  w^s 
Irnoking  a  mufly  room,  comes  me  tlie  Prince  and  C!au- 
dio  hand  in  hand  in  fad  conference.  I  whipt  behind 
the  arras,  and  there  heard  it  agreed  upon,  that  the 
■Prince  fhould  woo  Hero  for  himielf ;  and  having  ob- 
tained her,  give  her  to  Count  Claudio. 

Joj».  Come,  come,  let  us  thither ;  this  may  prove 
food  to  my  difpleafure  :  that  young  ftart-up  hath  all 
the  gloiy  of  my  overthrow.  If  I  can  crofs  him  any 
tiay,  I  blefs  myfelf  ev«ry  way ;  you  are  both  furc, 
and  will  affift  me. 

Conr.  To  the  death,  my  Lord. 

''John.  Let  us  to  the  great  flipper  ;  their  cheer  is  the 
jrreater  that  I  am  fubdu'd;  would  the  cook  were  of  my 
^^iiA  ! Shall  we  go  prove  what's  to  be  done? 

Bara.  We'll  wait  upon  your  Lordfhip.         \ExettnU 

ACT 
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ACT       II.  SCENE        I. 

A  hall  in  Leonato^s  Imcfe, 
Efiter  Leonato,   Antonio,   Hero,  Beatrice,  Margare^^ 

and  Ur(ula. 
l,eon.  "W/AS  not  Count  John  here  at  fupp«r? 
W      Ant.  I  faw  him  not. 
Beat.  How  tartly  that  gentleman  looks  !  I  never  can- 
fee  him,  but  I  am  hcart-burn'd  an  hour  after. 
Hero.  He  is  of  a  very  melancholy  difpofition. 
Be.1t.  He  were  an  excellent  mi:n,  that  were  made 
jufl  in  the  mid-way  between  him  and  Benedick :  the 
one  Is  too  like  an  image,  and  fays  nothing  ;  and  the 
other  too  likejmy  Lady's  eldeft  fon,  evermore  tatling. 
Leon.  Then  half  Signlor  Benedick^s  tongue  in  Count 
John's  mouth,  and  half  Count  John's  melancholy  Iii 

Signlor  Benedick's  face 

Beat.  With  a  geod  leg,  and  a  good  foot,  uncle,  and 
money  enough  in  his  purfe,  fuch  a  man  would  win  any 
woman  in  the  world,  if  he  could  get  her  good-will. 

Leon.  By  my  troth,  niece,  thou  wilt  never  get  thee 
a  hufband,  if  thou  be  fo  (hrewd  of  thy  tongue. 
Ant.  In  faith,  (he's  too  curs'd. 
Beat.  Too  curs'd  is  more  than  curs'd.  I  fhall  lefTen 
God's  fending  that  way :  for  it  is  faid,  God  fends  a 
curs'd  cow  Ihort  horns  ;  but  to  a  cow  too  curs'd,  he 
(ends  none. 

Leon.  So,  by  being  too  curs'd,  God  will  fend  you 
no  horns. 

Beat.  Juft  if  he  fend  me  no  hufband;  for  the  which 
blefTmgl  am  at  him  upon  my  knees  every  morning 
and  evening.  Lord !  I  could  not  endure  a  hufband 
with  a  beard  on  his  face,  I  had  rather  lie  in  woollen. 

Leon.  You  may  light  upon  a  huftand  that  hath  no 
beard. 

Beat.  "What  (hould  I  do  with  him  ?  drefs  him  In  my 
apparel,  and  make  him  my  waiting  gentlewoman  ?  He 
that  hath  a  beard  is  more  than  a  youth,  and  he  that 
i*Eh  no  beard,  is  kfs  tlian  a  man ;  and  he  that  is  more 

B  2  thaft 


1 6  Much  ado  about  Nothing.         A<n:  ii. 

than  a  youth,  is  not  for  me ;  and  he  that  is  Icfs  than 
a  man,  I  am  not  for  him  :  therefore  I  will  even  take 
fixpence  in  earnelt  of  the  bear-herd,  and  lead  his  apes 
into  hell. 

heon.  Well  then,  go  you  into  hell 

^  Beat.  No,  but  to  the  gate ;  and  there  will  the  de- 
vil meet  me,  like  an  old  cuckold,  with  his  horns  on 
his  head,  and  fay.  Get  you  to  hea^-^n,  Beatrice,  get 
yoH  to  heav'n,  here's  no  place  for  you  maids.  So  de- 
liver I  up  my  apes,  and  away  to  St.  Peter,  for  the 
heav'ns ;  he  fhews  me  where  the  bachelors  fit,  and 
there  live  we  as  merry  as  the  day  is  long. 
Ant.  Weil,  niece,  I  truft,  yoia  will  be  rul'd  by  yoni* 
father.  \To  Hero. 

Beat.  Yes,  faith,  it  is  my  coufin's  duty  to  make 
cuitfy,  and  fay,  Father,  as  it  pkafs  jou ;  but  yet  for 
all  that,  coufin,  let  him  be  a  handfome  fellow,  or 
cl/e  make  another  curtfy,  and  lay,  Father,  as  it  plea" 
fes  i/2e. 

Loot;.  Well,  niece,  I  hope  to  fee  you  one  day  fitted 
with  a  huiband. 

Beat.  Not  till  God  make  men  of  fome  other  metal 
than  earth.  Would  it  not  grieve  a  woman  to  be  over- 
inafter'd  with  a  piece  of  valiant  duft?  to  make  account 
of  iier  life  to  a  clo  of  wayward  marie  ?  No,  uncle, 
V\\  none ;  Adan^'s  fbns  are  my  brethren,  and,  truly, 
1  bold  it  a  fin  to  match  in  my  kindred- 

Leon.  Daughter,  remember,  what  I  told  you;  if  the 
Prince  do  folicit  you  in  that  kind,  you  know  your  an- 
fwer. 

Beat.  The  fault  will  be  in  the  mufc,  coufm,  if  you 
be  not  woo'd  in  good  time.  If  the  Prince  be  too  im- 
portunate, tell  him,  there  is  meafure  in  every  thing, 
and  fo  dance  out  the  anfwer  :  for  hear  me,  Hero,  woo- 
ing, wedding  and  repenting,  is  a  Scotch  jig,  a  meafure, 
and  a  cinque-pace  ;  the  firft  fuit  is  hot  and  hafly,  like 
a  Scotch  jig,  and  full  as  fantafliical ;  the  wedding  man- 
nerly-modefl-,  as  a  meafure,  full  of  fftateand  anchen- 
try  J  and  tlien  comes  repentance,  and  with  his  bad  legs 

falls 
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fails  into  the  cinque-pace  fafter  and  fader,  tiil  he  finks 
into  liis  grave. 

Lc-o;/.  Coufin,  you  apprehend  pafling  fhrewdly. 

Beat.  1  have  a  good  eye,  uncle,  I  can  fee  a  church 
by  day-light. 

Leo/^i.  Ihe  revellers  are  entering,  brother;  make 
good  room. 

SCENE        II. 

Efiter  Don  Pedro,  Ciaudio,  Benedick,  Balthazar,  and, 

others  in  niajqtieradc. 

Pedro.  Lady,  will  you  walk  with  your  friend  ? 

Hero.  So  you  walk  foftly,  and  look  fweetly,  and! 
fay  nothing,  I  am  your's  for  the  walk,  and  efpecially 
when  I  walk  away. 

Pedro.  With  me  in  your  company? 

Heto.  I  may  fay  fo  when  I  pleafe. 

Pedro.  And  when  pleafe  you  to  fay  lo  ? 

lUero.  When  I  like  your  favour  ;  for  God  defend, 
the  lute  fhould  be  like  the  cafe  ! 

Pedro.  My  vifor  is  Philemon's  roof;  within  the 
houfe  is  Jove. 

Hero.  Why,  then  your  vifor  fhou'.d  be  thatch'd. 

Pedro.  Speak  loiv,  if  you  fpeak  love  *. 

Bulth.  Well ;   I  would  you  did  like  me. 

Marg.  So  would  not.  I  for  your  own  fake,  for  I  have 
many  ill  i^ualities. 

Balth.  Which  is  one  ? 

Marg.  I  fay  my  prayers  aloud. 

B.ilti}.  Hove  you  the  better;  the  hearers  may  cry 
^nien. 

Murg.  God  match  me  with  a  good  dancer ! 

Baltb.  Am.  en. 

M//-0-.  And  God  keep  him  out  of  my  fight  when  the 
dance  is  done  !  Anfwer,  clerk. 

Bdth.  No  more  v.'ords,  the  clerk  is  anflvcr'd. 

VrJ.  I  know  you  well  enough  ;  you  are  Signior  An- 
tonio. 

*  This  feeris  to  be  a  line  quoted  from  afong  or  fonts 
'Verfes  comvionl]  kuovju  at  that  tims% 
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Ant.  At  a  word,  I  am  not. 

j4nt.  I  know  you  by  the  wagllng  of  your  head. 

Ant.  To  tell  you  true,  I  counterfeit  him. 

Vrf.  You  could  never  do  him  fo  ill-well,  unlefs  you 
\i-ere  the  very  man  :  here's  his  dry  hand  up  and  down ; 
■you  are  he,  you  are  he. 

Ant.  At  a  word,  I  am  not. 

Vrf.  Come,  come,  do  you  think  I  do  not  know  you 
by  your  excellent  wit  ?  can  virtue  hide  itfelf  ^  Go  to, 
inum,  you  are  he ;  graces  will  appear,  and  there^s  an 
end. 

Beet.  Will  you  not  tell  me,  ■who  told  yon  fo  ? 

Be^^e.  No,  you  fliall  pardon  me. 

'Beit'  Nor  will  you  not  tell  me  who  you  are? 

Bene.  Not  now. 

Beat.  That  I  was  difdainful,  and  that  I  had  my  good 
wit  cut  of  The  hrcndred  vicrrj  tales ;  well,  this  was 
Signior  Benedick  that  faid  fo. 

Bene.  What's  he  ? 

Beat.  1  am  fure  you  know  him  well  enough. 

Bene.  Not  I,  believe  me. 

Beat.  Did  he  never  make  you  laugh? 

Bene.  I  pray  you,  what  is  he? 

Beat.  V/hy,  he  is  the  Prince's  jefler :  a  very  dull 
fool,  only  his  gift  is  in  devifing  impaifable  Danders. 
None  but  libertines  delight  in  him  ;  and  the  commen- 
dation is  not  in  his  wit,  but  in  his  villany ;  for  he  both 
pieafeth  men  and  angers  them,  and  then  they  laugh  at 
him,  and  beat  him.  lam  fure  he  is  in  the  fleet:  1 
would  he  bad  boarded  me. 

,  Bc?ic.  When  I  know  the  gentleman,  I'll  tell  him 
what  you  fay. 

Be.it.  Do,  do;  he'll  but  break  a  comparifon  or  two 
on  me;  which,  peradventure,  not  mark'd,  or  not 
lain^h'd  at,  flrikes  him  into  melancholy,  and  then 
there's  a  partridge  wing  fav'd,  for  the  fool  will  eat  no 
fupper  that  nieht.     We  mud  follow  the  leaders. 

^^  ^  [Mufic  ivithh. 

3ene.  In  every  good  thing. 

*C<7*.  Nay,  if  they  lead  to  any  ill,  I  will  leave  them 

at 
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at  the  next  turnings  \_Exeunt, 

SCENE        III. 
Mane nt  ]ohn,  Borachio,   rt;;^  Claudio. 
John.  Sure,  my  brother   is  amorous   on  Hero,  and 
hath  withdrawn  her  father  to  break  with  him  about  it; 
the  ladies  follow  her,  and  but  one  vifor  remains. 
Bora,  And  that  is  Claudio  ;  I  know  him  by  his  bear- 

John.  Are  j'-ou  not  Signior  Benedick  ? 

Claud.  You  know  me  wed,  I  airi  he. 

John.  Signior,  you  are  very  near  my  brother  in  his 
love,  he  is  enamour^  on  Hero:  I  pray  you,  diiluade 
him  from  her,  (he  is  no  equal  for  his  birth  ;  you  may 
do  the  part  of  an  honeft  man  in  it. 

Claud.  How  know  ye  he  loves  her  i 

John.  I  heard  him  {wear  his  afletftion. 

Bora.  So  did  I  too,  and  he  fwore  he  would  marry 
her  to-night. 

John.  Come,  let  us  to  the  banquet. 

[Exeunt.  John  and  Bor. 

Claud.  Thus  anfw'er  I  in  name  of  Benedick, 
But  hear  this  ill  news  with  the  ears  of  Ciaudio. 
'Tis  certain  fo,  the  Prince  wooes  for  himfelf. 
Friendfhip  is  conftant  in  ail  other  things. 
Save  in  the  office  and  affairs  of  love ; 
Therefore  all  hearts  in  love  ufe  your  own  tongues  ! 
Let  every  eye  negotiate  for  itfelf, 
And  truft  no  agent;    beauty  is  a  witch, 
Againft  whofe  charms  faith  melteth  into  blood. 
This  is  an  accident  of  hourly  proof, 
"WhichI  miflrufted  not.     Farcwel  then,  Hero! 
Enter   Benedick. 

Bene.  Count  Claudio  ? 

Claud.   Yea,  the  fame. 

Bene.  Come,  will  you  go  with  me  ? 

Claud.   Whither? 

Bene.  Even  to  the  next  willow,  about  your  own  bu* 
finefs.  Count.  "What  fafhion  will  you  wear  the  gar- 
land of  ^  about  your  neck,  like  an  ufurer's  chain? 
or  under  your  arm,  like  a  lieutenant's  learf  ?    you 

muft 
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mull  wear  it  one  way,  for  the  Prince  hath  got  your 
Hero. 

Claud.  I  with  him  joy  of  her. 

Bene.  Why,  that's  fpoken  like  an  honcft  Jrover  ;  Co 
they  fell  buUocks  :  but  did  you  think  the  Prince  vtouid 
have  fervcd  you  thus  ? 

Claud.  I  pray  you  leave  me. 

Bene.  Ho!  now  you  ftrike  like  the  blind  man; 
'twas  the  boy  that  ftole  your  meat,  and  you'll  beat  the 
poft. 

Claud.  If  it  will  not  be,  I'll  leave  you.  \Exit. 

Bene.  Alas,  poor  hurt  fowie  !  now  will  he  creep  in- 
to fedges.  But  that  my  Lady  Beatrice  Ihouid  know 
me,  and  not  know  me  !  The  Princes's  fool !  ha  ?  It 
may  be  I  go  under  that  title,  becaufe  1  am  merry;  yea, 
but  fo  I  am  apt  to  do  myfcif  wrong.  I  am  not  Co  re- 
puted. It  is  the  bafe  (tho'  hitter)  difpofition  of  Beatrice, 
that  puts  the  world  into  her  perfon,  and  fo  gives  me 
out  ;  well,  I'll  be  reveng'd  as  I  may. 

SCENE     IV.         Enter  Don  Pedro. 

Pedro.  Now,  Signior,  where's  the  Count?  did  yoit 
fee  him  ? 

Bene.  Troth,  my  Lord,  I  have  played  the  part  of 
Lady  Fame.  I  found  him  here  as  melancholy  as  a 
lodge  in  a  warren,  I  told  him,  (and  I  think  told  him 
true),  that  your  Grace  had  got  the  will  of  this  young 
Jad3'-  ;  and  1  offer'd  him  my  company  to  a  wi;low-tree, 
either  to  make  him  a  gar'and,  as  being  forfaken  ;  or 
to  bind  him  up  a  rod,  as  bein^  worthy  to  be  whip t. 

Pedro.  To  be  whipt !  what's  his  fault' 

Be7jc.  The  flat  tranfgreffijn  of  a  fchool-boy ;  who, 
being  overjoy'd  with  finding  a  bird's  neft,  flitws  it  his 
companion,  i^nd  he  flea  s  it. 

PeJro.  W'ilt  thou  make  a  truft,  a  tranfgrelTion  ?  The 
tranfgreflion  is  in  the  ftealer.  >a 

Bene.  Yet  it  had  not  been   an:ifs  the  rod  had  T^een 

made,  and  the  gark'rrd-tt)o  ;  fOr  the  garland  he  G.ight 

have  worn  himfelf,    and   the  rod  he   might   h.Ae  be- 

ftow'd  on  you,  who  (as  I  take  it)  have  ftoFn  his  bird'$ 

nefl. 

Pedro*. 
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Pedro.  I  will  but  teach  them  to  fing,  and  reflore 
them  to  the  owner. 

Bene.  If  their  finoing  anfwer  to  your  faying,  by  my 
faith,  you  fay  honcftly. 

Pedro.  The  Lady  Beatrice  had  a  quarrel  to  you;  the 
gentleman  that  danc'd  with  her  told  her,  Ihe  is  much 
wrong'd  by  you. 

Bene.  O,  {he  mifusM  me  paft  the  indujancc  of  a 
block  ;  an  oak,  but  with  one  green  leaf  on  it,  would 
have  anfwer'd  her;  my  very  vifor  began  to  alTume  life, 
and  fcold  with  her;  (he  told  ire,  not  thinking  1  had 
been  myfelf,  that  I  was  thePrince's  jefter,  and  that  I 
was  duller  than  a  great  thaw  ;  huddling  jeft  upon  jeft, 
with  fuch  irnpaflab'e  conveyance  upon  me,  that  I  ftood 
like  a  man  at  a  mark,  with  a  whole  army  ftiootlnp  at 
me  :  (he  fpeaks  poniards,  arid  €->  cry  word  f  abs.  If  her 
breath  were  as  terrible  a.=  her  ter^  inptions,  there  v.-ere 
no  living  near  her  ;  fhe  wonld  infect  to  the  north- 
ftar.  I  would  not  marry  her,  though  Ihe  were  en- 
dowed with  all  that  Adam  had  left  him  before  he  tranf- 
g relied  :  fhe  woi:ld  have  made  Fercules  have  turned 
fpit ;  yea,  and  have  cleft  his  chib  to  n-iake  the  f  re  too. 
Come,  talk  not  of  her,  you  (hall  find  her  the  infernal 
Ate  in  good  apparel.  I  would  to  Gnd  fome  fcholar 
would  conjure  her  ;  for,  certamly,  while  (he  is  here, 
a  man  may  live  as  quiet  in  hell  as  in  a  fanftuary,  and 
people  fin  upon  purpofe,  becaufe  they  would  go  thi- 
ther ;  fo  indeed  all  di/quiet,  horror,  and  perturbation 
follow  her. 

SCENE    V. 
Enter  Claudio,  Beatrice,  Leonato,  and  Hero. 

Pedro.  Look,  here  (he  comes. 

Bene.  Will  your  Grac  command  me  any  (ervice  to 
the  world's  end  ^  I  will  go  on  the  flightefl  errand  now 
to  the  Antipodes  that  you  can  devife  to  fend  vnc  on  :  I 
will  fetch  you  a  tooth-picker  now  from  the  fartheft 
inch  of  Afia  ;  bring  you  the  length  of  PreOer  John's 
foot;  fetch  you  a  hair  off  the  great  Cham's  beard  ;  do 
you  any  ambaflage  to  the  pigmies,  rather  than  hold 

tlirec 
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tfcree  words  conference  with  this  harpy.     You  have  no 
employment  for  me  ? 

Pedro.  None,  but  to  defire  your  good  company. 

Bene.  O  God,  Sir,  here's  a  dlfh  I  love  not.  I  can- 
not endure  this  Lady  Tongue. 

Pedro.  Come,  Lady,  come  ;  you  have  loft  the  heart 
of  Signior  Benedick. 

Beat.  Indeed,  my  Lord,  he  lent  it  me  a  while,  and 
I  gave  him  ule  for  it,  a  double  heart  for  a  fingle  one  ; 
marry,  once  before  he  won  it  of  mc  with  falfe  dice^ 
therefore  your  Grace  may  well  fay  I  have  loft  it. 

Pedro.  You  have  put  him  down.  Lady,  you  hav« 
put  him  down.  • . 

Beat.  So  I  would  not  he  (hould  do  me;  my  Lord, 
left  I  (hould  prove  the  mother  of  foolfc.  I  have  brought 
Count  Claudio,  whom  you  fent  me  to  feek. 

Pedro.  Why,  how  now,  Count,  wherefore  are  yoi 
fad? 

Clfiud.  Not  fad,  my  Lord. 

Pedro.  How  then  ?  fick  ? 

Chud.  Neither,  my  Lord,  ^ 

Beat.  The  Count  is  neither  fad,  nor  fick,  nor  mer- 
ry, nor  well ;  but  civil,  Count,  civil  as  an  orange, 
and  fomething  of  that  ]eaIous  complexion. 

Pedro.  V  faith,  Lady,  I  think  your  blazon  to  be 
true;  though  FU  be  fworn,  if  he  be  fo,  his  conceit  is 
falfe.  Here,  Claudio,  I  have  wooed  in  thy  name^  and 
fair  Kero  is  won  ;  I  have  broke  with  her  father,  and 
his  good  will  obtained;  name  the  day  of  marriage, 
snd  God  give  thee  joy. 

Lean.  Count,  take  of  me  my  daughter,  and  with  her 
my  fortunes  :  his  Grace  hath  made  the  match,  and  all 
grace  fay  Amen  to  it. 

Beat.  Speak,  Count,  Vis  your  cue.——' 

Claud.  Silence  is  the  perfe£teft  herald  of  joy ;  I  were 
but  little  happy  if  I  could  fay  how  much.  Lady)  as 
you  are  mine,  I  am  your's  ;  I  give  away  myfclf  for 
you,  and  do  at  upon  the  exchange. 

Beat.  Speak,  coufin,  or  (if  you  cannot)  ftop  his 
UOuth  with  a  kifs,  and  let  him  not  fpeak  neither. 

P((lr9, 
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Pedro.  In  faith,  Lady,  you  have  a  merry  heart 

Beat.  Yea,  my  Lord,  I  thank  It,  poor  fool,  it  keeps 
on  the  windy  fide  of  care ;  my  coufin  telis  him  in  his 
ear,  that  he  is  ip  her^eart. 

Claud.  And  fo  fhe  doth,  coufin. 

Beat.  Good  Lord,  for  alliance  !  thus  goes  every  one 
to  the  world  but  I,  and  I  am  fun-burn'd  :  I  may  fit  in 
a  corner,  and  cry  H^^h  ho  I  for  a  hufband. 

Pedro.  Lady  Beatrice,  I  will  get  you  one. 

Beat.  I  would  rather  have  one  of  your  father's  get- 
ting. Hath  your  Grace  ne'er  a  brother  like  you  '  your 
father  got  excellent  hufbands,  if  a  maid  could  come  by 
them. 

Pedro,  Will  you  have  me,  Lady  ? 

Beat.  No,  my  Lord,  unlefs  I  might  have  another 
for  working  days  ;  your  grace  is  too  coftly  to  wear 
-cv^ry  day  :  but  I  befeech  your  Grace  pardon  me,  I 
was  born  to  fpeak  all  mirth,  and  no  matter. 

Pedro.  Your  fi'ence  moft  offends  me,  and  to  be  m.er- 
ry  beft  becomes  you  ;  for,  out  of  ijueftion,  you  were 
born  in  a  merry  ^our. 

Beat.  No,  fure,  my  Lord,  my  mother  cryM  ;  but 
then  there  was  a  liar  danc'd,  and  under  that  I  was  born* 
Coufins,  God  give  you  joy. 

Leon.  Niece,  will  you  look  to  thofe  things  I  told 
you  of? 

Beat.  I  cry  you  mercy,  uncle  :  by  your  Gr:.ce's  par- 
don. [Exit  Bpatrice. 
SCENE     VL_  ^ 

Pedro.  By  m.y  troth,  a  pleafant-fpirited  la^y. 

Leon.  There's  little  of  the  m,e!ancholy  element  in 
her,  my  Lord  ;  {he  is  never  fad  but  when  Ihe  ilecps  ; 
and  not  ever  fad  then  ;  for  I  have  heard  my  daughter 
fay,  (he  has  often  dream'd  of  unhappinefs,  and  wak'd 
iierfelf  with  laushin?^. 

Pedro.  She  cannot  endure  to  hear  tell  of  a  hufband. 

Leon.  O,  by  no  means,  fhe  mocks  all  her  wooers 
out  of  fuit. 

Pedto,  She  were  an  excellent  wife  for  Benedick. 

Leefh 
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Leou.  O  Lord,  my  Lord,  if  they  were  but  a  week 
marry'd,  they  would  talk  thcmfelves  mad. 

Pedro.  Count  Claudio,   when  mean  you  to  go  to 
church  ? 

Claud.  To-morrow,  my  Lord ;  time  goes  on  crutches, 
till  love  have  all  his  rites. 

Leof2.  Not  till  Monday,  my  dearfon,  which  is  henc 
a  juft  feven-night ;  and  a  time  too  brief  too  to  have  all' 
things  anf\ver  my  mind. 

Pedro.  Come,  you  (hake  the  head  at  £0  long  an 
.breathing;  but  I  warrant  thee,  Claudio,  the  time  fhall 
not  go  dully  by  us,  I  will  in  the  interim  undertake  onei^ 
of  Hercuies's  labours  ;  which  is,  to  bring  Signior  Be- 
nedick and  the  Lady  Beatrice  into  a  mountain  of  af- 
fection the  one  with  the  other.  I  would  fain  have  it 
a  match  ;  and  I  doubt  not  to  fafhion  it,  if  you  three 
will  but  minifter  fuch  afllflance  as  I  fhall  give  you  direc- 
tion. 

Leon.  "M-Y  Lord,  I  am  for  you,    though  it  coft  mc 
ten  nights  watchings. 

Claud.  And  1,  my  Lord. 

Pedro.  And  you  too,  gentle  Hero? 

Hero.  I  will  do  any  modeft  office,  my  Lord,  to  help 
my  coufin  to  a  good  hufband. 

Pedro.  And  Benedick  is  not  the  unhopefulleft  huA 
band  that  I  know.  Thus  far  I  can  praife  him,  he  is  of 
a  noble  ftrain,  ofapprovM  valour,  and  confirm 'd  ho- 
nefty.  1  will  teach  you  how  to  humour  your  coufin, 
that  (he  fliall  fall  in  love  with  Benedick  ;  and  I,  with 
your  two  helps,  will  fo  praftife  on  Benedick,  that  in 
defpight  of  his  quick  wit,  and  his  queafy  ftomach,  he 
fhall  fall  in  love  with  Beatrice.  If  we  can  do  this,  Cu- 
pid is  no  longer  an  archer,  his  glory'fhall  be  ours,  for 
we  are  the  only  love-gods.  Go  in  with  me,  and  I  willM 
tell  you  my  drift.  [ExcunU* 

SCENE  vn. 

Changes  to  another  apartment  in  Leonato^s  houfe. 

Knter  Don  John  «;/<-/  Borachio. 
*]ohn.  It  is  £0,    the  Count  Claudio  (hall  marry  the 
daughter  of  Lconato. 
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Bof'j.  Yea,  my  Lord,  but  I  can  crofs  it. 

John.  Any  bar,  any  crofs,  any  impediment,  will  be 
medicinable  to  me  ;  I  am  fick  in  difpleafni  e  to  him  ; 
and  whatfoever  comes  athwart  his  afTeftion,  ranges 
evenly  with  mine.  How  canfl  thou  crofs  this  mar- 
riage ? 

Borj.  Not  honeflly,  my  Lord ;  but  fo  covertly,  that 
no  diOioneflry  (hail  appear  in  me. 

Jolm.  Shew  me  briefly  how. 

Bora.  I  think  I  told  3'our  Lordrtiip  a  j'car  fince,  how 
much  I  am  in  the  favour  of  Margaret,  the  waiting- 
gentlewoman  to  Hero. 

Jolm.  I  remember. 

Bora.  I  can,  at  any  unfeafbnable  inftant  of  the  night, 
appoint  her  to  look  out  at  her  lady's  chamber-win- 
dow. 

John.  "What  life  is  In  that,  to  be  the  death  of  this 
marriage  ? 

Bora.  The  poifon  of  that  lies  in  you  to  temper.  Go 
you  to  the  Prince  your  brother ;  fpare  not  to  tell  him, 
that  he  hath  wrong'd  his  honour  in  marrying  the  re- 
nowned Claudio  (whofe  eftimatlon  do  3^ou  mightily 
hold  up)   to  a  contaminated  flale,  fiich  a  one  as  Hero. 

JoJm.  What  proof  fhall  I  make  of  that  ? 

Bora.  Proof  enough  to  mifufe  the  Prince,  to  vex 
Clattdlo,  to  undo  Hero,  and  kill  Leonato.  Look  you 
for  any  ether  iilue  ? 

John.  Only  to  de/pite  them  I  will  endeavour  any 
thing. 

Bor.i.  Go  then  find  me  a  meet  hour  to  draw  Don  Pe 
dro  and  the  Count  Claudio  alone  ;  tell  them  thiit  yoB 
know  Hero  loves  me;  intend  a  kind  of  zeal  both  to 
the  Prince  and  Claudio,  as  In  a  love  of  your  brother^s 
honour,  who  hath  made  this  match,  and  his  friend's 
reputation,  (who  is  thus  like  to  be  cozen'd  with  the 
femblance  of  a  maid),  that  you  have  difcoverM  thus. 
They  will  hardly  believe  this  without  trial :  offer  them 
inflances,  which  ihall  bear  no  lefs  likelihood  than  to 
fee  me  at  her  chamber-window ;  hear  me  cell  Margaret 
Hero;    he::r  Margaret  term  mt  Bor.ich:o\    and  bring 

Vol.  U.  C  them 
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them  to  fee  this  the  very  night  before  the  intendcc 
wedding:  for,  in  the  mean  time,  I  will  fo  fafliion  thej 
matter,  that  Hero  fnall  be  abfent ;  and  there  fhall  ap-l 
pcarfuch  feeming  truths  of  Hero's  difloya'ty,  that  jea-j 
loufy  fhali  be  called  afTurance,  and  all  the  preparation! 
overthrown.  | 

JoJ.m.  Grow  this  to  what  adverfe  liTue  it  can,  I  will 
put  it  in  pra^ice  :  be  cunning  in  the  working  this,  and 
thy  fee  is  a  thoufand  ducats. 

Bora.  Be  thou  conflant  in  the  accufation,  and  my 
cunning  fhall  not  (hame  me. 

John.  I  wiilprefcntly  go  learn  their  day  of  marriage. 

KxeunU 

SCENE     WW.     Changes  to  Leonato^s  orchard. 
Enter  Benedick,  and  a  hoy. 

Bene.  Boy,- 

Bow  Sifrnior. 

Bene.  In  rr.y  chamber-window  lies  a  book,  bring  it 
hither  to  me  in  the  orchard. 

Boy.  1  am  here  already,   Sir.  \E.\rt  boy. 

Bene.    I  know  that,   but  I  would  have  thee  hence, 

and  here  again. 1  do  much  wonder,  that  one  man, 

feeing  how  much  another  man  is  a  fool,  when  he  dedi- 
cates his  behaviours  to  love,  will,  after  he  hath  laughM 
at  (uch  fhailovv  follies  in  others,  become  the  argument 
of  his  own  Icorn,  by  falling  in  love  !  and  fiich  a  man 
is  Claudlo.  I  have  known,  when  there  was  no  nniHc 
with  him  but  the  drum  and  the  f'f^t;  and  now  had  he 
rather  hear  the  taber  and  the  pipe:  I  have  known 
when  he  would  have  walkM  ten  mile  a-foot  to  fee  a 
good  armour  :  and  now  will  he  lie  ten  nights  awake, 
carving  the  faftiion  of  a  new  doublet.  He  was  wont  to 
Ipeak  plain,  and  to  the  purpofe,  like  an  honeft  man  ard 
a  foMier;  and  now  he  is  turnM  orthographer,  his 
words  are  a  very  fantaftical  banquet,  juft  fo  many 
rtrange  dlfhes.  May  I  be  fo  converted,  and  fee  with 
thefe  eyes  ?  I  cannot  tell ;  I  think  not.  I  will  not  be 
Iworn,  but  love  may  transform  me  to  an  o'fter  ;  but 
I'll  take  my  oath  on  it,  till  he  have  made  an  oifter  of 
4T1C,  he  (hall  never  make  me  fuch  a  fool.  One  woman- 
is- 
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is  fair,  yet  I  am  well ;  another  is  wife,  j^et  I  am  well ; 
another  virtuous,  yet  I  am  well.  But  till  all  graces  be 
in  one  woman,  cne  woman  fliall  not  come  in  my 
grace.  Rich  (he  (hail  be,  that's  certain;  wife,  or  I'll 
none  ;  virtuous,  or  I'll  never  cheapen  her  ;  fair,  or 
I'll  never  look  on  her ;  mild,  or  come  not  near  me ; 
noble,  or  not  i  for  an  angel  ;  of  good  difcourfc,  an 
excellent  mufician,  and  her  hair  fliall  be  of  what  co- 
lour it  pieafe  God  *.  Ha  !  the  Prince  and  Monfieur 
Love  !  I  will  hide  me  in  the  arbour.  {JVithdraivs. 

SCENE      IX. 
Enter  Don  Pedro,  Leonato,  Claudio,  and  Balthazar. 
Pedro.  Come,  Ihall  we  hear  this  mufic  ? 
Claud.  Yea,  my  good  Lord ;  how  ftill  the  evening 
As  hulh'd  on  purpoie  to  grace  harmony  !  [is, 

Pe  iro.  See  you  where  Beneditl  hath  hid  hlmfelf  ? 
Claui.  O  very  well,  my  Lord;    the  mufic  ended. 
We'll  fit  the  hid  fox  with  a  pennyworth. 

Pedro.  Come,   Balthazar,  we'll  hear  that  fong  again. 
Balth.  O  good  my  Lord,  tax  not  fo  bad  a  voice 
To  (lander  mufic  any  more  than  once. 

Ptiro.  It  is  the  witnefs  ftill  of  excellency, 
To  put  a  ftrange  face  on  his  own  perfection ; 
I  pray  thee,  fmg  ;  and  let  me  woo  no  more. 

Bal  Becaufe  you  talk  of  wooing,  I  will  finer  j 
Since  many  a  wooer  doth  commence  his  fuit 
To  her  he  thinks  not  worthy,  yet  he  wooes ; 
Yet  will  he  flvear  he  loves. 

Pedro.  Nay,  pray  thee,  come; 
Or  if  thou  wilt  hold  longer  argument. 
Do  it  in  notes. 

Balth.  Note  this  before  my  notes, 
There's  not  a  note  of  mine  that's  worth  the  noting. 

Pedro.  Why,  thefe  are  very  crotchets  tl^iat  he  fpeaks,- 
Note,  notes,  forfooth,  and  noting. 

*  Hinthtg  fatirically  at  the  art  rcfsd  ^y  ladies  In  dpn^ 
their  hair  of  a  colour  difcrent  from  if/hat  it  is  bj  na- 
ture, 

C  2  Bef2e* 
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f  Bene.  Now>  divine  air;  now  is  his  foul  ravifii'd! 
j  Is  It  not  ftrange,  that  fiieeps  guts  fliould  hale  fouls 
[out  of  men's  bodies  J  Well,  a  horn  for  my  money, 
(^when  all's  done. 

The    SONG. 

S/gh  770  more,  ladies,  figh  no  more, 

Me?i  -were  deceivers  ever  ; 
One  foot  in  fea,  andoneonjfjore. 

To  one  thi7ig  cojijiatst  never : 

T\en  figh  not  fo,  but  let  them  g9^ 

^nd  be  pu  blyth  and  Lonrrj  ; 
Co7:^rting  alh  our  founds  ofivoie 

r/itb\Hey  720ny,  n07jy. 

S/ng  1:0  7nore  ditties,  fing  710  in9 

Of  duf?ips  fo  dull  and  heav^ ; 
The  frauds  of  771c 71  "were  ever  fo^ 

Since  fu7n77icr  was  ^rji  leafy. 
Then  figh  not  jo,  8cc. 

Pedro.  By  my  troth,  a  good  fong. 

Balth.  And  an  ill  finger,  my  Lord. 

Pedro.  Ha,  no ;  no,  faith ;  thou  fmg'A  well  enough 
for  a  Iliift. 

Bene.  If  he  had  been  a  dog,  that  (hould  have  howIM 
thus,  they  uouid  have  harg'd  him  J  and,  I  pray 
God,  his  bad  voice  bode  no  rnifchief :  I  had  as  iief 
have  heard  the  night  raven^  comiC  v  hat  plague  could 
have  come  after  it. 

Pedro.  Yea,  marry,  doH:  thou  hear,  Balthazar?  I 
pray  thee,  get  us  fome  excellent  mufic  ;  for  to-mor- 
row night  we  would  have  it  at  the  Lady  Hero's  cham- 
ber  window. 

Baltk.  The  beft  I  can,  my  Lord.      {_Exit  Balthazar. 

Pedro.  Do  fo  :  farewell.  Come  hither,  Leonato ; 
what  was  it  you  told  me  of  to-day,  that  your  niece 
Beatrice  was  in  love  with  Signior  Benedick  ? 

Claud.  O,  ay ; ftalk  on,  ftalk  on,  the  fowl  fits. 

I  did  never  think  that  ladj  would  have  loved  any 
man. 


Sc.  9«         Much  ado  about  Nothing.  29^ 

Leon.  No,  nor  I  neither;  but  moft  wonderful,  tlva 
(he  {hould  To  dote  on  Signior  Benedick,  whom  the  hdth 
in  all  outward  behaviours  feem'd  ever  to  abhor. 

Bi'7ie.  Is't  poflibie  I  fits  the  wind  in  that  corner? 

lAfide, 

Leon.  By  iny  troth,  my  Lord,  I  cannot  tell  what  to 
think  of  it ;  but  that  (he  ioves  him  with  an  inraged  af- 
fedlion, it  is  paft  the  definite  of  thought. 

Pe.lro.  May  be  Ihe  doth  but  counterfeit. 

Claud.  Fa  th,  like  enough. 

Leon.  OGod!  counterfeit?  there  was  never  coun- 
terfeit of  palfion  came  fo  near  the  life  of  palfion,  as  Ihc 
difcovers  it. 

Pedra.  Why  what  efFecCls  of  paiTion  (hews  (he  ? 

Cluud.  Bait  the  hook  well,  this  fiih  will  bite. 

iAfuIc. 

L:on.  What  effefts,  my  Lord?  (he  will  fk  you,  you 
heard  my  daughter  tell  you  how. 

Cldud.  She  did,  indeed. 

Pedro.  How,  how,  1  pray  you?  you  amaze  me: 
would  have  thought  her  fpirit  had  been  invincible  a- 
gainft  all  aifaults  of  affection. 

Leon.  I  would  have  fvvora  it  had,  my  Lord;  efpeci- 
ally  againft  Benedick. 

Bene.  [Afiie.]  I  (hould  think  this  a  gull,  but  that 
the  white-bearded  fellow  fpcaks  it;  knavery  cannot 
fure  hide  himfelf  in  fuch  reverence. 

Claud.  He  hath  ta'en  tli'  infeftion,  hold  it  up. 

Pedro.  Hath  fne  made  her  aifedlon  known  to  Bene  • 
dick? 

Leoji.  No,  and  fwears  (he  never  will ;  that's  her 
torment. 

CIdud.  'Tis  true,  indeed,  fo  your  daughter  fays* 
(hall  I,  fays  (he,  that  have  fo  oft  encounter'dhim  with 
(corn,  write  to  him  that  I  love  him  ? 

Leon.  This  fays  (he  now,  when  (he  Is  beginning  to 
write  to  him ;  for  (he'll  be  up  twenty  times  a-night, 
and  there  will  (he  fit  in  her  fmock,  till  (he  have  writ  a 
dieet  of  paper.     My  daughter  tells  us  all. 

G  3  aiuj. 
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CLnid.  Now  you  talk  of  a  fheet  of  a  paper,  I  remem- 
ber a  pretty  jelt  your  daughter  told  us  of. 

Leon.  O, when  (lie  had  writ  it,  and  was  reading 

it  over,  Ihe  found  Benedick  and  Beatrice  between  the 
fheet. 

ClduL  That: 

Lean.  O,  fhe  tore  the  letter  into  a  thoufand  half- 
pence; railM  at  herfelfi  that  (he  fhould  be  fo  im  mo- 
deft,  to  write  to  one  that  (he  knew  would  flout  her  : 
1  rneafure  him,  (ays  (he,  by  my  own  fpirit,  for  1  fliould 
flout  him  if  he  writ  to  me ;  yea,  though  1  love  him,  I 
ihould. 

CldH'L  Then  down  upon  her  knees  (he  falls,  weeps, 
fobs,  beats  her  heart,  tears  her  hair,  ptays,  curfes  y  O 
Ivveet  Benedick  !   God  ;>iveme  patience  ! 

Leon.  She  doth,  indeed,  my  daughter  fays  Co ;  and 
the  ecftafy  hath  fo  much  overborn  her,  that  my  daugh- 
ter is  fometiaie  afraid,  (he  will  do  defperate  outrage  to 
herfeif ;  it  is  very  true. 

Pcrlro.  It  were  good,  that  Benedick  knew  of  it  by 
foire  other,  if  Ihe  will  not  difco^er  it. 

CldU'.i.  To  what  end  ?  He  would  but  make  a  fport 
of  t,  ?nd  torment  the  poor  h.dy  worfe. 

Pci^ro.  If  he  ihould,   it  were  an  alms  to  hang  him  ; 
file's  an  ex<cllent  fweet  lady,  and  (out  of  all  fuf^-icion). 
iht  is  virtuous. 

CLind.  And  fne's  exceeding  wife. 

Pe.iro.  In  every  thing  but  in  loving  Benedick.^ 

Lson.  O  my  Lord,  v-ifdom  and  blood  combating  in 
fo   tender  a  boQ}^  we   have  ten  proofs  to  one,  that; 
blood  hath  the  vidory ;  I  am  forry  for  hf:r,  as  I  have 
juR  caufe,  being  her  uncle  and  her  guardian. 

Pedro.  I  would  (he  had  beftow'd  this  dotage  on  me  ; 
I  would  have  dafTt  all  otiier  rcfpefls,  and  made  her  half 
myfelf.     I  pray  you,  tell  Benedick  of  it;   and  hear- 
whst  he  will  fay. 

Leon.  Were  it  good,  think  you  ? 

Cknd-  Hero  thinks  furely  (he  will  die  ;  for  ihe  fays, 

tie.will  die,  if  he  love  her  not,  and  (lie  will  die  ere  (he 

make  her  love  known  ;  and  (he  will  die  if  he  woo  her, 

rattier  than  flic  will  bats  one  breath  of  her  accuftom'd; 

crwiliic-i's.  , 

He  an,. 
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Pedro.  She  doth  well ;  if  (he  (hould  make  tender  of 
her  love,  'tis  very  poiTible,  lio'A  fcorn  it;  for  the 
man,  as  you  know  all,   hath  a  contemptible  fpirit. 

Claud.  He  is  a  very  proper  man. 

Pedro.  He  hath  indeed  a  good  outward  happinefs. 

Claud.  'Fore  God,  and;  in  my  mind,  very  wife. 

Pedro.  He  doth  indeed  ftiew  fome  fparks  that  arc 

like  wit. 

Leoi2.  And  I  take  him  to  be  valiant, 
Pedro.  As  He£lor,  I  aiiiire  you  :  and  in  the  mana- 
<ving  of  quarrels  you  may  fay  he  is  wife  ;  for  either  he 
avoids  them  with  great  difcretion,  or  undertakes  them 
with  a  Chriftian-like  fear. 
■     [Leon.  If  he  do  fear  God,  he  muft  neceflarlly  keep 
peace  •,  if  he  break  the  peace,  he  ought  to  enter  into 
a  CjUarrel  with  fear  and  trembling. 

Pedro.  And   fo  v.  ill  he  6.0  ;   for   the  man  doth  fear 

God,  howfocver  it  feenis  not  in  him,  by  fome  large 

jefts   he  will  make.]     V/ell,   I   am   forry  for  your 

niece  :  {ball  we  go  feck  Benedick,  and  teh  him  of  her 

love ' 

Chnd.  Never  tell  him,  my  Lord ;  let  her  wear  it 
out  with  good  counfel. 

Leon.  Nay,  that's,  impoflible,  (he  may  wear  her 
heart  out  frft. 

Pedro.  Well,  wc  wiil  hear  further. of  it  by  your 
daughter  ;  let  it  cool  the  whiie.  I  love  Benedick  well ; 
and  I  couid  wifh  he-would  modeftly  examine  himfelfi 
to  fee  how  much  he  is  unwortlay  to  have  fo  good  a. 

lady. 

Le07u  My  Lord,  will  you  walk  ?  dinner  is  ready. 

Claud.  If  he  do  noX  doat  on  her  upon  this,  I  will 
never  trufl  my  expectation.  {_Jfidc. 

Pedro.  'Let  there  be  the  fatre  net  fpread  for  her,  and 
that  muft  yourdaughtcr  and  her  gentlewoman  carry  ; 
the  fport  will  be,  when  they  hold  an  opirion  of  one 
another's  dotage,  and  no  fvxh  matter  ;  that's  the  fcene 
that  I  would  fee,  v.hich  will  be  merely  a  dumb  (how. 
Let  us  fend  her  to  caii  hira  to  dinner.  {_Afuie. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  X  Benedick  advatjces  from  the  arbour* 
Bene.  This  can  he  no  trick,  the  conference  was  fad- 
ly  borne ;  they  have  the  truth  of  this  from  Hero ; 
they  feem  to  pity  the  lady ;  it  feems  her  afleiHiions 
have  the  full  bent.  Love  me  !  u'hy,  it  muft  be  re- 
canted. I  hear  how  I  am  cenfur'd  :  they  fay  I  will 
bear  myfelf  proudly,  if  1  perceive  the  love  come  from 
her ;   they  fay  too,  that  ftie  will  rather  die  than  give 

any  fign  of  alfeclion. 1  did  never  think  to  marry 

1  muft  not  feem  proud Happy   are  they  that 

hear  their  detraftions,  and  can  put  them  to  mend- 
ing. They  fay  the  lady  is  fair  ;  'tis  a  truth,  I  can  bear 
them  witnefs  :  and  virtuous  ; 'tis  fo,  1  cannot  re- 
prove it :  and  wife,  but  for  loving  me by  my  troth, 

it  is  no  addition  to  her  wit,  nor  no  great  argument  of 

her  folly ;  for  I  will  be  horribly  in  love  with  her. 

I  may  chance  to  have  fome  odd  quirks  and  remnants 
of  wit  broken  on  me,  becaufe  I  have  railed  fo  long  a- 
gainft  marriage.  But  doth  not  the  appetite  alter?  A 
man  loves  the  meat  in  his  youth,  that  he  cannot  en- 
dure in  his  age.  Shall  ^uips  and  fentences,  and  thefc 
paper  bullets  of  the  brain,  awe  a  man  from  the  career 
of  his  humour?  no;  the  world  muft  be  peopled. 
When  I  faid,  I  would  die  a  bachelor,  1  d:d  not  think  I 
fhould  live  till  I  were  marrv'd.  Here  comes  Beatrice  : 
by  this  day,  (he's  a  fair  lady  ;  I  do  fpy  fomc  marks  of 

love  in  her. 

E?iter  Beatrice. 
Beat  Agalnft  my  will  I  am  fent  to  bid  you  come  in 

to  dinner. 

B.^ne.  Fair  Beatrice,  I  thank  you  for  your  pams. 

Beat.  I  took  no  more  pains  for  thofe  thanks,  than 
you  take  pains  to  thank  me ;  if  it  had  been  painful,  I 
would  not  have  come. 

Bc7ie.  You  take  p'eafure  then  in  the  meiTage. 

Beat.  Yea,  juft  fo  much  as  you  may  take  upon,  a 
knife's  point,  and  choak  a  daw  withal ;  you  have  no 
ftomach,  Signior  ;  fare  you  well.  ^  [Exit, 

Bene.  Ha !  'ig^^i^'f  vi ,  iv'dl  I  amfcnt  to  bid  you  come  tn 
U  dinner, —rher^'s  a  double  meaning  in  that.    I  took 
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no  fnore  pains  for-  thofe  thanks,  than  )ou  takefahis  to 
thank  mc  .—that's  as  much  as  to  fay,  any  pains  that  1 
take  for  you  is  as  cafy  as  thanks.  If  I  do  not  take  pi- 
ty of  her,  I  am  a  villain  ;  if  I  do  not  love  her,  I  am  a 
Jew ;  I  will  go  get  her  piaure.  \E.xtt. 

ACT        m.  S    C    E    N    E      I. 

Continues  in  the  orchard. 
Enter  Yicro,  Margaret,  a?idVvCv\z. 
Hero,  f^  Ood  Margaret,  run  thee  into  the  parlour, 
Vjf  There  (halt  thou  find  my  coufm  Beatrice, 
Propofing  with  the  Prince  and  Clandio  ; 
Whifper  her  ear,  and  tell  her  1  and  Urfula 
Walk  in  the  orchard,  and  our  whole  difcourfc 
Is  all  of  her  ;  fay,  that  thou  overheard'ft  us  ; 
And  bid  her  fteal  into  the  pleached  bower. 
Where  honey-fuckles,  ripcn'd  by  the  fan. 
Forbid  the  fun  to  enter ;  like  to  favourites. 
Made  proud  by  princes,  that  advance  their  pride 
Againft  that  power  that  bred  it :  there  will  fhe  hide 
To  iiftcn  our  purpofe:   this  is  thy  office  ; 
Bear  thee  well  in  it,  and  leave  us  alone. 
M<irx.  rii  make  her  come,  I  warrant,  prefently.    ^ 
^  lExit, 

Hero.  Now,  Urfula,  when  Beatrice  doth  come, 
As  we  do  trace  this  alley  up  and  down. 
Our  talk  mufl  only  be  of  Benedick. 
When  I  do  name  him,  let  it  be  thy  part 
To  praife  him  more  than  ever  man  did  merit. 
My  talk  to  thee  mufl:  be,  how  Benedick 
Is  fick  in  love  with  Beatrice;   of  this  matter 
Is  little  Cupid's  crafty  arrow  made. 
That  only  wounds  by  hear-fay.     Now  begin.^ 

Enter  Beatrice,  running  toivards  the  ar5ouf'. 
Tor  look,  where  Beatrice,  like  a  lapwing,  runs 
Clofe  by  the  ground  to  hear  our  conference. 

Vrf.  The  pleafantefl  angling  is  to  fee  the  filh 

Cut  with  her  golden  cars  the  filver  flrcam, 

An«! 
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And  greedily  devour  the  treacherous  bait; 
So  angle  we  for  Beatrice,  who  e'en  now 
Is  couched  in  the  woodbine-coverture  : 
Fear  you  not  my  part  of  the  dialogue. 

Hc-ro.  Then  we  go  near  her,  that  her  ear  lofe  jiothing 
Of  the  falfe  fweet  bait  that  we  lay  for  it. 
No,  truly,  Urfula,  fhe's  too  d'fdainful ; 
I  know  her  fpirits  are  as  coy  and  wild 
As  haggards  of  the  rock. 

VrJ.  But  are  you  flire. 
That  Benedick  loves  Beatiicc  Co  entirely? 

Hero..  So  fays  the  Prince,  and  my  new-trothedLord. 

Vrf.  And  did  they  bid  you  teJl  her  of  it,  Madaoi  i 

Hero.  They  did  intreat  me  to  acquaint  her  of  it; 
But  I  perfuaded  them,  if  they  lovM  Benedick, 
To  wi(h  him  wreftle  with  affefticn. 
And  never  to  let  Beatrice  know  of  it. 

Vrf.  Why  did  you  Co^.   doth  not  the  gentleman 
Deferve  as  fali,  as  fortunate  a  bed. 
As  ever  Beatr.xe  fhaU  couch  upon? 

Hro.  O  God  of  love  !  I  know  he  doth  defcrr* 
As  much  as  may  be  yielded  to  a  man  : 
But  nature  never  framed  a  woman's  heart 
Of  prouder  fhiff  than  that  of  Beatrice- 
Difdain  and  fcorn  ride  fparkling  in  her  eyes. 
Misprizing  what  they  look  on,  and  her  wit 
Values  Itfelf  fo  highly,   that  to  her 
All  matter  elfe  feems  weak  ;  (he  cannot  love, 
Nor  lake  no  fiiape  nor  projedl  of  affection. 
She  is  fo  felfendeared. 

Urf.  Sure  I  think  fo  ; 
And  therefore  certainly  it  were  not  good 
She  knew  his  love,  left  Ihe  make  fport  at  it- 

Hero.  Why,  you  fpeak  truth.   I  never  yet  faw  man,. 
How  wife,  how  noble,  young,  how  rarely  featur'd. 
But  fhe  would  fpell  him  backward.     If  fair-fac'd, 
She'd  fu'ear  the  gentleman  (hould  be  her  fifler ; 
If  black,  why,  nature,  drawing  of  an  antic. 
Made  a  foul  blot ;  if  tall,  a  launce  iil-headc4 ; 
If  low,  an  aglet  very  vilely  cut ; 
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If  fpeaking,  why,   a  vane  blown  with  all  whids ; 
If  filent,  why,  a  block  moved  with  none. 
So  turns  (he  every  man  the  wrong  f.de  out, 
And  never  gives  to  truth  and  virtue  that 
Which  fimpienefs  and  merit  purchafeth. 

Vrf.  Sure,  flire,  fuch  carping  is  rot  commendable. 

Hero.  No  ;  for  to  be  fo  odd,   and  from  all  falhlonS; 
As  Beatrice  is,  cannot  be  comm.endable. 
But  who  dare  tell  her  fo  ?     If  I  (hould  fpeak. 
She'd  mock  m.e  into  air  ;  O  {he  would  laugh  me 
Out  of  myfeif,  prcfs  me  to  death  with  wit. 
Therefore  let  Benedick,  like  cover'd  fire, 
Confume  away  in  fighs,  wafte  inwardly  ; 
It  were  a  better  death  than  die  with  mocks. 
Which  is  aS  bad  as  'tis  to  die  with  tickling. 

Vrf.  Yet  tell  her  of  it ;  hear  what  fhe  will  (ay. 

li.ro.  No,  rather  1  will  go  to  Benedick, 
And  counfe!  him  to  fight  againft  his  paiTion. 
And,  truly,  Til  devife  fome  honeft  flanders 
To  ftain  my  coufin  with  ;   one  doth  not  know 
How  much  an  ill  word  may  impoifon  liking. 

Vrf.  O,  do  not  do  your  coufin  fnch  a  wron^. 
She  cannot  be  fo  much  without  tri^e  judgment, 
(Having  fo  f\vift  ard  excellent  a  wit 
As  Ihe  is  prized  to  have),  as  to  refufe 
So  rare  a  gentleman  as  Benedick. 

Ki.ro,  He  is  the  only  man  of  Italy, 
Alwavs  excepted  my  dear  Clai.dlo. 

Urf.  I  pray  you  he  not  angry  w-ithm.e,  Madam, 
Speaking  my  fancy  ;    Sjgnior  Benedick, 
For  (hape>  for  bearing,  argument,   and  valour. 
Goes  foremoft  in  report  through  Italy. 

Hc7o.  Indeed  he  hath  an  excellent  good  name. 

Vtf.  His  excellence  did  earn  it  ere  he  had  it. 
When  are  you  marry'd,  Madam  ? 

tlfro.  V/hy,   eve»yday;  to-morrow;  come,  go  in, 
I'll  fhew  thee  fome  ettiics,  and  have  thy  counfel 
Which  is  the  beft  to  furn'fh  me  to-morn  w. 

Vrf.  She's  lim'd,  I  warrant  ypa;  we   have  caught 
her,  Madam. 

thro. 
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HerO'  If  it  prove  Co,  then  loving  goes  by  haps; 
Some  Cupids  kill  with  arrows,  fome  with  traps. 

lExeufTt. 
Beatrice,  advanchig^ 
"Beat.  What  fire  is  in  my  ears  ?  can  this  be  true  ? 
Stand  I  condtmn'd  for  pride  and  fcorn  fo  much  ? 
Contempt,  farcwel !  and  maiden  pride,  adieu  ! 

No  glory  lives  behind  the  back  of  fuch. 
And,  Benedick,  love  on,  I  will  requite  thee  ; 

Taming  my  wild  heart  to  thy  loving  hand  ; 
If  thou  doft  love,  th}'^  kindnefs  (hall  incite  thee 

To  bind  our  loves  up  in  a  holy  band. 
For  others  fay,  thou  doft  deferve ;  and  I 
Believe  it  better  than  reportingly.  [Exit. 

SCENE     II.       Leonato's  houfe. 
Enter  Don  VeAro,  Claudio,  Benedick,  i7«(/ Leonato. 
Pedro.  I  do   but  Aay  till  your  marriage  be  conliim' 
mate,  and  then  go  I  toward  Arragon. 

Claud.  I'll  bring  you  thither  my  Lord,  If  you'll 
Youchfafe  me. 

Pedro.  Nay,  that  w^ould  be  as  great  a  foil  in  the  new 
glofs  of  your  marriage,  as  to  fhew  a  child  his  new  coat, 
and  forbid  him  to  wear  it.     I  will  only   be  bold  with 
Benedick  for  his  company  :  for,  from  the  crown  of 
his  head  to  the  fole  of  his  foot,  he  is  all  mirth  ;  he 
hath  twice  or  thrice  cut  Cupid's   bow-ftring,  and  the 
little  hangman  dare  not  fhoot  at  him  ;  he  hath  a  heart 
as  found  as  a  bell,  and  his  tongue   is  the  clapper;  for 
nhat  his  heart  -thinks,  his  tongue  (peaks. 
Bege.  Gallants,  I  am  not  as  I  have  been. 
heon.  So  fay  I ;  methinks  you  are  faddcr. 
CLud.  1  hope  he  is  in  love. 

Pedro.  Hang  him,  truant,  there's  no  true  drop  of 
blood  in  him,  to  be  truly  touch'd  with  love  ;  if  h«  be 
iad,  he  wants  money. 

Betje.  I  have  the  tooth-ach. 
Pedro.  Draw  it.  — 

Bene.  Hang  it. 

CLud.  You  muft  hang  it  firft,  and  drew  it  after- 
wards. 

Pe-fro. 


Sc,  2.  Much  ado  about  Nothing,  37 

Pedro.  What !  figh  for  the  tooth-ach  ! 

Leon.  Which  is  but  a  humour,  or  a  worm. 

Bene.  Well,  every  one  caa  mafrer  a  grief  but  he 
that  has  it. 

Claud.  Yet,  fay  I,  he  is  in  love, 

Pedro.  There  is  no  appearance  of  fancy  in  Jiim, 
unlefs  it  be  a  fancy  that  he  hath  to  Itrange  difguifes  ^ 
as  to  be  a  Dutchman  to-day,  a  Frenchman  to-mor- 
row ;  or  in  the  ihapeof  two  countries  at  once  ;  a  Ger- 
man from  the  wafce  downward,  all  Hops  ;  and  a  Spani- 
ard from  the  hip  upward,  no  doublet.  Unlefs  he  have 
a  fancy  to  this  foolery,  as  it  appears  he  hath,  he  is  no 
fool  for  fancy,  as  you  would  have  it  to  appear  he  is. 

Claud.  If  he  be  not  in  love  with  fome  woman,  there 
is  no  believing  old  figns  :  he  brudaes  his  hat  o'morn- 
ings  ;  what  fhould  that  bode  ? 

Pedro.  Hath  any  man  feen  him  at  the  barber's  ? 
^  Claud.  No,  but  the  barber's  man  hath  been  feen  with 
hira ;  and  the  old  ornament  of  his  cheek  hath  already 
ftuff'd  tennis-balls. 

Leon.  Indeed  he  looks  younger  than  he  did  by  the 
lofs  of  a  beard. 

Pedro.  Nay,  he  rubs  himfelf  with  civet ;  can  you 
fmell  him  out  by  that  ? 

Claud.  That's  as  much  as  to  fay,  the  fweet  youth's 
In  love. 

Pedro.  The  greateft  note  of  it  is  his  melancholy. 

Claud.  And  when  was  he  wont  to  wa(h  his  face  > 

Pedro.  Yea,  or  to  paint  himfelf  ?  for  the  which,  I 
hear  what  they  fay  of  him. 

Chnid.  Nay,  but  his  jelling  fpirit,  which  is  now  crept 
into  a  lute-ftrlng,  and  now  governed  by  flops 

Pedro.  Indeed  that  tells  a  heavy  tale  for  him.  Con- 
clude he  is  in  love. 

Claud.  Nay,  but  I  know  who  loves  him. 

Pedro. ^  That  would  I  know  too  :  I  warrant,  one  that 
knows  him  not. 

Claud.  Yes,  and  his  111  conditions,  and  in  clefpioht  of 
all,  dies  for  him.  '^ 

.Pedro.  She  (hall  be  bury'd  with  her  face  upwards. 
Vol.  11.  D  ^,,,,^ 


38      Much  ado  about  Nothing.  A(5l  in. 

Bene.  Yet  is  this  no  charm  for  the  tooth-ach.  Old 
Signior,  walk  afide  with  nie  ;  I  have  ftudy'd  eight  or 
r»ine  wife  words  to  fpeak  to  you,  which  thefe  hobby- 
horfes  mufl:  not  hear.    [Exeunt  Benedick  rf?// Leonato. 

Pedi'O.  For  my  life,  to  break  with  him  about  Bea- 
trice. 

Cuitid.  'Tis  even  fo.     Hero  and  Margaret  have  by 
this  play'd  their  parts  with  Beatrice ;  and  then  the  two 
bears  will  not  bite  one  another  when  they  meet. 
■     SCENE     HI.       Enter  Don  }ohr\. 

John.  My  Lord  and  brother,  God  fave  you. 

Pedro.  Good  den,  brother. 

John.  If  your  leilure  fervM,  I  would  fpeak  with  yon. 

Pfi/ro.  In  private? 

John.    If  it  pleafe  you  ;    yet  Count  Claudio  may(- 
hear  ;  for  what  I  would  fpeak  of,  concerns  him. 

Pedra.  What's  the  matter? 

John.  Means  your  Lordfhip  to  be  marr'yd  to-mor- 
J.QW  ?  [_To  Claudio. 

Pedro.  You  know  he  does. 

John.  1  know  not  that,  when  he  knows  what  I 
know. 

Claud.  If  there  be  any  impediment,  I  pray  you  dif- 

cover  it. 

John.  You  may  think  I  love  you  not ;  let  that  ap- 
pear hereafter,  and  aim  better  at  me  by  that  I  now  will 
manifeft;  for  my  brother,  I  think,  he  holds  you  well, 
and  in  dearnefs  of  heart  hath  holp  to  effeft  your  cn- 
fuing  marriage ;  furely,  fuit  ill  fpent,^^nd  labour  ill 
befl-owM  ! 

Pedro.  Why,  what's  the  matter? 
John.  I  cam'e  hither  to  tell  yon,  and  circumflances 
Jhorten'd,  (for  fhe  hath  been  too  long  a-talking  of ), 
the  lady  is  difloyai. 
Ciaud.  Who?  Hero? 

John.  Even  fhe ;  Leonato's  Hero,  your  Hero,  every 
'man's  Hero. 

Claud.  Didoyal? 

John.  The  word  is  too  good  to  paint  out  her  wic- 
kc'dnefs.    1  couid  fay  fhe  were  worfe  }  think  you  of  a 

^vorK 
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worfe  title,  and  I  will  fit  her  to  jit;  wonder  not  till 
further  warrant;  go  but  with  me  to-night,  yon  (hail 
fee  her  chamber-window  enter'd,  even  the  night  before 
her  wedding  day.  If  you  love  her,  then  to-morrow 
wed  her;  but  it  would  better  fit  your  honourto  change 
your  mind. 

Claud.  May  this  be  fo  ? 

Pedro.  I  will  not  think  it. 

John.  If  you  dare  not  truft  that  you  fee,  confefs  not 
that  you  know ;  if  you  will  follow  me,  I  will  fhew'  you 
enough ;  and  when  you  have  feen  more  and  heard 
more,  proceed  accordingly. 

Claud.  If  I  fee  any  thing  to-night  why  I  fhor.ld  not 
marry  her  to-morrow ;  in  the  congregation  where  I 
dould  wed,  there  will  I  ftiame  her. 

Pedro.  And  as  I  wooed  for  thee  to  obtain  her,  I  will 
join  with  thee  to  difgrace  her. 

John.  I  will  difpatage  her  no  farther,  till  you  sre 
my  witnefTes ;  bear  it  coldly  but  till  night,  and  let  the 
iflue  fhew  itfelf. 

Pedro.  O  day  untowardly  tJ|pM  ! 

Claud.  O  mifchief  flrangely  thwarting  ! 

John.  0  plague  right  well  prevented  ! 
So  you  will  fa)'-,  when  you  have  feen  the  feque!. 

{Exeunt,, 
SCENE     IV.       Changes  to  the  fireet. 
Enter  Dogberry  and  Verges,  -with  the  watch. 

Dogb.  Are  you  good  men  and  true  ; 

Verg.  Yez,  or  elfe  it  were  pity  but  they  fiiould  fuffer 
falvatlon,  body  and  foul. 

Dogh.  Nay,   that  were   a   punifliment   too  good  for 
them,  if  they  (hould  have  any  allegiance  in  them,   be- 
ing chofen  for  the  Prince's  watch. 

Verg.  Well,  give  them  their  charge,  neir/hbour  Doff- 
berry.         -  «  o  t, 

Dcgb.  Firfl,  who  think  you  the  moft  defartlefs  man 
to  be  conftable? 

I  Watch.  Hugh  Oatcake,  Sir,  or  George  Seacolc  ; 
for  they  can  write  and  read. 

i?«»^^.  Come  hither,  neighbour  Seacole  :  God  hath 
Da  blefTM. 
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blefsM  you  with   a  good  name;   and  to   be  a  well-fa- 
vourd'd  man  is  the  gift  of  fortune,  but  to  write  andj 
read  comes  by  nature. 

2  Watch.  Both  which,  Mafter  Conftabic 

Dogb.  You  have  :  I  knew,  it  would  be  your  anfwer.j 
Well,  for  your  favour.  Sir,    why,    give  God  thanks,] 
and  make  no    boaft  of  it ;   and  for  your  writing  and 
reading,  let  that  appear  when  there  is  more   reed  oi 
fiich  vanity:  you  are  thought  here  to  be  the  moft  fenfe- 
Icfs  and  fit  man  for  the  conftab'e  of  the  watch,  there- 
fore bear  you  the  ianthorn  ;   this  is  your  charge  :  yoi 
fhall  comprehend  all  vagrom  men  ;  you  are  to  bid  an] 
man  fland,  in  the  Prince's  name. 

2  Watch.  How  if  he  will  not  (land  ! 

Dogh.  "Why,  then  take  no  note  of  him,  but  let  hir 
go  ;  and  prefently  call  the  reft  of  the  watch  togetherJ 
and  thank  God  you  are  rid  of  a  knave.  \ 

Verg  If  he  will  not  ftand  when  he  is  bidden,  he  is 
none  of  the  Prince's  fubjedls. 

Dogb.  True,  and  they  arc  to  meddle  with  none  but^ 
the  Prince's  fubjeifts.     You  fhall  alfo  make   no   noifc 
in  the  ftreets ;  for,  for  the  watch  to  babble  and  talk,  is 
moft  tolerable,  and  not  to  be  cndur'd. 

2  Watch.  We  will  rather  fleep  than  talk;  we  know 
what  belongs  to  a  watch. 

Dogb.  Why,  you  Ipeak  like  an  ancient  and  moft 
quiet  watchman,  for  I  cannot  fee  how  fleeping  ftiould 
cifend ;  only  have  a  care  that  your  bills  be  not  ftolen. 
Well,  you  are  to  call  at  all  the  aIe-hou(es,  and  bid 
tl\em  that  are  drunk  get  them  to  bed. 

2  J'fatch.  How  if  they  will  not? 

Dogb.  Why  then  let  them  alone  till  they  are  fober; 
if  they  make  you  not  then  the  better  anfxver,  you  may 
.lay,  they  are  not  the  men  you  took  them  for. 

2  Watch.  Well,  Sir. 

Dogh.  If  you  meet  a  thief,  you  may  IlifpeA  him  by 

•virtue  of  your  office  to  be  no  true  man  ;  and  for  fuch 

kind  of  men,  the  lefs  you  meddle  or  make  with  them, 

why,  the  more  is  for  your  honefty. 

2  Watch, 


Sc.  4.  Much  ado  about  Nothing.  41 

2  iViitch.  If  we  know  him  to  be  a  thief,  (hall  we  not 
lay  hands  on  him  ? 

Do^b.  Truly,  by  your  office  you  may ;  but,  I  think, 
they  that  touch  pitch  wi  1  be  denlM  :  the  mofi  peace- 
able way  for  you,  if  you  do  take  a  thief,  is,  to  let 
him  fliew  himieif  what  he  is,  and  fteal  out  of  your 
company. 

VcfT.  You  have  been  always  calrd  a  merciful  mar^ 

partner. 

Dogb.  Truly,  I  would  not  hang  a  dog  by  my  wilb 
much  more  a  man  who  hath  any  honefty  in  him. 

Verg-  If  you  hear  a  child  cry  in  the  night,  you  muH 
call  to  the  nurfe  and  bid  her  Hill  it 

2  Watch.  How  if  the  nurfe  be  afleep,  and  will  not 

bear  us? 

Dogb.  Why,  then  depart  In  peace,  and  let  the  child 
wake  her  with  crying:    for  the  ewe  that  will  not   hear 
her  lamb  when  it  baes,  will  never  aafwer  a  calf  whea  . 
he  bleats. 

Verg.  'Tis  very  true. 

Dogb.  This  is  the  end  of  the  charge  :  you,  confta- 
ble,  are  to  prefent  the  Prince's  own  perfon  ;  ifyoa 
meet  the  Prince  in  the  night,  you  may  (lay  him. 

Verg.  Nay,  birlady,  that,  I  think,  he  cannot. 

Dogb.  Five  (hillings  to  one  on't  with  any  man  that 
knows  the  ftatutes,  he  may  ftay  him ;  marry,  not 
without  the  Prince  be  willing  :  for  indeed  the  watch 
ought  to  offend  no  man ;  and  it  is  an  ofF«nce  to  Jftay.a 
man  againft  his  will. 

Verg.  Birlady,  I  think  it  be  fo. 
•■    Dogb.  Ha,   ha,  ha!    well,   mafters,  goodnight;   an 
there  be  any  matter  of  weight  chances,    call  up  me; 
keep  your  fellow's  counfels  and  your  own,    and  good 
night.     Come  neighbour. 

2  Watch.  Well,  mafters,  we  hear  our  charge ;  let  us 
go  fit  here  upon  the  church-bench  till  two,  and  then 
all  to  bed. 

Dogh.  One  word  more,  honefl  neighbour.  I  pray 
you  watch  about  Signlor  Leonato's  door,  for  the  wed- 

I>  I  ding^.. 
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ding  being  there  to-morrow,    there  is  a  great  coii  to- 
night.     Adieu  ;  be  vigilant,  I  befeech  you. 

\Exeur.t  Dogberry  and  Verges. 

SCENE     V.     Enter  Borachio  and  Conrade. 

Bora.  What?  Conrade , 

Watch.  Peace,  ftir  not  \.-^[uie. 

Bora.  Conrddc;  I  fay. 

Conr.  Here,  man,  I  am  at  thy  elbow. 

Bora.  Mafs,  and  my  elbow  itch'd,  I  thought  there 
would  a  fcab  follow. 

Conr.  I  will  owe  thee  an  aiif\\'er  for  that,  and  now 
forward  with  thy  tale. 

Bora.  Stand  thee  clofe  then  under  this  pent-houfe, 
for  it  drizzles  rain,  and  I  will,  like  a  true  drunkard, 
utter  ail  to  thee. 

Watch.  Some  trcafbn,  matters  ;  yet  Hand  clofe. 

Bora.  Therefore  know,  I  have  earned  of  Don  John 
a  thoufand  dncats. 

Conr.  Is  it  poflible  that  any  villany  (hould  be  fo 
dear? 

Bora.  Thou  fbould'ft  rather  s.(k,  if  it  were  poflible 
any  villain  (hould  be   fo   rich  ?    for  when  rich  villains 
have  need  of  poor  ones,    poor  ones  may  make  what- 
price  they  will. 

Conr.  I  wonder  at  it. 

Bora.  That  fhews,  thou  art  unconfirm'd;  thou  know- 
^ft,  that  the  falhion  of  a  doublet,  or  a  hat,  or  a  cloak, 
is  nothing  to  a  man. 

Conr.  Yes,   it  is  apparel. 

Bora.  I  mean  the  fifhion. 

CoTir.  Yes,  the  fafhion  is  the  fafliion. 

Bora.  Tulh,  I  may  as  well  fay,  the  fool's  the  fool ; 
but  fee'ft  thou  not,  what  a  deformed  thief  this  fafhion 


is> 


Watch.  I  know  that  Deformed ;    he  has  been  a  vile 
thief  thefe  feven  years ;    he  goes  up  and  down  like  a> 
gentleman  :  I  remember  his  name. 

Bora.  Didft  thou  not  hear  fomc  body  ? 

C^nr,  No,  'twas  the  vane,  on  the  houfe. 

Born., 
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Btra.  Seeft  thou  not,  I  fay,  what  a  deformed  thief 
this  faftiion  is  ?  how  giddily  he  turns  about  all  the  hot- 
bloods  between  fourteen  and  five  and  thirty,  fome- 
times  fafhioning  them  like  Pharaoh's  fbldiers  in  the 
reachy  painting  ;  fometimes  like  the  6od  BePs  priefls 
in  the  old  church  window  ;  fometimes  like  the  fliavcn 
Hercules  *  in  the  fmirch  wonn-eaten  tapcflry,  where 
his  codpiece  feems  as  maliy  as  his  club. 

Ccnr.  All  this  I  fee,  and  fee  that  the  fafhion  wears 
out  more  apparel  than  the  man  ;  but  art  not  thou  thy- 
felf  giddy  with  the  fafliion  too,  that  thou  haft  (hiftcd 
out  of  thy  tale  into  teliing  me  of  the  fafhion  ? 

Bora.  Not  fo  neither  ;  but  know,  that  I  have  to- 
night wooed  Margaret,  the  Lady  Hero's  gentlewoman, 
by  the  name  of  hero;  fhe  leans  me  out  at  her  mi- 
ftrefs's  chamber- window,   bids   me   a    thoufand  times 

good  night 1  tell  this  tale  vildly— ^ 1  fhould  frft 

tell  thee,  how  the  Prince,  Claudio,  and  my  mafter, 
planted  and  placed,  and  poffefTed  by  rny_  m.after  Don 
John,  faw  a  far  off  in  the  orchard  this  amiable  encoun- 
ter 

Conr.  And  thought  they  Magaret  was  Hero  ? 
Bora.  Two  of  ihesn  did,  the  Prince  and  Claudio  ; 
but  the  devil  m.y  nsafter  knew  fhe  was  Margaret ;  and 
partly  by  his  oaths,  which  frit  poiTefs'd  them  ;  partly 
by  the  dark  night,  which  did  deceive  them  ;  but  chief- 
ly by  my  vijlary,  which  did  confirm  any  (lander  that 
Don  John  had  n.ade,  sway  went  Claudio  enraged  ; 
fwore,  he  would  meet  her  as  he  was  appointed  next 
morning  at  the  temple,  and  there,  before  the  whole 
congregation,  fhame  her  with  what  he  faw  o'er  night, 
and  fend  her  home  again  v.  ithout  a  hufband. 

1  Watch.  We  charge  you  in  the  Prince's  name,  ftand. 

2  Watch.  Call  up   the   right  Mafter  Conftable ;   \vc 
have  here  recovered  the  mcfl  dangerous  piece  of  le 
chery  that  ever  was  known  in  the  common-wealth. 

1  Watch.  And  one  Deformed  is   one  of  them;    I 
know  him,  he  wears  a  lock. 

Conr.  Mafters,  Mailers, ■  « 

2.  Watch 

*'J>Aeanlng  Sampfon-, 
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2  Watch.  You^il  be  made  bring  Deformed  forth,  I 
warrant  you. 

Cofjr.  Matters, 

I  JViitch.  Never  ipeak  ;  we  charge  you,  let  us  obey 
you  to  go  with  us. 

Bora.  We  are  like  to  prove  a  goodly  commodit)-, 
being  taken  up  of  thefe  mens  bills. 

Com:  A  commodity  in  cjueftion,    I  warrant  you  ; 

come,  we'll  obey  you.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    VI.     Hero's  apartmait  in  heonatds  houfc. 

Enter  Hero,  Margaret,  and  Urfula. 

Hero.  Good  Urfula,  wake  my  coulin  Beatrice,  ajQ< 
jlefire  her  to  rife. 

Vrf.  I  will.  Lady. 

Hero.  And  bid  her  come  hither. 

Vrf.  Weil  [Exitl 

Mjrg.  Troth,  I  think  your  other  rebato  v^cre  better^ 

Hero.  No,  pray  thee,  good  Meg,  I'll  wear  this. 

Marg.  By  my  troth,  it's  not  fo  good ;  and  I  warrani 
5^ our  coufm  will  fay  fo.  I 

Hero.  My  coufm 's  a  fool,  and  thou  art  another.  -  I'B 
wear  none  but  this. 

ALrg.  I  like  the  new  tire  within  excellently,  if 
hair  were  a  thouoht  browner  ;   and  your  gown's  a  mof 
rare  fafhion,  i' faith.     I  faw  the  Duchefs   of  Milam.'^ 
gown,  that  they  pralfe  fo. 

Hero.  O,  thet  exceeds,    they  fay.  _ 

Marg.  By  my  troth,  it's  but  a  night-gown  in  refpeftl 
of  your's;   cloth  of  gold  and  cuts,   and   ac'd  with  fil-' 
ver,    fet   with    pearls    down-lleeves,    fide-fleeves    and: 
ikirts,   round  underborne  with  3  bluifh  tinfel;    but  for 
a  fine,  qneint,  graceful,  and  excellent  faihion,  yours 
is  worth  ten  on't. 

Hero.  God  give  me -joy  to  wear  it,  for  my  heart  is 
exceeding  heavv- 

Marg.  'Twill   be  heavier  foon  by  the  weight  cf  a 

man.  .^ 

Hd/o.  Fie  upon  tbee,  art  thcu  not  alham'dr. 

Marg.  Of  what,    Lady  ^  of  fpeaking  honotir-abiy  . 

Is  not  marriage  honourabk  ma  beggar  J  is  not  you- 

Lo- 


. 
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Lord  honourable  without  marriage  ?  I  think  you  would 
have  me  fay  (faving  your  reverence)  a  hufbaRd.  If 
bad  thinking  do  not  vvreft  tioie  fpeaking,  I'll  offend 
nobody  ;  is  there  any  harm  in  the  heavier  for  a  huf- 
band?  None,  I  think,  if  it  be  the  right  hufb and,  and 
the  right  wife,  otherwife'tis  light  and  not  heavy,  Afk 
my  Lady  Beatrice  e'fe,  here  fhe  comes. 

SCENE     VIL         Ejiter  Beatrice. 

'Rero.  Good-morrow,  coz. 

"Beat.  Good-morrow,  fx^eet  Hero. 

Yiero.  Why,  how  now?  do  you  fpeak  in  the  fick 
tune? 

Beat.  I  am  out  of  all  other  tune,  mcthinks. 

Isiiirg.  Clap  us  into  Ligl.t  dlove  ;  that  goes  without 
a  burden  ;  do  you  fng  it,  and  VW  dance  it. 

Be.it.  Yes,  Light  6' love  with  your  heels  ;  then  if  your 
hufband  have  ftables  enough,  you'll  look  he  fliall  lack 
no  barns. 

Marg.  O  illegitimate  conftruiflion  !  I  fcorn  that  with 
3Biy  heels. 

Be.it.  ■'Tis  almoft  five  o'clock,  coufm ;  'tis  time 
you  were  ready  :  by  my  troth,  I'm  exceeding  ill  j 
hey,  ho  i 

Marg.  For  a  hawk,  a  horfe,  or  3  hufband  ? 

Beat.  For  the  letter  that  begins  them  all,  H. 

Marg.  "Well,  if  you  be  not  turn'd  Turk,  there's  no 
more  failing  by  the  ftar. 

Beat.  What  means  the  fool,  trow? 

Marg.  Nothing  I,  but  God  fend  ever}"-  one  their 
heart's  defire  ? 

Hero.  Thefe  gloves  the  Count  fent  me ;  they  are 
an  excellent  perfume. 

Beat.  I  am  ftufT'd,  coufin,  I  cannot  fmell. 

Marg.  A  maid,  and  ftufF'd  !  there's  goodly  catching 
of  cold. 

Beat.  O,  God  help  mc,  God  help  me,  how  long 
have  you  profefs'd  apprehenfion  ? 

Marg.  Ever  fincc.you  left  it ;  doth  not  my  wit  be- 
come me  rarely  i 

BeaU 
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Beat.  It  is  not  feen  enough,  you  (hcnld  wear  it  in 
your  cap.     By   my  troth,  I  am  fick. 

Marg.  Getyouibnie  of  this  diftill'd  C7ri««j-  Bene- 
di£fus,  and  lay  it  to  your  heart ,  it  is  the  only  thing 
for  a  quahn. 

Hero.  There  thou  prick'ft  her  with  a  thiftle. 

Beat.  Beftedklus  ?  why,  BenediiJus  F  you  have 
fome  mora!  in  this  Be7JCiUcius. 

Marg.  Moral?  no,  by  my  troth,  I  have  no  moral 
meaning,  I  meant  plain  holy-thiftle.  You  may  think,, 
perchance,  that  1  think  you  are  in  love ;  nay,  birlady, 
I  am  not  fuch  a  fool  to  think  what  I  lift ;  nor  I  lift  no^ 
to  think  what  I  can;  nor  indeed  I  cannot  think,  if  1 
would  think  my  heart  out  with  thinking,  that  you  are 
in  love,  or  that  you  will  he  in  love,  or  that  you  can 
be  in  love.  Yet  Benedick  was  fuch  another,  and  novr 
is  he  become  a  man.  He  Iwore  he  would  never  mar- 
ry ;  and  yet  now,  in  defplght  of  his  heart,  he  cats  his 
meat  without  grudging  :  and  how  you  may  be  convert- 
ed, I  know  not,  but  methinks  you  look  with  your 
eyes  as  other  women  do. 

Beat.  What  pace  is  this  that  thy  tongue  keeps  ? 

Marg.  Not  a  falfe  gallop. 

Enter '\JrC\\\z. 

XJrf.  Madam,  withdraw ;  the  Prince,  the  Count,  Sig- 
nior  Benedick,  Don  John,  and  all  the  gallants  of  the 
town,  are  come  to  fetch  you  to  church. 

Hero.  Help  to  drefs  me,  goodcoz^  good  Meg,  good 
Urfula.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE   "\'III.    Another  apartjnent  hi  Leonato^s  koufe. 
Enter  Leonato,  -with  Dogberry  and  Verges. 

Leon.  What  would  you  with  ire,  honeft  neighbour? 

Dogb.  Marry,  Sir,  I  would  have  fome  confidence 
with  you,   that  decerns  you  nearly. 

Leon.  Brief,  I  pray  you ;  for,  you  fee,  'tis  a  buiy 
time  with  me. 

Dogh.  Marry,  this  it  is.   Sir. 

Vcrg.  Yes,  in  truth  it  is,  Sir. 

Lcofi.  What  is  it,  my  good  friends  ? 
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Doyb.  GoOiJman  Verges,  Sir,  fpeaks  a  little  of  the 
matter;  an  old  man.  Sir,  and  his  wits  are  not  fo  blunt, 
as,  God  help,  I  wou'd  defire  they  were  ;  but,  in  faith, 
as  honeft  as  the  fkin  between  his  brows. 

Kr^.  Yes,  I  thank  God,  I  am  as  honeft  as  any 
man  living,   that  is   an   old  man,  and   no  honefter 

than  I. 

Dogb.  Comparifons  are  odorous ;  ^alabras,  neigh- 
bour Verges. 

Leotu  Neighbours,  you  are  tedious. 
Dogh.  It  pleafes  your  Worfhip  to  fay  fo,  but  we  arc 
the  poor  Duke's   officers ;  but  truly,  fc-r  mine  own 
part,  if  I  were  as  tedious  as  a  King,  1  could  find  in  my 
heart  to  beftow  it  all  of  your  Worlhip. 

Leon.  All  thy  tedioufnefs  on  me,  ha? 
Dogb.  Yea,  and  ^twere  a  thoufand  times  more  than 
Yis,  for  I  hear  as  good  exclamation  on  your  Worfiiip 
as  of  any  man  In  the  city  ;   and  though  1  be  but  a  poor 
man,  1  am  glad  to  hear  it. 

Verg.  And  fo  am  I. 

Leoti.  I  would  fain  know  what  you  have  to  fay. 

Verg.  Marry,  Sir,  our  watch  to-night,  excepting 
your  ^v'oiihip's  prefence,  hath  ta'en  a  couple  of  as  ar- 
rant knaves  as  any  in  MeiTIna. 

Dogb.  A  good  old  man,  Sir ;  he  will  be  talking,  3S 
they  fay ;  w  hen  the  age  is  in,  the  wit  Is  out ;  God 
help  us,  it  is  a  world  to  fee  :  well  fald,  i  faith,  neigh- 
bour Verges,  well,  he's  a  good  man  ;  an  Vro  men. 
ride  an  horfe,  one  nnift  ride  behind;  an  honeft  foul, 
i'faith.  Sir,  bv  my  troth  he  is,  as  ever  broke  bread ; 
but  God  is  to  be  worlhlpp'd ;  all  men  are  not  alike, 
alas,  good  neighbour  ! 

Leo7u  Indeed,  neighbour,  he  comes  too  (hort  of 
you. 

DogB.  Gifts  tliat  God  gives. 

Leo77.  I  rruft  leave  you. 

Dogh.  One  word,  Sir;  our  watch  have,  indeed,  com- 
prehended two  aufpicious  perfcns ;  and  we  would 
have  them  this  morning  examin'd  before  your  Wor- 
fhip. 

Lscjt', 
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Leon.  Take  their  examination  yourfelf)  and  bring 
It  me ;  I  am  now  in  great  hafte,  as  may  appear  unto 
you. 

Dogb.  It  (hall  be  fmffigance. 

Leon.  Drink  fome  wire  ere  you  go  :  fare  you  'well, 
Enter  a  niejfeJigcr. 

Mejf.  My  Lord,  they  flay  for  you  to  give  your 
daughter  to  her  hufband. 

LsoK.  I'll  wait  upon  them.     I  am  ready. 

[Exit  Leon. 

Dogb.  Go,  good  partner,  go  get  you  to  Francis 
Seacole,  bid  him  bring  his  pen  and  inkhorn  to  the 
jail ;  we  are  now  to  examine  tliofe  men. 

Verg.  And  we  muft  do  it  wifely. 

Dogb.  We  will  fpare  for  no  wit,  I  warrant ;  here's 
that  lliall  dilve  forne  of  them  to  a  non  come.  Only 
get  the  learned  writer  to  fet  down  our  excommunica- 
tion, and  meet  me  at  the  jail.  [Exeunt. 

ACT        IV.  SCENE    " ,  L 

A  Church. 

]^nter  Don  Pedro,  Don  John,  Leonato,  Friar  Claudio, 
Benedick,  Hero,   ««.'/ Beatrice. 

Leon.  /"  Ome,  Friar  Francis,  be  brief,  only  to  the 
V>  plain  form  of  marriage,  and  yon  fliall  re- 
count their  particular  duties  afteru'ards. 

Friar.  You  come  hither,  my  Lord,  to  marry  this 
lady? 

Claud.  No. 

Leojt.  To  be  marry'd  to  her.  Friar ;  you  come  to 
marry  her. 

Fri.ir.  L?.dy,  you  come  hither  to  be  marrj-'d  to  this 
Count  ? 

Hero.  I  do. 

Friar.  If  either  of  you  know  any  inward  impedj- 
ment  why  you  (hould  not  be  conjoln'd,  I  charge  you 
on  your  fouls  to  utter  it. 

Claud.  Know  you  any,  Hero  ? 

Hero,  None,  my  Lord. 

Friuf, 
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Friar.  Know  you  any,  Count  ? 

Leon.  I  dare  make  his  anllver,  None. 

Cl.md.  O  what  men  dare  do  !  what  men  may  do  ! 
what  men  daily  do  !  not  knowing  what  they  do  ! 

Be7ie.  How  now  !    interjedtions  ?   why,  then  /bme 
be  of  laughing,  as  Ha,  ha,  he  ! 

Claud.  Stand  thee  by,  Friar.     Father,  by  your  leave. 
Will  you  with  free  and  unconftrained  foul 
Give  me  this  maid,  ^'^our  daughter  ? 

Leon.  As  freely,  fon,  as  God  did  give  her  me. 

Claud.  And  what  have  I  to  give  you  backj  whofc 
worth 
May  counterpoife  this  rich  and  precious  gift? 

Pedro.  Nothing,  unlefs  you  render  her  again. 

Claud.  Sweet  Prince,  you  learn  me  noble  thankful- 
There,  Leonato,   take  her  back  again  ;  [nefs  ; 
Give  not  this  rotten  orange  to  your  friend. 
She's  but  the  fign  and  femblance  of  her  honour; 
Behold^  how  like  a  maid  fhe  bluPnes  here  ! 
O,  what  authority  and  (hew  of  truth 
Can  cunning  fm  cover  itfelf  withal? 
Comes  not  that  blood,  as  modcft  evidence. 
To  witnefs  fimple  virtue?  would  you  not  Ivvear; 
All  you  that  fee  her,  that  fhe  were  a  maid. 
By  thele  exterior  fhews  ?  But  (he  is  none  : 
She  knows  the  heat  of  a  hixurious  bed; 
Her  blu(h  is  guiltinefs,  not  modef^y. 

Leon.  "What  do  you  mean,  my  Lord? 

CL.ui.  Not  to  be  marry'd, 
Not  knit  my  foul  to  an  approved  wanton. 

Leon.  Dear  my  Lord,  if  you  in  your  own  approof  ,' 
Have  vanqui(h'd  the  refif^ance  of  her  youth. 
And  made  defeat  of  her  virginity- 

Ckud.   I  know  what  you   would  fay  :    if  I  have 
known  her. 
You'll  fay  (he  did  embrace  me  as  a  hufoand. 
And  fo  extenuate  the  forehand  fin. 
No,  Leonato, 

I  never  tempted  her  with  word  too  large ; 
But,  as  a  brother  to  his  filter,  (hewM 

Vol.  11.  £  BaihAil. 
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Balhful  fincerity,  and  comely  love. 

Hero.  And  fceniM  I  ever  otherwife  to  you  ? 

Cl.:ud.  Out  on  thy  feeming  !  I  will  rate  againil  k; 
You  feem  to  me  as  Dian  in  her  orb. 
As  chafte  as  is  the  bud  ere  it  be  blown  : 
But  you  are  more  intemperate  in  your  blood 
Than  Venus,  or  thofe  pamper'd  animals 
That  rage  in  favage  fenfuality. 

Hero.  Is  my  Lord  well,  that  he  doth  /peak  fo  wide  ? 

Leon.  Sweet  Prince,  why  fpeak,  not  you  ? 

TeJro.  What  (liould  I  fpeak  =! 
I  ftand  difhonourM,  that  have  gone  about 
To  link  my  dear  friend  to  a  common  flale- 

Leon.  Are  thefe  things   fpoken,  or  do  I  but  dream  ? 

John.  Sir,  they  are  fpoken,  and  thefe  things   are 
true. 

Bene.  This  looks  not  like  a  nuptial. 

Hero.  True  !  O  God  ! 

Cldzil  Leonato,  ftand  I  here  ? 
Is  this  the  Prince  ?  is  this  the  Prince's  brother  ? 
Is  this  face  Hero's?   are  our  eyes  our  own  ? 

Leon.  All  this  is  Co  ;  but  what  of  this,  my  Lord  ? 

Cl.iud.  Let  me  but  move  one  queftion  to  your  daugh- 
And,  by  that  fatherly  and  kindly  power  ^  [ter, 

That  you  have  in  her,  bid  her  anfwcr  tru^y. 

Leon.  I  charge  thee  do  fo,  as  thou  art  my  child. 

Hero.  O  God  defend  me,  how  am  I  befet ! 
What  kind  of  cat^chifng  call  you  this  ? 

Claud.  To  mnke  you  anfwer  truly  to  your  name. 

Hero.  Is  it  not  Hero  ?  who  can  blot  that  name 
With  any  juft  reproach? 

Cltuil  Marry,  that  can  Hero  ;     ^ 
Hero  herfelf  can  blot  our  Hero's  virtue. 
What  man  was  he  talk'd  with  you  yefternight. 
Out  at  yiHir  window,  betwixt  twelve  and  one  . 
Now,  If  yoH  are  a  maid,  anfwer  to  this. 

Hero.  I  talk'd  with  no  man  at  that  hour,  my  Lor 
Pedro.  Why,  then  you  are  no  maiden.     Leonato, 
1  am  forry  /)U  muft  hear ;  upon  mine  honour, 
i\Ijfelf,  my  brother,  and  this  grieved  Count  1 
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Did  fee  her,  hear  her,  at  that  hour  laft  night, 
Talk,  with  a  ruffian  at  her  chamber-window  ; 
"Who  bath  indeed,  like  an  iiliberal  villain, 
Confefs'd  the  viie  encounters  they  have  had 
A  thoufand  times  in  fecret. 

Johfi.  Fie,  fie,  they  are  not  to  be  nam'd,  my  Lord, 
Not  to  be  fpoken  of; 
There  is  not  chaftity  enough  in  language, 
Without  ortence,  to  utter  them  :  thus,  pretty  Lady, 
I  am  forry  for  thy  much  miigovernment. 

CbuJ.  O  Hero  !  what  a  Hero  hadft  thou  been. 
If  halt  thy  outward  graces  had  been  plac'd 
About  the  thoughts  and  counfels  cf  thy  heart? 
But  fare  thee  well,  moft  fou!,  mofl  fair  !   farewei 
Thou  pure  impiety,  and  impious  purity  ! 
For  thee  FU  lock  up  all  the  gates  of  love, 
And  on  my  eye-lids  (hall  conjecture  hang, 
To  turn  all  beauty  into  thoughts  of  harm ; 
And  never  (hall  it  more  be  gracious. 

Leo/i.  Hath  no  man's  dagger  here  a  point  for  me? 

[Hero  fwoofT^s, 

Beat.  Why,  how  now,  coufin  ?  wherefore  fmk  you- 
down? 

John.  Come,  let  us  go  ;  thefe  things  come  thus  ta 
Smother  her  fpirits  up.  [lights, 

lExfunt  Don  Pedro,  Dof7  John  afzd  Claud. 
SCENE       II. 

Bene.  ■  How  doth  the  lady  ? 

Beat.  Dead,  I  think;  help,  uncle. 
Hero !  why,  Hero  !  uncle  !   Signior  Benedick  !  Friar  I 

Leon.  O  fate  !  take  not  away  thy  heavy  hand; 
Death  is  the  faireft  cover  for  her  fhame, 
That  may  be  wlfli'd  for. 

Beat.  How  now,  coufin  Hero  ? 

Friar.  Have  comfort.  Lady. 

Leon.  Doft  thou  look  up  ? 

Friar.  Yea,  wherefore  ftiould  file  not  ? 

Leon.  Wherefore?    why,  doth    not  eveiy   earthly 
Cry  fiiame  upon  her,  could  fhe  here  deny  [thing 

The  ftory  that  is  printed  in  her  blood  ? 

E  2  P«- 
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Do  not  live,  Kero,  do  not  ope  thine  eyes : 
For  did  I  think  thou  wouldft  not  quickly  die. 
Thought  1  thy  fpirits  were  Hronger  than  thy  fliamcs, 
?.'Iyfcif  would  on  the  rereward  of  reproaches 
Strike  at  thy  life.    GricvM  1 1  had  but  one? 
Chid  I  for  that  at  frugal  nature's  Yraine  ? 
IVe  one  too  much  by  thee.     Why  had  I  one  ? 
Why  ever  wafl  thou  lovely  in  my  eyes  I 
Why  had  I  not,  with  charitable  hand. 
Took  up  a  beggar's  illue  at  my  gates  ? 
Who  fmeered  thus,  and  mir'd  with  infamy, 
I  might  have  faid,  no  part  of  it  is  mine  ; 
This  (hame  derives  itfe.'f  from  unknown  loins. 
Eut  mine,   as  mine  I  lov'd,  as  mine  I  prais'd. 
As  mine  tliat  I  was  proud  on,  mine  fo  much. 
That  I  myfelf  was  to  myfelf  not  mine. 

Valuing  of  her ;  why,  fhe, O,  fhe  is  fali'n 

Into  a  pit  of  ink,   that  the  wide  fea 
Hath  drops  too  few  to  wafh  htr  clean  again  ; 
And  {hit  too  little,  which  may  feafon  give 
To  her  foul  tainted  flefli ! 

Be/If.  Sir,  Sir,  be  pstlent ; 
For  my  part,   I  am  Co  attir'd  in  wonder, 
I  know  not  what  to  fsy. 

Beji.  O,   on  my  foul,  my  confm  is  belj^'A 

Ber/e.  Ladv,  were  you  her  bedfellow  'aft  night? 

Beat.  No,  truly,   not;  a'though  until  laft  night? 
I  have  this  twelve;-nonth  been  her  bedfellow. 

Leo;/.  Confirm'd,    coiifirni'd  1    O,    that  is   ftrongeri 
WTiich  was  before  barr'd  up  with  ribs  of  iron,     [made. 
Would  the  two  princes  iie  ?  and  Claudio  lie. 
Who  lov'd  lier  fo,  that  fpeaking  of  her  foulnefs, 
W'afh'd  it  with  tears  ?  Hence  from  her,  let  her  die. 

Friar.  Hear  me  a  litt'e, 
For  I  have  only  been  filent  fo  long, 
And  given  way  unto  this  courfc  of  fortune. 
By  not'ng  of  the  lady.     I  have  mark'd  «• 

A  thoufand  blulhing  apparitions 
To  ftart  into  her  face  ;  a  thoufand  innocent  (liames 
In  angel-whitenefs  bear  away  thofe  blulhes.; 
:      ""  Ani 
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Ani  in  her  eye  there  hath  appeared  a  fire. 
To  burn  the  errors  that  thel'e  princes  hold 
Againft  her  maiden  truth.     Call  me  a  fool, 
Truft  not  my  reading,  nor  my  obfervations. 
Which  with  experimental  feal  do  warrant 
The  tenor  of  my  book;  truft  not  my  age. 
My  reverence,  calling,  nor  divinity, 
If  this  fvveet  lady  lie  not  guiltlefs  here 
Under  fome  biting  error. 

Leon.  Friar,  it  cannot  be.  v 

Thou  feeft  that  all  the  grace  that  fhe  hath  left. 
Is,  that  (he  will  not  add  to  her  damnation 
A  fin  of  perjury;   fne  not  denies  it : 
Why  feek'It  thou  then  to  cover  with  excufc 
That  which  appears  in  proper  nakednefs  \ 

Friar.  Lady,  what  man  is  he  you  are  accusM  of? 

Hero.  They  know  that  do  accufe  me  ;  I  know  nones  ■ 
If  I  know  more  of  any  man  alive, 
Than  that  which  maiden  modefty  doth  warrant. 
Let  all  my  fins  lack  mercy  1  O  my  father. 
Prove  you  tliat  any  man  with  me  conversed 
At  hours  unmeet,  or  that  I  yefternight 
Malntain'd  die  change  of  words  with  any  creature, 
Refufe  me,  hate  me,  torture  me  to  death. 

Friir.  There  is  fome  ftrange  mifprifion  In  the  prin- 
ces. 

Bene.  Two  of  them,  have  the  very  bent  of  honour,  . 
And  if  their  wifdoms  be  mificd  in  this, 
The  praifrice  of  it  lives  in  John  the  baftard, 
Whofe  Ipirits  toil  in  frame  of  villanies. 

Leon.  I  know  not :  if  they  (peak  but  truth  of  her,  . 
Thefe  hands  fhall  tear  her  ;  if  the}'-  wrong  her  honour/  , 
The  proudeft  of  them  (hall  well  hear  of  it. 
Time  hath  not  yet  fo  dried  this  blood  of  mine. 
Nor  age  fo  eat  up  my  invention, 
Nor  fortune  made  fv.ch  havock  of  my  means. 
Nor  my  bad  life  reft  me  fo  much  of  friends, 
But  they  (hall  find  awakM,  in  fuch  a  kind , 
Both  ftrength  of  limb,  and  policy  of  mind, 

E.  3  _  Abill  y , 
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Ability  in  means,  and  choice  of  friends. 

To  quite  me  of  them  thorouglily. 
Friar,  Paufe  a  while. 

And  let  my  counfel  fway  you  in  this  cafe. 

Your  daughter  here  the  princes  left  for  dead; 

Let  her  a  wh'le  be  fecretly  kept  in, 

And  publilh  it  that  Ihe  is  dead  indeed  : 

Maintain  a  mourning  oftentation. 

And  on  j^our  family's  old  monument 

Hang  mournful  epitaphs,  and  do  all  rites 

That  appertain  unto  a  burial. 

Lco'/i.  What  fhali  become  of  this  ?  what  will  this  do  J 
Friar.  Marry,  this,  well  carry'd,  (hall  on  her  behalf 

Change  flander  to  remorfe ;  that  is  fome  good  : 

But  not  for  that  dream  I  on  this  ftrange  courfe, 

But  on  tkiis  travel  look  for  greater  birth, 

.^he  dying,  as  it  mufl  be  fo  maintain^, 

Upon  :}ie  inftant  that  ibe  was  accus'd 

Shall  be  lamented,  pity'd,  and  excus'd. 

Of  every  hearer;  for  it  fo  falls  out, 

That  v.hat  we  have  we  prize  not  to  the  worth. 

Whiles  we  enjoy  it ;   but  being  lackM  and  loft. 

Why,  then  we  rack  the  value;  then  we  find 

The  virtue  that  pofTelTion  would  not  fhew  us 

Whilft  it  was  ours.     So  will  it  fare  with  C'audio. 

When  he  fhall  hear  fhe  d.y'6.  upon  his  words, 

Tb/  idea  of  her  life  fhall  fweetly  creep 

Into  his  ftudy  of  imagination, 

And  every  lovely  organ  of  her  life 

Shall  come  apparell'd  in  more  precious  habit; 

More  moving,  delicate,  and  full  of  life, 

Into  the  eye  and  profpc^l  of  his  foul. 

Than  when  Ihe  liv'd  indeed.     Then  (hall  he  mourn; 

If  ever  love  had  intereft  in  his  liver. 

And  wifh  he  had  not  fo  accufcd  her ; 

No,  though  he  thought  his  accufation  true. 

I.tt  this  be  fo,  and  doubt  not  but  fuccefs 

Will  falhion  the  event  in  better  fliape 

Than  I  can  lay  it  down  in  Ukelihood. 

5ut  if  all  aim  but  tlfis  be  levell'd  falfe^ 

Tht 
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The  fuppofition  of  the  lady's  death 

Will  quench  the  wonder  of  her  infamy. 

And,  if  it  fort  not  well,  you  may  conceal  her, 

As  beft  befits  her  wounded  reputation, 

In  fome  reclufive  and  religious  life. 

Out  of  all  eyes,  tongues,  minds,  and  injuries. 

Bene.  Signior  Leonato,  let  the  Friar  advife  you. 
And  though,  you  know,  my  inwardnefs  and  love 
Is  veiy  much  unto  the  Prince  and  Claudio ; 
Yet,  by  mine  honour,   I  will  deal  in  this- 
As  fecretly  and  juftly  as  your  foul. 
Should  with  yo-av  body. 

Leoiu  Being  that  I  flow  in  griefj 
The  fmalleft  twine  may  lead  me. 

Friar.  ■'Tis  well  confented,  prefently  awny ; 

For  to  ftrange  fores,  flrangely  they  ftrain  the  cur«. 
Come,  Lady,  die  to  live ;  this  wedding-day 

Perhaps  is  but  prolongM  :  have  patience,  and  en- 
dure. \Exsztni 
SCENE     in.  _   Ma?ie?7t  Benedick  afzd  Beatrice.  . 

Bene.  Lady  Beatrice,  have  you  wept  all  this  while  ? 

Beat.  Yea,  and  I  will  weep  a  while  longer. 

Bc72e.  I  will  not  def;rc  that. 

Beat.  You  have  no  reafon,  I  do  it  freely. 

Bene.  Surely  I  do  believe  yourfair  coufm  is  wrong'd. 

Beat.  Ah,  how  much  miight  the  man  deferve  of  me, 
that  would  right  her  ! 

Bene.  Is  ther^  any  way  to  fliew  fuch  friendlhip  ? 

Beat.  A  very  even  way,  but  no  fuch  friend. 

Be?te.  May  a  man  do  it? 

Beat.  It  is  a  man's  office,  but  not  your's. 

Bette.  I  do  love  nothing  in  the  world  fo  well  as  you; 
is  not  that  flrange  ? 

Beat.  As  flrange  as  the  thing  I  know  not.  It  were 
as  poflihle  for  me  to  fay,  I  lov'd  nothing  fo  well  as 
you;  but  believe  me  not,  and  yet  I  lie  not;  I  con- 
ftfs  nothing,  nor  I  deny  nothing.  I  am  lorry  for  my 
coufm. 

Bejie.  By  my  f\vord,  Beatrice,  thou  lov'fl  me.. 

Beat.  Do  not  fwear  by  it,  and  eat.it. 

Bene, 
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Bene.  I  will  fwear   by  It,   that  yoii  love  me ;  and! 
vill  make  him  eat  it  that  fays  I  love  not  you. 
Beat.  Will  you  not  eat  your  word  ? 
Be/je.  With  no  fauce  that  can  be   devis'd  to  it ;  I 
proteft  I  love  thee. 

Beat.  Why  then,  God  forgive  me. 
Befze.  What  offence,   fu  eet  Beatrice  ? 
Beat.  You  have  flayM  me  in   a  happy  hour;   I  was 
about  to  proteil:  I  lov'd  you. 

Bene.  And  do  it  with  all  thy  heart. 
Beat.  I  love  you  with  fo  much  of  my  heart,  that 
none  is  left  to  proteft. 

Bene.  Come,  bid  me  do  any  thing  for  thee. 
Beat.  Kill  Claudio. 
Bene.  Ha  !  not  for  the  wide  world- 
Beat.  You  kill  me  to  deny ;  farewel. 
Befie.  Tarry,  fu  eet  Beatrice. 

Beat.  I  am  gone,  tho'' I  am  here  ;  there  Is  .10  love 
in  you  ;   nay,  1  pray  you,  let  me  go. 
Befte.  Beatrice,—— 
Beat.  In  faith,  I  will  go. 
Bene.  We'll  be  friends  firft. 

Beat.  You  dare  eafier  be  friends  with  me,  than  fight 
witli  mine  enemy. 

Bene.  Is  Claudio  thine  enemy  ? 

Beat.  Is  he  not  approved  in  the  height  a  villain,  that 
hath  flander'd,  fcorn'd,  difhonour'd  my  kinfwoman  ! 
O  that  1  were  a  man  !  What !  beatJier  in  hand  until 
they  come  to  take  hands,  and  then,  with  public  accu- 

fation,  uncover'd   (lander,  unmitigated  rancour O 

God,   that  I  were  a  nian  !  1  would  eat  his  heart  in  the 
market-place. 

Bene.  Hear  me,   Beatrice. 

Beat.  Talk  v;itli  a  man  out  at  a  window  !— a  proper 
faying  ! 

Bene.  Nay,  but  Beatrice. 

Beat.  Sweet  Hero  !  Ihe  is  wrong'd,  Ihe  Is  flander'd, 
(he  is  undone. 
Bene    Beat.— — 

Bifat.  Princes  and  Counts !  fiirely,  a  princely  tefli- 

mony,- 
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mony,  a  goodly  eount-comfe£l,  a  fweet  gallant,  fure- 
iy  !  O  that  I  were  a  man  for  his  fake  !  or  that  I  had 
any  friend  would  be  a  man  for  my  fake  !  But  manhood 
is  me'tedinto  courtefies,  valour  into  conpliment,  and 
men  are  only  turn'd  into  tongue,  and  trim  ones  too. 
He  is  now  as  valiant  as  Hercules,  that  only  tells  a  'ie, 
and  fwears  it.  I  cannot  be  a  man  with  wifliing,  there- 
fore I  will  die  a  woman  with  grieving. 
Bene.  Tarry,  good  Beatrice  ;   by  this   hand  I  love 

thee. 

Beat.  Ufe  it  for  my  love  fome  other  way  than  Iw  ear- 
ing by  it. . 

Bcue.  Think  you  in  your  foul  the  Count  Claudio 
hatli  wrong'd  Hero  i 

Beat.  Yea,  as  fl:re  as  I  have  a  thought  or  a  foul. 

Bene.  Enough  ;  I  am  engag'd  ;  I  will  cb  alienge  him, 
I  will  kifs  your  hand,  and  fo  leave  you  ;  by  this  hand, 
Claudio  fha'i  rcr.der  me  a  dear  arcourt;  as  you  hear 
of  mc,  fo  think  of  me ;  go  coirfort  your  coufm  :  I 
rnufi:  fay  ^iit  is  dead  ;  and  fo  farewel.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     IV.        C'-hwg-^s  to  apr/fon. 
Enter  Dogberry,    Verges,    Borachlo,    Cocrade,    thi 
Town-Clerk  and  Sexton  in  goiims. 

To.  CI  Is  our  whole  dilTer-bly  appeared? 

Dogb.  O,  a  floo'  and  a  culh'on  for  the  oexton  '. 

Sexton.  Which  be  the  malefactors? 

Verg.  Marry,  that  am  I  and  my  partner. 

Do^b.  Nay,  that's  certain,  we  have  the  exhibition  to 
examine. 

Sexton.  But  which  are  the  offenders  that  are  to  be  ex- 
amined ?  let  them  come  before  Mailer  Conftable. 

To.  CI-  Yea,  m/arry,  let  them  com.e  before  me.  What 
is  your  name,  friend? 

Bora,    dorachio. 

To.  CI.  Pray,  writedown,  Borachio.  Y'our's,  firrah? 

Cojtr.  I  am  a  gentleman.  Sir,  and  my  name  is  Con- 
tade. 

To.  CI  Write  down,  Mafter  Gentleman  Conrade.  Ma- 
ilers, do  you  ferve  God  ? 

Both.  Yea,  Sir,  we  hope. 

*  TQ.CU 
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To.  CI.  Write  down,  that  they  hope  they  ferve  God; 
and  write  God  firft,  for  God  defend,  bvn  God  flionld 
go  before  fuch  villains Mafters,  it  is  proved  al- 
ready, that  you  are  little  better  than  falfe  knaves, 
and  it  will  go  near  to  be  thought  fo  (hortly ,  how  an- 
Twer  you  for  yourfelvcs  ? 

Conr.  Marry,  Sirs,  we  fay  we  are  none. 

To.  CI.  A  marvellons  witty  fellow,  I  afTurc  yon,  but 
I  will  go  about  with  him.  Come  you  hltlier,  firrah, 
a  word  in  your  ear,  Sir;  I  fay  to  you,  it  is  thought 
you  are  both  falfe  knaves. 

Bora,  Sir,  I  fay  to  you,  We  are  none- 

To.  CI.  Well,  ftsnd  afide;  'Fore  God,  they  arc 
both  in  a  tale;  have  you   writ  down,  that  they  arc 


none? 


Si'xton.  Mafter  Town-C'erk,  you  go  not  the  way  to 
examine,  you  mufl  call  the  watch  that  are  their  ac- 
cufers. 

To.  CI.  Yea,  marry,  that's  the  deftefi:  way ;  let  the 
watch  come  forth.  Mafters,  1  charge  you  in  the  Prince's 
name  accufe  thefe  men. 

E'/itcr  TVufch^en. 

T  Watch.  This  ma.:  fald,  Sir,  that  Don  John  th^ 
Prince's  brother  was  a  villain. 

To.  CI.  Write  down,  Prince  John  a  villain  ;  why  t\ 
is  flat  perjury,  to  call  a  Prince's  brother  villain. 

Bora,  jv  (after  Town-Clerk ■ 

To.  CI.  Pray  thee,  fellow,  peace ;  I  do  not  like  thyl 
look,  I  promife  thee. 

Sexton.  What  heard  you  him  fay  elfc  ? 

2  Watch.  Marry,  that  he  had  receiv'd  'a  thoufan^ 
ducats  of  Don  John,  for  accufing  the  Lady  Herd 
wrongfully. 

To.  Cl.  Flat  burglary,  as  ever  was  committed. 

Dogb.  Yea,  by  th'  mafs,  that  it  is. 

Sexton.  Whatelfe,  fellow? 

I   Watch.  And  that  Count  Claudio  did  mean,  upoj 
his  words,  to  difgrace  Hero  before  the  whole  aflembij 
and  not  marry  her. 

To.  Cl.  O  villain !  thou  wilt  be  condemn'd  Into 
evcrlifting  redemption  for  this. 

$!XtQn% 
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Sexton.  What  elfe  ? 

2  ?^a/fZ'.  This  is  all. 

Sexton.  And  this  is  more,  Mafters,  than  yon  can 
deny.  Prince  John  is  this  morning  fecretly  ftol'n 
away :  Hero  was  in  this  manner  accusM,  and  in  this 
very  manner  refus'd,  and  upon  the  grief  of  this  fud- 
denly  dy'd.  Mailer  Conflable,  let  thefe  men  be  bound, 
and  brought  to  Leonato ;  I  will  go  before,  and  ftievy 
him  their  examination 

Dogb.  Come,  let  them  be  opinion^. 

Sexton.  Let  them  be  in  hand.  '[Exif. 

Conr.  Off,  Coxcomb  ! 

Dogh.  God's  my  life,  where's  the  Sexton  ?  let  him 
write  down  the  Princess  officer  Coxcomb.  Come,  bind 
them,  thou  naughty  varlet 

Conr.  Away  !   you  are  an  afs,  you  are  an  afs.— 

Dogh.  Dofl  thou  not  fufpei^  my  p!ace  ?  doft  thou 
not  fufpecl  my  years  ?  O,  that  he  were  here  to  write 
n^e  down  an  afs  !  but,  Mafters,  remember,  that  I  am 
an  afs  ;  though  it  be  not  written  down,  yet  forget  not 
that  I  am  an  afs.  No,  thou  villain,  thou  art  full  of 
piety,  as  fhaU  be  prov'd  upon  thee  by  good  witnefs. 
I  am  a  wife  fellow,  and  which  is  more,  an  officer;  and 
which  is  more,  an  houfholder  ;  and  which  is  more,  as 
pretty  a  piece  of  flcfli  as  any  in  MeiTina,  and  one  that 
knows  the  'aw;  go  to,  and  a  r:ch  fellow  enough;  go 
to,  and  a  fellow  that  hath  had  loffes  ,  and  one  that 
hath  two  gowns,  and  every  thing  handfome  about  him. 
Bring  him  away ;  O  that  I  had  been  writ  down  an 
afs! ExeunU 

ACT        V.  SCENE      I. 

Before  htonatds  houfe. 

Enter  Leonato  and  Antonio. 

Ant.   TF  you  %o  on  thus,  you  will  kill  yourfelf; 
-I     And  'tis  not  wlfdoni  thus  to  fecond  grief 
Aga-.nft  yourfelf,  ^ 

l-cor..  I  pray  thee,  ceafe  thy  counfcl, 

WhicV. 
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Which  falls  into  mine  ears  as  profitlefs 

As  water  in  a  fieve ;    give  not  me  counfcl, 

Nor  let  no  comforter  delight  mine  ear. 

But  fuch  a  one  whofe  wrongs  do  fuit  with  mine. 

Bring  me  a  father,  that  fo  lov'd  his  child, 

Whofe  joy  of  her  is  ovei-whelm'd  like  rninc. 

And  bid  him  {peak  of  patience  ; 

Meafure  his  woe  the  length  and  breadth  of  mine. 

And  let  it  anfwer  every  ftrain  for  ftraln  : 

As  thus  for  thus,  and  fjch  a  grief  for  fuch, 

In  every  lineament,  branch,  fliape,   and  form. 

If  fuch  a  one  wiU  fmile,  and  ftroke  his  beard, 

And  forrow  wave ;  cry,  Hem!   when  he  (hould  grone; 

Patch  grief  with  proverbs  ;   make  misfor^Jne  drunk 

With  candle  wafrers  ;  bring  him  yet  to  me. 

And  I  of  him  will  gather  patience. 

But  there  is  no  fuch  man  ;  for,   brother,  men 

Can  counfel,  and  give  comfort  to  that  grief 

Which  they  themfelves  not  feel ;   but  tafling  it. 

Their  counfel  turns  to  pafTion,  which  before 

Would  give  preceptial  medicine  to  rage  ; 

Fetter  fironge  madnefs  in  a  filkcn  thread ; 

Charm  ach  with  air,  and  agony  with  words. 

No,  no  ;  'tis  all  mens  office  to  fpeak  patience 

To  thofe  that  wring  under  the  load  of  forrow  ; 

But  no  man's  virtue,  nor  fiifficienc}^ 

To  be  fo  m.oral,  when  he  fhall  endure 

The  like  himfelf :  therefore  give  m.e  no  counfel ; 

My  griefs  cry  louder  than  advertifement. 

^/it.  Therein  do  men  from  children  nothing  differ. 

Leof!.  I  pray  thee,  peace  ;  I  will  be  flefli  and  bloodj 

For  there  was  never  yet  philofopher. 
That  could  endure  the  tooth-ach  patiently; 
However  they  have  writ  the  ftyle  of  gods. 
And  made  a  piih  at  cfeance  and  fufferance. 

Ant.  Yet  bend  not  all  the  harm  upon  yourfelf : 
Make  thofe  that  do  offend  you,  fuffer  too. 

Li'0?2    There  thou  fpeak'ft  reafon ;   nay,  I  will  do  Co' 
My  foul  doth  tell  m.e.  Hero  is  bely'd ; 
And  that  fliall  ClaudioTcnow,  fu  fliall  the  Prince; 

And  I 
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And  all  of  them  that  thus  diftionour  her. 
S  C  E  N  E     II.    Enter-  Don  Pedro,  ani  Claudlo. 
Ant.  Here  comes  the  Prince  and  Ciaudio  halUly. 
Pedn.  Good  den,  good  den. 
Claud,  Good  day  to  both  of  you. 
Leofu  Hear  you,  my  Lords  ? 
Pedro.  We  have  fome  hafte,  Leonato. 
Leon.  Some  hafte,  my  Lord  !  well,  fare  you  wcil, 
my  Lord. 
Are  you  fo  hafty  now  ?  well,  all  is  one. 
Pedre.  Nay,  do  not  quarrel  with  us,  good  old  man« 
Ant.  If  he  could  right  himfeif  with  cLuarrelling, 
Some  of  us  would  lie  low. 
CLittd.  Who  wrongs  him  ? 

Lf<?7;.  Marry,  thou  daft  wrong  me,  thou  dlfTembler^ 
thou ! 
Nay,  never  lay  thy  hand  upon  thy  fword, 
I  fear  thee  not. 

Claud.  Marry,  befhrew  my  hand. 
If  it  (hould  give  your  age  (uch  caufe  of  fear; 
In  faith,  my  hand  meant  nothing  to  my  f\vord. 

Leon.  T\\?a,  tu(h,  man,   never  fleer  and  j eft  at  mc. 
I  fpeak  not  like  a  dotard,  nor  a  fool ; 
As,  under  privilege  of  age,  to  brag 
W hat  I  have  done  being  young,  or  what  would  Aoi 
Were  I  not  old.     Know,  Ciaudio,  to  thy  head. 
Thou  haft  fo  wrong'd  my  innocent  child  and  mc. 
That  I  am  forcM  to  lay  my  reverence  by  ; 
And,  with  grey  hairs,  and  bruife  of  many  days. 
Do  challenge  thee  to  trial  of  a  m.an : 
I  fay,  thou  haft  belyM  m^ine  innocent  child. 
Thy  flander  hath  gone  through  and  through  her  heart; 
And  (he  lies  buried  with  her  anceftors, 
0,  in  a  tomb  where  never  fcandal  flept, 
Save  this  of  her's,  framed  by  thy  villany  ! 
Claud.  My  villany  ? 
J^ion.  Thine,  Ciaudio ;  thine,  I  fay. 
Pedro.  You  fay  not  right,  old  man. 
Leon.  My  Lord,  my  Lord. 

VOL.U,  ^       iR  J>g 
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rii  prove  it  on  his  body,  if  he  dare  ; 
Defpight  his  nice  fence  and  his  aftive  pra£tice, 
liis  May  of  youth,    and  bloom  of  luftyhood. 

Claud.  Away,  I  will  not  have  to  do  with  you. 

heon.  Can'ft  thou  fo  doffe  me  ?    thou  haft  kilPd  my 
child; 
If  thou  kilFft  me,  boy,  thou  flialt  kill  a  man. 

j4nt.  He  fliall  kill  two  of  us,  and  men  indeed  ; 
But  that's  no  matter,  let  him  kill  one  firft; 
Win  m.e  and  wear  n  e,   let  him  anfvver  me ; 
Come,  follow  me,  boy;  come,  bo);-,  follow  me; 
Sir  boy,  I'll  whip  you  from  yoi^r  foining  fence  ; 
-Nay,  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  I  will. 

Le072.  Brother,' 

^nt.  Content  yourfelf ;    God  knows,    I  lovM  my 
niece ; 
And  fhe  is  dead,  flander'd  to  death  by  villains, 
That  dare  as  well  anfwer  a  man,  indeed, 
As  I  dare  take  a  fcrpent  by  the  tongue. 
Boys,  apes,  braggarts,  jacks,  milkfops  ! 

Leon.  Brother  Anthony — — - 

Afit.  Hold  you  content ;  what,  man  \  I  know  them, 
yea, 
And  what  they  weigh>  even  to  the  utmoft  fcruple  : 
Scambling,  out-facing,  fafhion-mongring  boys. 
That  lie,  and  cog,  and  flout,  deprave,  and  flander, 
Go  anticly,  and  fhow  an  outward  hideoufncfs, 
And  fpeak  off  half  a  dozen  dangerous  words. 
How  they  might  hurt  their  enemies,  if  they  durft; 
And  this  is  all. 

Leon.  But,  brother  Anthony,—— 

J4nt.  Come,  'tis  no  matter ; 
Do  not  you  meddle,  let  me  deal  in  this. 

Pedro.  Gentlemen  both,   we  uill  not  wrack  your 
patience. 
My  heart  is  forry  for  your  daughter's  death ; 
But,  on  my  honour,  fhe  was  charg'd  with  nothing 
^utwhat  was  true,  and  very  full  of  proof. 

Ledn.  My  Lord,  my  Lord— — 

TeJro,  I  will  not  hear  you. 

■Lei>fi' 
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Leon.  No  !  come,  brother,  away,   I  will  be  heard. 

^nt.  And  lliall,  or  fbmc  of  us  will  Imart  for  it 

[Exezwt  ambo, 
SCENE     III.        Ejtter  Benedick. 

Tedro,  See,  fee,  here  comes  the  man  we  went  to 
feck. 

CUud.  Now,  Signior,  what  news  ? 

'Bene.  Good  day,  my  Lord. 

iedro.  Welcome,  Signior ;  you  are  almoft  come  to 
part  almoft  a  fray. 

Claud.  We  had  like  to  have  had  our  two  nofes  fnapt- 
ofFwith  two  old  men  without  teeth. 

Pedro.  Leonato  and  his  brother;  what  think^fl  thou? 
had  we  fought,  I  doubt  we  Ihould  have  been  too  young 
for  them. 

Bene.  In  a  falfe  quarrel  there  Is  no  true  valour  :  I 
came  to  feek  you  both. 

Claud. ^  We  have  been  up  and  down  to  feek  thee;  for 
wc  are  high-proof  melancholy,  and  would  fain  have  it 
beaten  away.     Wilt  thou  ufe  thy  wit  ? 

Bene.  It  is  in  my  fcabbard  ;   (hall  I  draw  it  ? 

Pedro.  Doft  thou  wear  thy  wit  by  thy  fide  \ 

Clvui,  Never  any  did  fo,  though  very  many  have 
been  befide  their  wit.  I  will  bid  thee  draw,  as  we  do 
the  minftrcls  ;  draw,  to  plcafure  us. 

Pedro.  As  I  am  an  honeft  man,  he  looks  pale  :  art 
thou  fick  or  angry  ? 

Claud.  What!  courage,  man:  what  though  care 
kdPd  a  cat,  thou  haft  mettle  enough  in  thee  to  kill^ 
care. 

Bene.  Sir,  I  (hall  meet  your  wit  in  the  career,  if  you 

charge  it  againft  me ^I  pray  you  chufe  another  (ub  ■ 

je£t. 

Claud.  Nay,  then  give  him  another  ftaff;  this  laft 
was  broke  crofs. 

P^^r^.  By  this  light,  he  changes  more  and  more, 
thmk  he  be  angry  indeed. 

Claud.  If  he  be,  he  knows  how  to  turn  his  girdle. 

Bene.  Shall  I  fpeak  a  word  in  your  ear  ? 

Claud,  God  blefs  me  from  a  challenge  1 

£"  2  Bent* 
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BctJf.  You  are  a  villain  ;  I  jeft  not.  I  will  make  it 
good  how  you  dare,  with  what  you  dare,  and  when 
you  dare  Do  me  right,  or  I  will  proteft  your  cowar- 
dice. You  have  kiild  a  Cweet  'ady,  and  her  death  Ihall 
fall  heavy  on  you.     Let  me  hear  from  you. 

C/aud.  Well,  I  will  meet  you,  fo  I  may  have  good 
cheer. 

Pedro.  What,  a  fcaft  ? 

Claud.  Y  faith,  I  thank  him  ;  he  hath  bid  me  to  a 
calves-head  and  a  capon ;  the  which  if  I  do  not  carve 
moft  curioufly,  fay,  my  knife's  naught.  Shall  I  not 
find  a  wood-cock  too  ? 

Bene.  Your  wit  ambles  well ;  it  goes  eafily. 

Pedro.  I'll  tell  thee  how  Beatrice  praisM  thy  wit  the 
other  day.  I  faid,  thou  hadft  a  fine  wit ;  right,  fays 
Ihe,  a  iine  little  one  ;  no,  faid  I,  a  great  wit ;  juft,  faid 
Aie,  a  great  grofs  one ;  nay,  faid  I,  a  good  wit ;  juft, 
(aid  (he,  it  hurts  no  body  ;  nay,  faid  I,  the  gentleman 
is  wife;  certain,  faid  flie,  a  wife  gentleman  ;  nay,  faid 
L  he  hath  the  tongues  ;  that  I  believe,  faid  fhe,  for  ho 
iw'ore  a  thing  to  me  on  Monday  night,  which  he  for- 
fwore  on  Tuefday  morning  ;  there's  a  double  tongue, 
there's  two  tongues.  Thus  did  (he  an  hour  together 
franf Ihspe  thv  particular  virtues  ;  yet  at  laft  (he  con- 
cluded with  a  figh,  thou  wafc^the  propcreft:  man  in  Italy. 

C/iiud.  For  the  which  ftie  wept  heartily,  and  faid  (he 
car'd  not. 

Pedro.  Yea,  thr.t  (he  did  ;  but  yet  for  all  that,  and  if 
file  did  not  hate  liim  deadly,  (he  would  love  him  dear- 
ly ;  the  old  man's  daughter  told  us  all. 

CLiud.  All,  a!l,  and' moreover,  God  faw  him 'ivhen 
he  -war  hid  in  the  garde.tr. 

Pedro.  But  when  (hal!  we  fet  the  falvage  bull's  horns 
on  the  fenlibie  BeneJick's  head? 
^  CUud.  Yea,  and  text  underneath,  Here  dtvells  Bcnf 
Aick  the  married  man. 

Bene.  Fare  you  well,  boy,  you  know  my  mind  ;  I 

will  leave  you  now  to  your  godip-like  humour  ;  you 

break  jtfts  as  braggarts  do  their  blades,  which,  God  be 

thimk'd,  hurt  not    My  Lord,  for  your  many  cour- 

tefics 
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tcfies  I  thank  you ;  I  muft  difcontinue  your  company; 
your  brother,  the  baflard,  is  fled  from  Meflina ;  yoiii 
have  among  you  killed  a  iw'eet  and  innocent  lady. 
For  my  Lord  Lack-beard  there,  he  and  I  Ihali  meet; 
and  till  then,  peace  be  with  him  1         [£.v/i  Benedick. 

Pedro.  He  is  in  earaelt. 

Claud.  In  moft  profound  earneiV,  an^  I'H  warrant 
you,  for  the  love  of  Beatrice. 

Pedro.  And  hath  challenged  thee  I 

Cbuil.  Molt  fmcerely. 

Pedro.  What  a  pretty  thing  man  is,  when  he  goes  ia 
his  doublet  and  hofe,  and  leaves  off  his  wit  I 
SCENE     IV. 

Erder  Dogberry,  Verges,    Conrade  and  Borachio 
guarded. 

Claud.  He  is  then  a  giant  to  an  ape  ;  but  then  is  aa^ 
ape  a  do£tor  to  fuch  a  man. 

Ptdro.  But,  foft  you,  let  me  fee,  pluck  up  my  heai't 
and  be  fad ;  did  he  not  fay,  my  brother  was  fled  ? 

Dogb.  Come,  you,  Sir;  if  Juftice  cannot  tame  yoUj 
Ihe  (hall  ne'er  weigh  more  reafons  in  her  balance;  nay, 
an  you  be  a  curling  hypocrite  once,    you  muft  be. 
loo.Vd  to. 

Pedro.  How  now,  two  of  my  brother  V  men  bounds 
Borachio  one  ? 

Claud.  Hearken  after  their  offence,  tay  Lord. 

Pedro.  Officers,  what  oifence  have  thefe  mes  done?" 

Dogb.  Marry,  Sir,  they  have  committed  falfe  report ; 
moreover,  they  have  fpoken  untruths;  fecondarily, 
they  are  flanders ;  fixth  and  laftly,  they  have  bely'd  a 
lady ;  thirdly,  they  have  verify'd  unjuft  things  ;  and, 
to  conclude,  they  are  lying  knaves. 

Pedro.  Firft,  I  aik  thee  what  they  have  done ;  third- 
ly* I  afk  thee  what's  their  offence  ;  fixth  and  laftly, 
why  they  are  committed;  and,  to  conclude,  what  you 
hy  to  their  charge  ? 

Cl.ud.  Rightly  reafon'd,  and  in  his  own  divlfion  ; 
and,  by  my  troth,  there's  one  meaning  well-fuited. 

Pedro.  Whom  have  you  offended.  Matters,  that  you 
are  thus  bound  to  your  an^er?  This  learned  con-- 

F  3  ftabij. 
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ftable  Is  too  cunning  to  be  underftood.     What's  your" 
oflTcnce  ? 

Bora.  Sweet  Prince,  let  me  go  no  further  to  mine 
anfwer :  do  you  hear  me,  and  let  tliis  Count  kill  me. 
I  have  deceived  even  your  very  eyes ;  what  your  w'lC- 
doms  could  not  difcover,  thefe  (hallow  fools  have 
brought  to  light,  who  in  the  night  overheard  me  con- 
felTing  to  this  man,  how  Don  John  your  brother  in- 
cens'd  me  to  flander  the  Lady  Hero  ;  how  you  were 
brought  into  the  orchard,  and  faw  me  court  Margaret 
in  Hero's  garments  ;  how  you  difgrac'd  her,  when  you 
ftiould  marry  her.  My  villany  they  have  upon  re- 
cord, which  I  had  rather  feal  with  my  death,  than  re- 
peat over  to  my  (hame.  The  lady  is  dead  upon  mine 
and  my  mailer's  falfe  accufation ;  and,  briefly,  I  dc- 
fire  nothing  but  the  reward  of  a  villain. 

Pedro.  Runs  not  this  fpeeeh  like  iron  through  your 
blo®d  ? 

Claud.  I  have  drunk  poifon  while  he  utter'd  it. 

Pedro.  But  did  my  brother  fet  thee  on  to  this  ? 

Bora.  Yea,  and  paid  me  richly  for  the  practice  of  it. 

Pedro.  He  is  compos'd  and  fram'd  of  treachery  ; 
And  fled  he  is,  upon  this  villany. 

C/jai.  Sweet  Hero  !  now  thy  image  doth  appear 
In  the  rare  femblance  that  I  lov'd  it  f  rft. 

Dogh.  Come,  bring  au'ay  the  plaintiffs;  by  this  time 
our  Sexton  hath  reform'd  Signior  Leonato  of  the  mat- 
ter; and.  Matters,  do  not  forget  to  fpecify,  when 
time  and  place  fnall  ferve,  that  I  am  an  afs. 

Verg.  Here,  here  comes  Mailer  Signior  Leonato,  andJ 

the  Sexton  too. 

SCENE    V.         Enter  Leonato  ar/d  Sexton, 

Leoj7.  Which  is  the  villain,  let  me  fee  his  eyes, 
That  when  I  note  another  man  like  him, 
J  may  avoid  him  ;  which  of  thefe  is  he  ? 

Bora.  If  you  would  know  your  wronger,  look  on 
me. 

Leon.  Art  thou,  art  thou  the  flave,  that  with  thy- 
Haft  kUi'd  mice  innocent  child  J  [breath 

Bara- 
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Bora.  Yea,  even  I  alone. 

Leon.  No,  not  fo,  villain  ;   thou  bely^fl  thyfelf  j 
Here  (land  a  pair  of  honourable  men, 
A  third  is  fled,  that  had  a  hand  in  in  it. 
I  thank  you,  princes,  for  my  daughter's  death ; 
Record  it  with  your  high  and  worthy  deeds  ; 
'Twas  bravely  done,  if  you  bethink  you  of  it. 

Claud.  I  know  not  how  to  pray  your  patience. 
Yet  I  muft  fpeak  :  Chufe  j^our  revenge  yourfelf ; 
Impoic  me  to  what  pen?nce  your  invention 
Can  lay  upon  my  fm.     Yet  fmn'd  I  not;, 
But  in  miftaking. 

Pedro.  By  my  foul,  nor  I ; 
And  yet,  to  fatisfy  this  good  •Id  man, 
I  would  bend  under  any  heavy  weight, 
That  he'll  injoin  me  to. 

Leon.  You  cjnnot  bid  my  daughter  live  again  ; 
That  were  impoflible  ;   but,  I  pray  you  both, 
Poflefs  the  people  in  Meffina  here 
How  innocent  fhe  dy'd  ;   and  if  your  love 
Can  kbour  aught  in  fad  invention. 
Hang  her  an  epitaph  upon  her  tom.b. 
And  fmg  it  to  her  bones  ;  fmg  it  to-night : 
To-morrow  morning  come  you  to  my  houfe  ; 
And  fmce  you  could  not  be  my  fon-in!aw, 
Be  yet  my  nephew  :  my  brother  hath  a  daughter, 
Almoft  the  copy  of  my  child  that's  dead, 
And  flie  alone  is  heir  to  both  of  us  ; 
Give  her  the  right  you  Ihould  have  given  her  couiJn, 
And  fo  dies  my  revenge. 

Chud.  O  Noble  Sir  ! 
Your  over-kindnefs  doth  bring  tears  from  me..      ^^^ 
I  do  embrace  yeur  offer ;  and  difpofe  ^^HL 

For  henceforth  of  poor  Claudio.  ^^WP 

Leon.  To-morrow  then  I  will  expect  j^our  coming, 
To-night  I  take  my  leave.     This  naughty  man 
Shall  face  to  face  be  brought  to  Margaret, 
Who,  I  believe,  was  pack'd  in  all  this  wrong, 
Hir'd  to  it  by  your  brother. 

Bora. 


58  Much  ado  about  Nothing.  A€t,  t;. 

Bora.  No,  by  my  foul,  fhe  was  not ; 
Kor  knew  not  what  (he  did,  when  fhe  fpoke  to  me ; 
But  always  hath  been  juft  and  virtuous. 
In  any  thing  that  1  do  know  by  her. 

Dogb.  Moreover,  Sir,  which  hideed  is  not  under 
white  and  black,  this  plaintiiT  here,  the  offender,  did 
call  me  afs.  1  befeech  you  let  it  be  remembered  in  his 
punifhmeHt ;  and  alio  the  watch  heard  them  talk  of 
one  Deformed.  They  fay  he  wears  a  key  in  his  ear, 
and  a  lock  hanging  by  it;  and  borrows  money  in 
God's  name,  tlie  which  he  hath  us'd  fo  long,  and  ne- 
ver paid,  that  now  men  grow  hard-hearted,  and  will 
lend  nothing  for  God's  fake.  Pray  you,  examine  him 
upon  that  point. 

Leon.  I  thank  thee  for  thy  care  and  honeft  pains. 

Dogb.  Your  Worfhip  fpeaks  like  a  mod  thankful  and 
reverend  youth ;  and  i  praife  God  for  you. 

LeOfi.  There^s  for  thy  pains. 

Dogb.  God  fave  the  foundation  ! 

Leon.  Go,  1  diicharge  thee  of  thy  prifoner  ;  and  I 
thank  thee. 

Dogb.  I  leave  an  errant  knave  with  your  Worlhip, 
uhich  1  befeech  your  "Worfhip  to  correft  yourfclf,  for 
the  example  of  others.  God  keep  your  Worfhip  ;  I 
wifh  your  Worfhip  well.  God  reftore  you  to  health  : 
I  humbly  give  you  leave  to  depart;  and  if  a  merry 
meeting  may  be  wifh'd,  God  prohibit  it.  Come, 
neighbour.  [Exeunt. 

Leon.  Until  to-morrow  morning.  Lords,  farewel. 

Ant.  Farewel,  my  Lords ;  we  look  for  you  tO" 
morrow. 

^edro.  We  will  not  fail. 
"  ^ Claud.  To-night  I'll  mourn  with  Hero. 

Leon.  Bring  you  thefe  fellows  on ;  weMl  talk  with 
Margaret, 
How  her  accjnaintancc  grew  with  this  lewd  fellow. 

[Exeunt  Jeverallyt 
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SCENE     VI.         Changes  to  Leomto's  houfe^ 

Enter  Benedick  and  Margaret. 
Btne.  Pray  thee,  fweet  Miftrefs  Margaret,  deferve 
well  at  my  hands,  by  helping  me  to  the  fpeech  of  Bea- 
trice .  -r     t 
Marg,  Will  you  then  write  me  a  lonnet  m  praile  ot 

my  beauty.  . 

Bene.  In  fo  high  a  ftyle,  Margaret,  that  no  man  li- 
ving Ihall  come  over  it;  for,  in  moft  comely  truth, 

thou  deferveft  it.  1      .       a,  11 

Marg.  To  have  no  man  come  over  me?  why,  Ihall 

1  always  keep  above  flairs  ? 
B^yie.  Thy  wit  is  as  quick  as  the  greyhound's  mouth  j 

it  catches.  ,     /.  ., 

Marg.  And  your's   as  blunt  as  the  fencer  s   foil* 

which  hit,  but  hurt  not. 

Bene.  A  moft  manly  wit,  Margaret,  it  will  not  hurt 
a  woman ;  and  fo,  I  pray  thee,  call  Beatrice ;  I  giVC 
thee  the  buckici-s. 

M^irg.  Give  us  the  fwords  ;  we  have  bucklers  of  our 

own. 

Bene.  If  you  ufe  them,  Margaret,  you  miTlt  put  in 
the  pikes  with  a  vice,  and  they  are  dangerous  weapon* 
for  maids. 

Marg.  Well,  I  will  call  Beatrice  to  yon,  who,  I 
think,  hath  legs.  [.Exit  Margaret. 

Bene.  And  therefore  wiU  come.  [_S/ngs.']  The  God  of 
kve  that  fits  above,  ani  knows  me,  and  knows  me,  how 
pitiful  I  defervr, 1  m.can,  in  {inging ;  but  in  lo- 
ving, Leander  the  good  fw'Immcr,  Troilus  the  firfi.  em- 
ployer of  p  indars,  ard  a  whole  book  full  of  thefe 
quondam  carpet-mongers,  whofe  ranges  yet  run  fmooth- 
ly  in  the  even  road  of  a  b'ank  verfe ;  why,  they  were 
"never  fo  truly  turnM  over  and  over,  as  my  poor  i^e\?f 
in  love;  marry,  I  cannot  (hew  it  in  rhime;  I  have 
try'd;  I  can  find  out  no  rhim.e  to  lad^  but  bah,  an  in« 
nocent  rhim.e ;  for  fcorn,  horn,  a  hard  rhime ;  for 
fchooUfool,  a  babbling  rhin-iC  ;  very  omirous  endmgs; 
no.,  I  was  not  born  under  a  rhiming  planet,  for  I  can- 
XKJt  woo  in  feftival  terms. 

s  c  E  N  a 
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SCENE     VII.         Enter  Beatrice. 
Sweet  Beatrice,  wonid'ft  thoii  come  when  I  call  thee  J 

Beat.  Yea,  Signior,  and  depart  when  you  bid  me.' 

Bene.  O  ftay  but  till  then. 

Beat.  Then,  is  fpoken  ;  fare  you  well,  now ;  and 
yet  ere  I  go,  let  me  go  with  that  I  came  for;  which 
IS,  with  knowing  what  hath  pafs'd  between  you  and 
CI  audio. 

Bene.  Only  foul  words ;  and  thereupon  I  will  kifs 
thee. 

^  Beat.  Foul  words  are  but  foul  wind,  and  foul  wind 
IS  but  foul  breath,  and  foul  breath  is  noifome ;  there- 
fore I  will  depart  unkifsU 

Bene.  Thou  hart  frighted  the  word  out  of  its  right 
fenfe;  fo  forcible  is  thy  wit;  bat,  I  murt  tell  thee 
plainly  Claudio  undergoes  my  challenge ;  and  either  I 
niuft  fhortly  hear  from  him,  or  I  will  fubfcribe  him  a 
coward  ;  and  I  pray  thee,  now  tell  me,  for  which  of 
my  bad  parts  didft  thou  firft  fall  in  love  with  me? 

Beat.  For  them  all  together;  which  maintainM  fo 
politic  a  ftate  of  evil,  that  they  will  not  admit  any 
good  p--:  t  to  intermingle  with  them.  But  for  which  of 
my  good  parts  did  you  firft  fuffer  love  for  me  ? 

Bene.  Suffer  love  !  a  good  epithet:  I  do  fuffer  love, 
indeed,  for  I  love  thee  againft  my  will. 

Bcat.^  In  fpight  of  your  heart,  I  think  ;  alas]!  poor 
heart,  if  you  fpight  it  for  my  fake,  I  will  fpight  it  for 
your's ;  for  I  will  never  love  that  which  my  friend 
hates. 

Bene.  Thou  and  I  are  too  wife  to  woo  peaceably. 

Beat.  It  appears  not  in  this  confelTion  ;  there's  not 
one  wife  man  among  twenty  that  will  praifc  himfelf 

Beye.  An  old,  an  old  inftance,  Beatrice,  that  liv'd  in 
the  time  of  good  neighbours  ;  if  a  man  do  not  ereft 
in  this  age  his  own  tomb  ere  he  dies,  he  fhall  live  no 
longer  in  monuments,  than  the  bells  ring,  and  the 
widow  weeps. 

Beat.  And  how  long  is  that,  think  you? 
r    Bene.  Qneftion? — why,  an  hour  in  clamour,  and  a 
quarter  in  rheum ;  therefore  it  is  moft  expedient  for 

the 
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the  wife,  If  Don  Worm  (his  confcieiice)  find  no  imps- 
diment  to  the  contrary,  to  be  the  trumpet  of  his  own 
virtues,  as  I  am  to  niyfelf.     So  much  for  pralfing  my- 
felf;  who,  I  myfeJfwill  hear  witnefs,  is  praife-worthy. 
And  now  tell  mc,  how  doth  your  coufin  I 
Beat.  Very  ill. 
Bene.  And  how  do  you  J 
Beat.  Very  ill  too. 

Bene.  Serve  God,  love  me,  and  mend  ;  there  will  I 
leave  you  too,  for  here  comes  one  in  hafte. 
Enter  Urfula. 
Vrf.  IMadam,  you  muft  come  to  your  uncle ;  yon- 
dcr's  old  coil  at  home ;  it  is  proved  my  Lady  Hero 
hath  been  falfeJy  accusM ;    the   Prince    and  Claudio 
mightily  abus'd ;  and  Don  John  is  the  author  of  all, 
who  is  fled  and  gone.     Will  you  come  prefently  ? 
Beat.  Will  you  go  hear  this  news,   Signior? 
Betie.  I  will  live  in  thy  eyes,  die  in  thj^  lap,   and  be 
bury'd  in  thy  heart ;   and,  moreover,  I  will  go  with 
thee  to  thy  uncle.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE     VIII.         Changes  to  a  church. 
Efiter  Don  Pedro,  Claudio,  and  citendiwts,  Tuith  tapers* 
Chud.  Is  this  the  monument  of  Leonato  ? 
Attend.  It  is,  my  Lord. 

EPITAPH. 
Done  to  death  ty  fandcrous  tongues 

Was  the  Hero  that  here  lies  : 
Death,  in  guerdon  of  her  wrongs^ 

Gives  her  fame  tuhich  never  dies* 
So  the  life  that  dfd  withfiame. 
Lives  in  death  -with' glorious  far?ie. 
Hang  thou  there  upon  the  tombf 
Praifwg  her  -when  I  ajn  dumh. 
Claud.  Now,  mufic,  found;  and  fing  your  folemn 
hymn. 

SONG. 
Pardon,  goddefs  of  the  night, 
Thofe  that  flew  th  virgin  knight ; 
Eor  the  "which,  -ivith  fongs  of  vjQSf 

Round 
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Roufii  about  her  tomb  tbcy  go. 
Midmgbt,  aj/ij}  our  moan  ; 
Help  us  to  figh  and  groan 

Heavily,  heavily  : 
Graves,  yaivn,  cnH  yield  your  dead. 
Till  death  be  uttered. 
Heavily,  heavily. 
Claud.  Now  unto  thy  bones  good  night ! 
Tcarly  will  I  do  this  rite. 

'Pedro.  Good  morrow,  Mafters,  put  your  torches  out; 
The  wolves  have  prey'd ;  and,   look,  the  gentle 
daAr, 
Before  the  wheels  of  Phebns,  round  about 

Dapples  the  drowfy  eafl  with  fpots  of  grey  : 
Thanks  to  you  all,  and  leave  us  ;  fare  you  well. 
Claud.  Good  morrow,  Mafters ;  each  his  feveral 

way. 
Pedro.  Come,  let  us  hence,  and  put  on  other  weeds; 
And  then  to  Leonato's  we  v.'ill  go. 

Claud.  And  Hymen  now  with  luckier  ilTue  fpecd's. 
Than  this  for  whom  we  rendered  up  this  woe  ! 

\Excunt, 
SCENE    TX.       Changes  to  Leonato's  houfe. 
Enter  Leonato,  Benedick,  Margaret,  Urfula,  Antonio, 
Friar  a7/d  Hero. 
Friar.  Did  I  not  tell  you  Ihe  was  innocent  ? 
Leon.  So  are   the  Prince   andClaudio,  who  accus'd 
Upon  the  error  that  you  heard  debated.  [her, 

But  Mai-garet  was  in  fome  fau!t  for  this  ; 
Although  againfl  her  will,  as  it  appe^irs, 
In  the  true  courfe  of  all  the  queftion-l 

^nt.  Weil ;  I  am  glad  that  all  things  fort  fo  well. 
Bene.  And  fo  am  J,   being  elfe  by  faith  enforcM 
To  call  young  Clandio  to  a  reckoning  for  it. 

Leon.  Well,  daughter,  and  you  gentlewomen  all. 
Withdraw  into  a  chamber  by  yourfelves, 
And  when  I  fend  for  you,   come  hither  mafk'd  : 
The  Prince  and  Claudio  promisM  by  this  hour 
To  vifit  me ;   yoiuknow  your  office,  brother. 

You  muft  be  father  to  your  brother's  daughter, 

And 
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And  give  her  to  youmg  Claudlo.  [_E.veuf2t  ladies. 

Ant.  Which  I  will  do  with  confii'm'd  countenance- 

3ene.  Friar,  I  muft  intreat  your  pains,  I  think. 

'Friar.  To  do  'A^hat,   Signior  i 

Bene.  To  bind  me,  or  undo  we,  one  of  them. 
Signior  Leonato,  truth  it  is,   good  Signior, 
Your  niece  regards  mc  with  an  eye  of  favour. 

Leon.  That  eye  my  daughter  lent  her,  'tis  moft  true. 

Bene.  And  I  do  with  an  eye  of  love  requite  her. 

Leon.  The  fight  w  hereof,  1  think,  you  had  from  mc. 
From  Claudio,  and  the  Prince.     But  w  hat's  your  will  ;' 

Be7:e.  Your  aniwer,  Sir,   is  enigmatical ; 
But  for  my  will,  my  will  is,  your  good-will 
May  ftand  with  ours,  this  day  to  be  conjoined 
V  (W  ftate  of  honourable  marriage ; 
In  which,  good  Friar,  I  fhall  delire  your  help. 

Leon.  My  heart  is  with  yovir  liking. 

Friar.  And  my  help. 

SCENE     X. 
Enter  Do?!  Pedro  and  Claudio,  -with  attendants. 

Pedro,  Good  morrow  to  this  fair  alfembly. 

Leoji.  Good  morrow,  Prince  ;  good  morrow  Claudio, 
We  here  attend  you  ;   are  you  yet  determined 
To-day  to  marry  with  my  brother's  daughter? 

Claud.  rU  hold  my  mind,  were  fhe  an  Ethiope. 

Leon.  Call  her  forth,  brother,  here's  the  Friar  ready. 

Exit  Antonio. 

Pedro.  Good  morrow  Benedick  ;  why,  what's    the 
That  you  have  fuch  a  February  face,  [matter, 

Sofulloffroft,  of  ftorm  and  cloudinefs  ? 

'Gdlud.  I  think  he  thinks  upon  the  favage  bull  : 
Tufti,  fear  not,  man,  we'll  tip  thy  horns  with  gold, 
And  fo   all  Europe  Ihali  rejoice  at  thcc  ; 
As  once  Ei.ropa  did  at  lufty  Jove, 
When  he  wonU  play  the  noble  bead  in  love. 

Bene.  Bull  Jove,  Sir,  had  an  amiable  low. 
And  fome  fuch  ftrange  bull  leap'd  your  father's  cow ; 
And  got  a  calf,  in  that  fame  noble  feat. 
Much  like  to  you ;  for  you  have  iuf^his  bleat. 

Vol.11.  q  SCENE 
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SCENE    XI. 
Enter  Antonio^  -wifh  Hero,  Beatrice,   Margaret,  and 
UrfuJa,  ff7.:Jk\i. 
Claud.  For  this  I  owe  you.     Here  come  other  rec- 
Which  Is  the  lady  I  muft  fcize  upon  ?  [konin^rs. 

^nt.  This  fame  is  (he,  and  I  do  give  you  her. 
CLiud.  Why,  then  flie's  mine;  fweet,  let  me  fee 

your  face. 
Lco7t.  No,  that  you  fliall  not  till  you  take  her  hand 
Before  this  Friar,  and  fwear  to  marry  her. 

Claud.  Give  me  your  hand.     Before  this  holy  Friar, 
I  am  y^ur  hulband  If  you  like  of  me. 

Hero.  And  when  I  liv'd,  I  was  your  other  wife ; 

And  when  you  lov'd,  you  were  my  otlier  hufband. 

Claud.  Another  Hero  ? 

Hero.  Nothing  certainer. 
One  Hero  dy'd  defiFd,   but  I  do  live  ; 
And,  furely,  as  1  live,  I  am  a  maid. 

Pedro.  The  former  Hero  !   Hero,  that  is  dead  \ 

Leon.  She  dy'd,  my  Lord,  but  whiles   her  flandcr 

Friar.  All  this  amazement  can  I  qualify  [liv'd. 

When,   after  that  the  holy  rites  are  ended, 
V\\  tell  thee  largely  of  fair  Hero's  death  : 
Mean  time  let  wonder  feem  familiar. 
And  to  the  chapel  let  us  prefently- 

Bent:  Soft  and  fair,  Friar.     Which  is  Beatrice  ? 

Beat.  I  anlwer  to  that  name  ;  what  is  your  will? 

Bene.  Do  not  you  love  me  ? 

Beat.  Why,  no,  no  more  than  reafon. 

Bejie.  Why,  then  your  uncle,  and  the  Prince,  and 
Claudio,  have  been  dtceivM  ;   th«y  fw'ore  you  did. 

Beat.  Do  not  you  love  me  ? 

Bi»e.  Troth,  no,  no  n. ore  than  reafon. 

Beat.  Why,  then,  my  coufin,  Margaret,  and  Urfiihti 
Have  been  deceiv'd ;  for  they  did  fwear  you  did. 

Bene.  They  fworc  you  were  almoft  fick  for  me. 

Beat.  They  (vi'orc  you  were  well-nigh  dead  for  tp.u 

Bev.e.  'Tis  no  matter ;  then  you  do  not  love  me?  , 

lie  at  ^  No,  truly,  but  In  friendly  recornpeftce- 
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heoii.  Come,  coufin,  I  am  (lire  you  love  the  gcntle- 
nnan. 

ClauL  And  I'll  be  (worn  npon*t  that  he  loves  her] 
For  here's  a  paper  written  in  his  hand, 
A  halting  fonnet  of  his  own  pure  brain, 
Faihion'd  to  Beatrice. 

'Rero.  And  here's  another, 
Writ  in  rny  confin's  hand,  ftolen  from  her  pockety. 
Containing  her  affeftion  unto  Benedick. 

Bene.  A  miracle  1  here's  our  own  hands  againft  our 
hearts ;  come,  I  will  have  thee  ;  but,  by  this  light,  I 
take  thee  for  pity. 

Beat.  I  would  not  deny  you  ;  but,  by  this  good  day, 
I  yield  upon  great  perfuafion,  and  partly  to  favc  your 
life ;  for,  as  I  was  told,  you  were  in  a  confumption. 

3ene.  Peace,  I  will  flop  your  mouth. 

[KiJ/ing  her 

Pedro.  How  doft  thou,   Benedick,  the  married  man 

Bene.  I'll  tell  thee  what,  Prince;  a  college  of  wit 
crackers  cannot  flout  me  out  of  my  humour.  Doft:  thou 
think  I  care  for  a  latyr,  or  an  epigram  I  No  :  if  a  man 
will  be  beaten  with  brains,  he  fhall  wear  nothing  hand- 
fome  about  him.  In  brief,  fmce  1  do  purpofe  to  mar- 
ry, I  will  think  nothing  to  any  purpofe  that  the  worli 
can  fay  againft:  it;  and  therefore  never  flout  at  me  for 
what  I  have  faid  againft  it ;  for  man  is  a  giddy  thing, 
and  this  is  my  conclufion.  For  thy  part,  Ciaudio,  I 
did  think  to  have  beaten  thee  ;  but  in  that  thou  art  like 
to  be  my  kinfman,  live  unbruis'd,  and  love  ray  cou- 
fin. 

Claui.  I  had  well  hoped  thou  wouldft  have  denied 
Beatrice,  that  I  might  have  cudgcll'd  thee  out  of  thy 
fingle  life,  to  make  thee  a  double  dealer  ;  which,  out 
of  queftion,  thou  wilt  be,  if  my  coufin  do  not  look  ex- 
ceeding narrowly  to  thee. 

Bene.  Come,  come,  we  are  friends  ;  let's  have  a 
dance  ere  we  are  marry'd,  that  we  may  lighten  our 
own  hearts,  and  our  wives  heels. 

Lean.  We'll  have  dancing  afterwards. 

G  2  Bene* 
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Bene.    Fiift,  o' my  word;    therefore,    play,  miific. 
Priuce,  thou  art  fad,  get  thee  a  wife,  get  thee  a  wife  ; 
there  is  no  ftaff  more  reverend  than  one  tipt  with  . 
horn. 

Enter  tneffenger.  \ 

Mejp.  My  Lord,  your  brother  John  Is  ta^en  in  flight 
And  brought  with  armed  men  back  to  Me/Tma. 

Bene.  Think  not  on  him  till  to-morrow  :  TiJ  devift"' 
thee  brave  puniihmcnts  for  him.     Strike  up,  pipers. 

{Dance. 
\Ex2unt  f»nms)^ 
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DRAMATIS     PERSON  iE. 


Duke  fff  Venice. 
Morochius,  a  Moor- "]  fuitors 

ijh  prince,  !►     to 

Prince  of  Arragon,  jPvrtiii. 
Anthonio,  the  merchiwt  oj 

Venice. 
BafTanio,  his  friend,  in  love 

■with  Portia. 
Salanio,     ")     friemhto  Aji- 
Solaiino,   \-      thonio  and 
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SCENE,  fartlj  at  Venice  ;  and  partly   at  Belmont,   the 
feat  oj  Portia  uporz  the  continent. 
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ACT        L  SCENE        L 

Afreet  in  Venice, 

jE;;*fr  Anthonio,  Solarino,  iJ«^  Salanio. 


Aiith. 


IN  footh,  1  know'  .not  why  I  am  fo  fad. 
It  wearies  me  ;   you  fay,  it  wearies  you. 


But  how  I  caught  it,  found  it,  or  came  by  iiV 
What  fkuf  ^tis  made  of,  whereof  it  is  born, 

1  am  to  learn 

And  fuch  a  want-wit  fadnefs  makes  of  iriCj 
That  I  have  much  ado  to  know  myfeif.         -     . 

Q%  Sal 


5  8  The  merchant  of  Venice.         Ad  i. 

Sal  Your  mind  is  toffing  on  die  ocean  ; 
T.bere,  where  your  Argofies  with  portly  fail. 
Like  figniors  and  rich  burghers  on  the  flood,' 
Or  as  it  were  the  pageants  of  the  fea. 
Bo  overpeer  the  petty  traffickers, 
That  curtfy  to  them,  do  them  reverence, 
As  they  fly  by  them  with  their  woven  wings. 

Sola.  Believe  me,  Sir,  had  I  fuch  venture  forth^ 
The  better  part  of  my  alTeaions  would 
Be  with  my  hopes  abroad-     I  (hould  be  ftill 
Plucking  the  grafs,   to  know  where  fits  the  wind; 
Peering  in  maps  for  ports,  and  peers,  and  roads  j 
And  every  objeft  that  might  make  me  fear 
Misfortune  to  my  ventures,  out  of  doubt. 
Would  make  me  fad. 

Sal  My  wind,  cooling  my  broth, 
"Would  blow  me  to  an  ague,  when  I  thought. 
"What  harm  a  wind  too  great  might  do  at  fea. 
1  (hould  not  fee  the  fandy  hour-glafs  run. 
But  I  fhould  think  of  fnallows  and  of  flats  ; 
And  fee  my  wealthy  Andrew  dock'd  in  fand,. 
Vailing  her  high  top  lower  than  her  ribs. 
To  kifs  her  burial.     ShouM  I  go  to  church. 
And  fee  the  holy  edifice  of  flone; 
And  not  bethink  m.e  ftrajt  of  dangVous  rock&J 
Which,  touching  but  my  gentle  veffers  f  de, 
Wou'd  fcatter  alfthe  fpices  on  the  flream. 
Enrobe  the  roaring  v.-aters  with  my  f'ks  ; 
And,  In  a  word,  but  even  now  worth  this,. 
And  now  worth  nothing  >   Shall  I  have  the  thought 
To  think  on  this,  and  fhall  I  lack  the  thought. 
That  fuch  a  thing,  bechanc'd,  would  make  me  fad  ? 
But  tel!  not  me  ; — ^I  know,  Anthonio 
Is  fad  to  think  upon  his  merchandize. 

Anth.  Believe  me,  no  :  I  thank  my  fortune  for  it, 
Hy  ventures  are  not  in  one  bottom  trufted. 
Nor  to  one  place;  nor  Is  my  whole  eftate 
Upon  the  fortune  of  this  prefent  year : 
Therefore  my  merchandize  makes  me  not  fad. 
Sola.  Why  then  you  are  in  love. 

AntU 
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Attth.  Fie,  lie? 

Sola.  Not  in  love  neither !    then  let's   (ay,   you're 
fad, 
Bccaufe  you  are  not  merry ;  and  'twere  as  cafy 
For  you  to  laugh  and  leap,  and  fay,  you're  merry, 
Becaufe  you  are  not  fad.     Now,  by  two-headed  Janus^ 
Nature  hath  fram'd  ftrange  fellows  in  her  time  :  ' 

Some  that  will  evermore  peep  through  their  eyes, 
And  laugh,  like  parrots,  at  a  bag-piper ; 
And  others  of  fach  vinegar-afpetft, 
That  tbi/U  not  ftiow  their  teeth  in  way  of  fmlle. 
Though  Neftor  fwear  the  jeft  be  laughab!e. 

Enter  BaHanio,  Lorenzo,    and  Gratiano. 

S:il.  Here  comes  BafTanio,  your  moft  noble  kinfman, 
Gratiano  and  Lorenzo  :  fare  ye  well ; 
We  leave  ye  now  with  better  company. 

Sola.  I  would  have  flaid  till  I  had  made  you  merr}'. 
If  worthier  friends  had  not  prevented  me. 

Auth.  Your  worth  is  very  dear  in  my  regard  : 
I  take  it,  your  own  bufinefs  calls  on  you. 
And  you  embrace  th'  occafion  to  depart. 

SJ.  Good  morrowj  my  good  Lords. 

Bajf.  Good  Signiors   both,   when   fliall  we  laugh? 
fay,  when  ? 
You  grow  exceeding  flrange  ;  mull  it  be  fo  ? 

5.7.  We'll  make  our  leifures  to  attend  on  yours. 

Sola.  My  Lord  BafTanio,    fnce  you've  found  An* 
thonio, 
We  two  will  leave  you  ;    but  at  dinner-time, 
I  pray  you  have  in  mind  where  we  m.uft  m,eet. 

Bajf.  I  will  not  fail  you.         {Exezoit  Solar,  and  Sala. 

Gr^.  You  look  not  well,  Signior  Anthonio  ; 
You  have  too  much  refpeift  upon  the  world  : 
They  lofe  it,  that  do  buy  it  with  mAich  care. 
Believe  me,  you  are  marvcHoufly  chang'd. 

Ant,:.  I  hold  tlie  world  but  as  the  world,  Gratiano, 
A  ftage,  where  every  man  muft  play  his  part, 
And  mine's  a  fad  one. 

Gra.  Let  me  play  the  fool ; 

With  mirth,  aad  laughter,  let  old  wrinkles  come ; 
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And  let  my  liver  rather  heat  with  wine, 

Than  my  heart  cool  with  mortifying  groans. 

Why  fhould  a  man,  whofe  blood  is  warm  withiir. 

Sit  like  his  grandfire  cut  in  aiabafter  ? 

Sleep  when  he  wakes,  and  creep  into  the  jeundice 

By  being  peevilh?  I  teil  thee  what,   Anthonio, 

(1  love  thee,   and  it  is  my  love  that  Ipeaks), 

There  are  a  Tort  of  men,  whofe  vifages 

Do  cream  and  mantle  like  a  Handing  pond  ; 

And  do  a  wilful  fiillnefs  entertain. 

With  purpole  to  be  drefsM  in  an  opinion 

Ofwifdom,  gravity,  profonnd  conceit  ; 

As  who  fhonld  fay,  1  am  S:r  Oruck, 

And  when  I  ope  my  lips,  let  no  dog  bark  h 

0  my  Anthonio,  1  do  know  of  thofe. 
That  therefore  only  are  reputed  wife. 
For  faying  nothing  ;  who,  I'm  very  (lire, 

If  they  fhould  fpeak,  wouid  almoft  damn  thcfe  ears. 

Which,  hearing  them,  would  call  their  brothers  fools  *. 

I'll  tell  thee  more  of  this  another  time  : 

But  fifh  not  with  this  melarrholy  bait, 

For  this  fool's  gudgeon,  this  opinion. 

Conje,   good  Lorenzo  ;   fare  ye  well  a  while  ; 

I'll  end  my  exhortation  after  dinner. 

Lor.  Weil,  wewil'  lesve  von  then  till  dinner-tinre? ' 

1  muft  be  one  of  thefe  fanje  duir.b  wife  men  ; 
For  Gratiano  never  lets  me  fpeak. 

Gra.  Well,   keep  m,e  company  but  two  years  more,. 
Thou  fhait  not  know  the  found  of  thine  own  tongue. 
yiuih.  Fartwel  ;   Til  grow  a  talker  for  this  gear. 
Gnu  Thanks,  i'faith  ;   for  filence  is  only  commend- 
able 
In  a  ncats  tongue  dry'd,  and  a  maid  not  vendible. 

[Exeunt  Gra.  unJ  Loren». 
j^rth.  Is  that  any  thing  now? 
Baf.  Gratiano  fpeaks  an  infinite  deal  of  nothing, 

*  AllucVh-a  to  -what  is  faid  in  tie  gofpeJ,  that  whofo- 
ever  (hall  fay  to  his  brother,  Thou  fool,    (bail  be  in-f 

danger  of  heil-fire. 

jnorCf 
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more  than  any  man  in  all  Venice  :  his  reafons  are  as 
two  grains  of  wheat  hid  in  tw'O  bufhels  of  chaff;  j^^ou 
ftall  feek  all  day  ere  you  find  them  ;  and  when  you 
have  thcm»  they  are  not  worth  the  fearch. 

Jtjth.   well ;   tell  me  now,  what  lady  is  the  fanie> 
To  whom  you  fwore  a  fecret  pilgrimage, 
That  you  to-day  prorais'd  to  tell  me  of? 

Ba^.  'Tis  not  unknown  to  you,  Anthonio, 
How  much  I  have  difabled  mine  eftate. 
By  (hewing  fomething  a  more  fwelling  port, 
Than  my  faint  means  would  grant  continuance ; 
Nor  do  I  now  make  moan  to  be  abridged 
From  fuch  a  noble  rate  ;   but  my  chief  care 
Is  to  come  fairly  off  from  the  great  debts, 
\Vherein  my  time,   fomething  too  prodigal. 
Hath  left  me  gaged  :  to  you,  Anthonio, 
I  owe  the  moft  in  money,  and  in  love ; 
And  from  your  love  I  have  a  warranty 
T'unburthen  all  my  plots  and  piirpore5. 
How  to  get  clear  of  all  the  debts  I  owe. 

j4ntb.  I  pray  you,  good  BaiTanio,  let  me  know  it : 
And  if  it  {land,  as  you  yourfelf  (till  do. 
Within  the  eye  of  honour,  be  aflur'd. 
My  piirfe,  my  perfon,  my  extremefl  means, 
Lie  all  unlocked  to  your  occafions. 

Baffl  In  my  fchool-days,  when  I  had  loft  one  (haft, 
I  Ihot  his  fellow  of  the  fclf-fame  flight 
The  (elf-fame  way,  with  more  advifed  watch. 
To  find  the  other  forth  ;  by  vent'ring  both, 
I  oft  found  both.     I  urge  this  childhood  proof, 
Becaufe  what  follows  is  pure  innocence. 
I  owe  you  much,  and,  like  a  witlefs  youth. 
That  which  I  owe  is  loft ;  but  if  you  pieafe 
To  (hoot  another  arrow  that  felf  way 
Which  you  did  (hoot  the  firft,  I  do  not  doubt> 
As  I  will  watch  the  aim,  or  to  find  both, 
Or  bring  your  latter  hazard  back  again. 
And  thankfully  reft  debtor  for  the  firft. 

^nth.  You  know  mc  well ;    and  herein  fpend  but 
time, 

T« 
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To  wind  about  rry  love  with  circumflance; 
And,  out  of  doubt,  jrou  do  me  now  more  wrong. 
In  makiRg  que(i:on  of  my  uttermoft. 
Than  if  you  had  made  wafte  of  all  I  have. 
Then  do  but  fay  to  me,  \ihat  1  (hould  do. 
That  m  your  knowlcdg,e  may  by  me  be  done. 
And  I  am  prefs'd  unto  it  :  therefore,  fpeak. 

BaJ]'.  In  Beimont  is  a  lady  richly  left. 
And  (he  is  fair,   and,  fairer  than  that  word, 
Of  wond'rous  virtues.     Sometime  from  her  eyes 
I  did  receive  fair  fpeech;ers  meflages. 
Her  name  is  Port/a,    nothing  undervalued 
To  Cato's  daughter,   Brutus'Portia. 
Nor  is  the  wide  world  ign'rant  of  her  worth  ; 
For  the  four  wirds  blow  in  from  cvciy  coaft 
Renowned  fuitors  ;  and  her  funny  locks 
Hang  on  her  temples  like  a  golden  fleece  ; 
Which  makes  her  feat  of  Belmont,  Colchos'  ftrond; 
And  ip.aD-y  Jafons  come  in  queft  of  her. 

0  my  Anthonio,  had  I  but  the  :reans  »^; 
To  hold  a  rival  p'ace  with  one  of  them, 

1  have  a  mind  prcfages  ine  uich  thrift  *, 
That  I  (hould  queilionlefs  be  fortunate. 

^;:th.  Thou  know'il,  that  ail  my  fortunes  are  at 
fea. 
Nor  have  I  money,  nor  commodity 
To  raife  a  prefent  fum  :  therefore  go  forth  ; 
Try  what  my  credit  can  in  Venice  do  ; 
That  (haP  hf  rack'd  even  to  the  uttermoft, 
To  furn'fh  thee  to  Belmont,  to  fair  Portia: 
Go,   prefently  inquire,   and  fo  will  I, 
"Where  money  is  ;   ard  I  no  queflion  make, 
To  have  it  of  my  truft,   or  for  my  fake.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     II.  Changes  to  Bchnont. 

Thne  eajkets  are  Jet  out,  one  ef  gold,  another  of  filveff 
and  another  of  lead. 

Enter  Portia  and  Neriflia. 
Por.  By  my  troth,  Neri/Ta,  my  little  body  is  weary 
•f  this  great  world. 

*  Thrift,  for  thriving,    iVfr.  Pope. 
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JShr-  You  wauld  be,- fweet  Madam,  if  your  mlferles 
wAe  in  the  fame  abundance  as  your  good  fortunes  are; 
and  yet,  for  aught  1  fee,  "they  are  as  fick  that  furfeit 
with  too  much,  as  they  that  flarve  with  nothing  :  there- 
fore it  is  no  mean  happlnefs  to  be  feated  in  the  mean ; 
fuperfluity  comes  fooner  by  white  hairs,  but  compe- 
tency lives  longer. 

For.  Good  fentences,  and  well  pronounced. 

NtT.  They  would  be  better,  if  well  foUowM. 

Por.  If  to  do  were  as  cafy  as  to  know  what  were 
good  to  do,  chapels  had  been  churches,  and  poor  meri 
cottages  princes'  palaces.  He  is  a  good  divine  that 
follows  bis  own  inflru^tions  :  I  can  eafier  teach  twenty 
what  were  good  to  be  done,  than  to  be  one  of  the 
tw'enty  to  follow  my  own  teaching.  The  brain  may 
devife  laws  for  the  blood,  but  a  hot  temper  leaps  o'er 
a  cold  decree ;  fuch  a  hare  is  madnefs  the  youth,  to 
Ikip  o'er  the  melhes  of  good  counfel  the  cripple  !  But 
this  reafoning  is  not  in  fafhion  to  chufe  me  a  hufband  : 
0  me,  the  word,  chufe  I  I  may  neither  chufe  whom  I 
would,  nor  refufe  whom  I  diflike  ;  fo  is  the  will  of  a 
living  daughter,  curb'd  by  the  will  of  a  dead  father. 
Is  it  not  hard,  Neriila,  that  I  cannot  chufe  one,  nor 
refufe  none. 

Ner.  Your  father  was  ever  virtuous  ;  and  holy  men 
at  their  death  have  good  infpirations  :  therefore  the 
lottery  that  he  hath  devifed  in  thefe  three  chefts  of  gold, 
filver,  and  lead,  (whereof,  who  chufes  his  meaning, 
chufes  you,)  will  no  doubt  never  be  chofen  by  any 
rightly,  but  one  whom  you  fhall  rightly  love.  But 
what  warmth  J5  there  in  your  afre<fl!on  towards  any  of 
thtfe  princely  fuitors  that  are  already  come  ? 

Por.  I  pray  thee,  over-name  them ;  and  as  thou 
nam'fl  them,  I  will  defcribe  themi ;  and,  according  to 
my  defcrlption,  level  at  my  affesflion. 

A't'/-.  Firft,  there  is  the  Neapolitan  Prlr.ce. 

Por.  Ay,  that's  a  colt  indeed,  for  he  doth  nothing 
but  talk  of  his  horfe  ;  and  he  makes  It  a  great  appro- 
friation  to  Ills  own  good  parts,  that  he  can  ihoe  hxm. 

him- 
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himfelf.  I  am  much  afraid  my  Lady  his  mother  play'd 
falfe  with  a  fmith. 

Ner.  Then,  there  is  the  Count  Palatine. 

Por.  He  doth  nothing  but  frown,  as  who  fhould 
lay,  if  you  wiii  not  have  me,  cliufe.  He  hears  merry 
tales,  and  rmiles  not ;  I  fear  he  will  prove  the  weeping 
phiiofopher  when  he  grows  old,  being  fo  full  of  un- 
mannerly fadnefs  in  his  youth.  I  had  rather  be  mar- 
tied  to  a  death^s  head  with  a  bone  in  his  mouth, 
than  to  either  of  thefe.  God  defend  me  from  thefe 
•two  ! 

Ni'r.  How  fay  you  by  the  French  Lord,  Monficur 
Le  Boun  ? 

Por.Mod  made  him,  and  therefore  let  him  pafs  for 
a  man ;  in  truth,  I  know  it  is  a  fin  to  be  a  mockei-; 
but,  he  !  w  hy,  he  hath  a  horfe  better  than  the  Neapo- 
litan's ;  a  better  bad  habit  of  frowning  than  the  Count 
Palatine;  he  is  every  man  in  no  man;  ifathroftle 
fmg,  he  falls  ftrait  a  capering  ;  he  will  fence  with  his 
Own  Ihadow.  If  I  fhould  marry  him,  I  fhould  marry 
twenty  hufbands.  If  he  would  defpife  me,  I  would 
forgive  him  ;  for  if  he  love  me  to  madnefs,  I  fhall  ne- 
ver requite  him. 

ZV>r.  What  fay  you  then  to  Faulconbridge,  the  young 
Baron  of  England. 

Por.  You  know  I  fay  nothing  to  him,  for  he  under- 
ftands  not  me,  nor  I  him ;  he  hath  neither  Latin, 
French,  nor  Italian  ;  and  you  may  come  into  the 
court,  and  fwear,  that  I  ha\eapoor  pennyworth  in 
the  Engliih.  He  is  a  proper  man's  picture;  hut,  alas! 
who  can  converfe  with  a  dumb  fhow  ?  how  oddly  he  is 
fiiitcd  !  I  think  he  bought  his  doublet  in  Italy,  his 
round  hofe  in  France,  his  bpnnet  in  Gcnnany,  and  his 
behaviour  every"  where. 

Ner.  What  think  you  of  the  Scottifh  Lord,  his  neigh- 
bour ? 

Por.  That  he  hath  a  neighbourly  charity  in  him; 
for  he  borrovvM  a'box  of  the  ear  of  the  Engli(hman» 
si;d  Iv'ore  he  woiild  pay  him  again  when  he  was  able- 
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I  think  die  Frenchman  became  his  furety,  and  fealed 
under  for  another. 

Ner.  How  like  j^ou  the  young  German,  the  Duke  of 
Saxony's  nephew  ? 

For.  Very  vilely  in  the  morning  when  he  is  fober, 
and  mod  vilely  in  the  afternoon  v.hen  he  is  drunk ; 
when  he  Is  beft,  he  is  a  little  worfe  than  a  man  ;  and 
when  he  is  worft,  he  is  little  better  than  a  beaft ;  and 
the  worli  fall  that  ever  fell,  I  hope  I  fhall  make  fhift  to 
go  without  him. 

N'er.  If  he  (hould  oifer  to  chufe,  and  chufe  the  right 
caflcet,  you  Ihould  refufe  to  perform  your  father's  will, 
if  you  (nould  refufe  to  accept  him. 

For.  Therefore,  for  fear  cf  the  worft,  I  pray  thfe, 
fet  a  deep  glafs  of  E.henifh  wine  on  the  contrary  cafket ; 
for  if  the  devil  be  within,  and  that  temptation  withci;t, 
I  know  he  will  chufe  it.  I  will  do  any  thing,  NerilTa, 
ere  I  will  be  marry'd  to  a  (purge. 

Ner.  You  need  not  fear.  Lady,  the  having  any  of 
thefe  Lords  :  they  have  acquainted  me  with  their  deter- 
minations, which  is,  indeed,  to  return  to  their  home, 
and  to  trouble  you  with  no  more  fuit ;  unJefs  you  Way 
be  won  by  fbme  other  fort  than  your  father's  impofi- 
tlon,  depending  on  the  caflcets. 

Fsf.  If  I  live  to  be  as  old  as  Sibylla,  I  will  die  as 
chafte  as  Diana,  unlefs  I  be  obtaln'd  by  the  manner  of 
my  father's  will.  I  am  glad  this  parcel  of  wooers  arc 
fo  reafonable;  for  there  Is  not  one  among  them  but 
I  doat  on  his  very  abfence,  and  wilh  them  a  fair  de- 
parture. 

Ncr.  Do  you  not  remember.  Lady,  In  your  fa- 
ther's time,  a  Venetian,  a  fcholar  and  a  foldier,  that 
fame  hither  In  company  of  the  Marquis  of  Mcunt- 
ferrat. 

For,  Yes,  yes.  It  was  BafTanlo  ;  as  I  think  he  was  Co 
call'd. 

AV.  True,  Madam;  he,  of  all  the  men  that  ever 
"ly  foolilh  eyes  look'd  upon,  was  the  bell  defcrvlnc^  a 
fair  lady.  ^  "" 

Vol.  IL  H  For. 
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Por.  I  remember  him  well,  ^d  I  remember  him 
worthy  of  thy  praife.  How  now  ^  what  news  \ 
Enter  a  fervant. 
Ssr.  The  four  Grangers  feek  for  you.  Madam,  to 
take  their  leave ;  and  there  is  a  forerunner  come  from 
a  fifth,  the  Prince  of  Morocco,  who  brings  word,  the 
Prince  his  mafter  will  be  here  to-nioht. 

Por.  If  I  could  bid  the  fifth  Welcome  with  Co  jrood 
heart,  as  I  can  bid  the  other  four  farewel,  I  (hould  be 
glad  of  his  approach ;  if  he  have  the  condition  of  a 
faint,  and  the  complexion  of  a  devil,  I  had  rather  he 
ihould  flirive  me,  than  wive  me.     Come,  NerifTa.     Sir- 
rah, go  before  ;  while  we  fhut  the  gate  upon  one  woo- 
er, another  knocks  at  the  door.  [ExeunU 
SCENE    III.         A  public  phce  in  Venice. 
Enter  Baflanio  and  Shylock. 
Shy.  Three  thoufand  ducats  ?  well. 
Bajf.  Ay,  Sir,  for  three  months. 
SJ)y.  For  three  months?  well. 
Bajf.  For  the  which,  ac  I  told  you,  Anthonio  (hall 
be  bound. 

Shy.  Anthonio  ftiall  become  bound  ?  well. 
Bcijf.  May  you  ftcad  me?    will  you  plcaliirc  me? 
(hall  I  know  your  anfwer  ? 

Shy.  Three  thoufand  ducats  for  three  months,  ana 
Anthonio  bound? 

Bajf.  Your  an/w'er  to  that. 
Shj.  Anthonio  is  a  good  man. 
BaJT.  Have  you  heard  any  imputation  to  the  con* 
trary  ? 

Shy.  No,  no,  no,  no;  my  meaning  in  faying  he  is » 
jl^ood  man,  is  to  have  you  underftand  rre,  that  he  is 
ii.fficitnt.  Yet  his  means  are  in  fiippofition  :  he  hath 
an  Argofic  bound  to  Tr'po'is,  another  to  the  Indies; 
I  urderftand  moreover  upon  the  Ryalto,  he  hath  i 
third  at  Mexico,  a  fourth  fcr  England;  and  other  ven- 
tures he  hath"  fquanderM  abroad.  But  fliips  are  but 
boards,  failors  but  men  ;  there  be  land-rats,  and  wa- 
tcrrats,  water- thieves,  and  land-thicvcf,  I  mean  pi- 

ratcsj    I 
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rates ;  and  then  there  is  the  peril  of  waters,  winds, 
and  rocks.  The  man  is,  notwithftanding,  Tufficientj 
three  thoufand  ducats  ?  1  think  I  may  take  his  bond. 

3af.  Be  afTur'd  you  may. 

Shy.  I  will  be  aiTur'd  1  may ;  and  that  I  may  be  tif- 
fur'd,  I  will  betliink  me.  May  I  fpeak  with  An- 
tlionio  ? 

Baf.  If  it  pleafe  you  to  dine  with  us. 

Shy.  Yes,  tofmellpork;  to  cat  of  the  habitationy 
which  your  Prophet  the  Nazarite  conjur'd  the  devil  in- 
to f  1  will  buy  with  you,  fell  with  yon,  talk  with  you, 
walk  with  you,  and  fo  following;  but  I  will  not  eat 
with  you,  drink  with  you,  nor  pray  with  you.     What 

news  on  the  Ryalto  ? who  is  he  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Anthonio. 

Bajf.  This  is  Slgnior  Anthonio. 

Shy.  {Afide.']  How  like  a  fawning  publican  he  looks  ! 
I  hate  him,  for  he  is  a  Chriftian  : 
But  more  for  that  in  low  fuTiplicity 
He  lends  out  money  gratis-  and  brings  down 
The  rate  of  ufance  here  with  us  in  Venice. 
If  I  can  catch  him  once  upon  the  hip, 
I  will  feed  fat  the  ancient  grudge  I  bear  him. 
He  hates  our  facred  nation ;  and  he  rails, 
Ev'n  there  where  merchants  moft  do  congregate, 
On  me,  my  bargains,  and  my  v;ell  won  thrift. 
Which  he  calls  ihtereft.     Curfed  be  my  tribe. 
If  I  forgive  him  ! 

Bajf.  Shylock,  do  you  hear? 

Shy.  I  am  debating  of  my  prefent  ftore. 
And  by  the  near  guefs  of  my  memory, 
I  cannot  inftantly  raife  up  the  grofs 
Of  full  three  thoufand  ducats  :  what  of  that? 
Tubal,  a  wealthy  Hebrew  of  my  tribe. 
Will  fvirnifh  me ;  but  foft,  how  many  months 
Do  you  defire?  Reft  you  fair,  £ood  Slgnior  ; 

[To  Anth. 
Your  Worfhip  was  the  laft  man  in  our  mouths. 

Ajith,  Shylock,  although  I  neither  lend  nor  borrow. 
By  taking,  nor  by  giving  of  excefs ; 

H  2  Vet 
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Yet,  to  fupply  the  ripe  wants  of  my  friend, 

rii  break  a  cuftorn. Is  he  yet  poflcfs'd, 

How  much  you  would  I 

5'7.  Ay,   ay,   three  thoufand  ducats. 
u4nth.  And  for  three  months. 
SJy.  I  had  forgot,  three  months  you  told  me  fo ; 
Well  then,  your  Kond;    and  let  me  fee, — but  hear  you, 
Methought  you  faid  you  neither  lend  nor  borrow 
Upon  advantage. 

^//th.   I  do  never  ufe  it. 

Shy.  When  Jacob  gras'd  his  uncle  Laban's  flicep, — 
This  Jacob  from  our  holy  Abraham  was 
(As  his  wife  mother  wrought  in  his  behalf) 
The  third  polTenbr;   ay,   he  was  the  third. 

^'itb.  And  what  of  him  ?   did  he  take  Intereft  ? 
5;v.  No,  not  take  int'reft;   not,   as  3-ou  would  fay, 
Directly  int'itft  ;   mark  uhat  Jacob  did. 
V/hen  Laban  ?.nd  himfeif  were  compromisM, 
That  all  the  yeanlings,  which  were  ftreak'd  and  pied, 
Shou'd  fail  as  Jacob's  hire  ;   the  ewes,  being  rank, 
lij  th'  end  of  autumn  turned  to  the  rams; 
And  M'hen  the  work  of  generation  was 
Becween  thcfe  woolly  breeders  in  the  a£l. 
The  fkilful  {hepherd  peei'd  me  certain  wands ; 
And  in  the  doing  of  the  deed  of  kind. 
He  fluck  them  up  before  the  fulfome  ewes  ; 
Who,  then  conceiving,  did  in  yeaning  time. 
Fall  party-co!our'"d  iambs,   snd  thofe  were  Jacob's. 
This  was  a  way  to  thrive,  and  he  was  blefs'd  ; 
And  thrift  is  biefTrng,  if  men  flea!  it  not. 

y4yah.  This  was  a  venture.  Sir,  that  Jacob  ferv'd  for; 
A  thing  not  in  his  power  to  bring  to  pafs, 
But  (way'd,  and  fafllion'd,  by  thr  hand  of  heav'n. 
Was  this  inferted  to  make  int'reft  good  ? 
Or  is  )rour  gold  and  filver,  ewes  and  ramiS  ■* 

Shy.  J  cannot  tell ;  I  make  it  breed  as  faft ; 
But  note  me,   Signior. 

A/:th.  Mark  you  this,   BafTanio? 
■^he  devil  can  cite  (cripture  for  his  purpofc— — ~ 
f  Ail  evil  fbvil,  producing  holy  wltnefs, 

Is 
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Is  like  a  villain  with  a  fmiiing  cheek ; 

A  goodly  apple  rotten  at  the  heart. 

O   what  a  goodly  outlide  faifehood  hath  ! 
'shy.  Three  thoufand  ducats  !  'tis  a  good  round  fum. 

Three  months  from  tweue,  then  let  me  fee  the  rate. 
Anth'  Well,  Shylock,  fhall  we  be  beholden  to  you..- 
Shy.  Signior  Anthonio,  many  a  time  and  oft 

Li  the  Ryalto  you  have  rated  me. 

About  my  m.onies  and  my  uiances. 

Still  have  I  borne  it  witli  a  patient  fhrug; 

(For  futferance  is  the  badge  of  all  our  tribe.) 

You  call  me  milbeliever,  cut-throat  dog, 

And  fpit  upon  my  Jewilh  gaberdine  ; 

And  all  for  ufe  of  that  which  Is  my  own. 

Well  then,  it  new  appears,  you  need  my  help  : 

Go  to  then;  you  come  to  me,  and  you  fay, 

Shylock,  we  would  have  monies  ;  you  fay  fo  ; 

You,  that  did  void  your  rheum  upon  my  beard,  ' 

And  foot  me,  as  you  fpurn  a  {Granger  cur 

Over  your  threfho'd  :  money  is  your  fuit; 

Whatlhould  I  fay  to  you  ?  fhould  1  not  fay, 

Hatli  a  dog  money  ?  Is  it  pofilble 

A  cur  can  lend  three  thoufand  ducats  I  Or, 

Shall  I  bend  low,  and  in  a  bondman's  key. 

With  bated  breath,  and  whifp 'ring  humblenefs,^ 

Say  this, — Fair  Sir,  you  fpit  en  m.e  laft  Wedncfday . 

You  fpurn'd  me  fuch  a  day  ;   another  time 

You  caird  me  dog  ;  and  for  thefe  curtefies, 

m  lend  you  thus  much  monies  ! 

Afith.  I  am  as  like  to  call  thee  Co  again. 

To  fpit  on  thee  again,  to  fpurn  thee  too- 

If  thou  wilt  lend  this  money,  lend  it  not 

As  to  thy  friend,  (for  v/hen  did  frlendfhip  take 

A  breed*  of  barren  metal  of  his  friend  ^ 

But  lend  It  rather  to  thine  enemy; 

*  Breed  of  metal,  me anijtg  money  at  ufury,  money 

that  breeds  more. The  old  editions  (t-wo  if  then:) 

hiVi  it,  A  bribe  of  barren  metal 

H  3  "Who.. 
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Who,  If  he  break,  thou  may'ft  with  better  face 
Exa<;^  the  penalty. 

Shj.  Why,  how  you  ftorm  \ 
I  would  be  friends  with  you,  and  have  your  love  ; 
Forget  the  Ihames  that  you  have  ftain'd  me  with ; ' 
Supply  your  prefent  wants,   and  take  no  doit 
Of  ufance  for  my  monies,  and  you'll  not  hear  mc  t 
This  is  kind  I  offer. 

A?ith.  This  were  kindnefs. 

Shj.  This  kindnefs  will  I  (how; 
Go  With  me  to  a  notary,  feal  me  there- 
Your  fingle  bond ;   and  in  a  merry  /port, 
If  you  repay  me  not  on  fuch  a  day. 
In  fiich  a  place,  fuch  (am,   or  funis,   as  ar© 
KxprefsM  in  the  condition,   let  the  forfeit 
Be  nominated  for  an  equal  pound 
Of  your  fair  flefh,  to  be  cut  off  and  taken 
In  what  part  of  your  body  it  fhall  pleafe  mc. 

Ardh.  Content,  in  faith ;  Fil  feal  to  liich  a  bond, 
And  fay  there  is  much  kindnefs  in  the  Jew. 

Bajf.  You  (hall  not  feal  to  fuch  a  bond  for  me, 
rii  rather  dwell  in  my  neceflity. 

J?ith.  Why,  fear  not,  man;   I  will  not  forfeit  it; 
Within  thefe  two  months,   (that's  a  month  before 
This  bond  expires)  I  do  expe(ft  return 
Of  thrice  three  times  the  value  of  this  bond. 

Skj.  O  father  Abraham,  what  thefe  Chriftians  are  ! 
Whofe  own  hard  dealings  teach  them  to  fiiipeft 
The  thoughts  of  others  !   Pray  you  te'l  me  this, 
if  he  (hould  break  his  day,  what  (hould  I  gain 
By  the  exaclion  of  the  Ibrfeiture  ? 
A  pound  of  man's  flefh,  taken  from  a  man^ 
Is  not  fb  eftlmabte  or  profitable. 
As  flefh  of  muttons,  beefs,   or  goats.     I  fay. 
To  buy  his  favour,  I  extend  this  friendnilp; 
}f  he  will  take  it,  fo  ;   if  not,  adieu ; 
Aiid  for  my  love,  I  pray  you  wrong  me  not. 
Anth.  Yes,  Shylock,  I  will  feal  unto  this  bond. 
Shj.  Then  meet  me  forthwith  at  the  notary's. 
Give  hUn  dir£<ftIon  for  this  merry  bond. 
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And  I  will  go  and  purfe  the  ducats  ftrait ; 

See  to  my  houfe,  left  in  the  fearlefs  guard 

Of  an  unthrifty  knave,  and  prefently  ^   ^ 

I  will  be  with  you.  [Ea/^ . 

Anth.  Hie  thee,  gentle  Jew. 
This  Hebrew  will  turn  Chriftian  ;  he  grows  kind. 

Bajf.  I  like  not  fair  terms,  and  a  villain's  mind. 

Anth.  Come  on,  In  this  there  can  be  no  difmay  ; 
My  (liips  come  home  a  month  before  the  day. 

[Excu?it, 

ACT        n.  SCENE        L 

Belmont. 

Enter  Morochius,  a  Tawij  Moor,  all  /«  xvUte  ;  and 
three  or  four  folh-wers  accordingh  ;  W^/;  Portia,  Ne» 
rilTa,  ani  her  train.     Fiotirijh  cornets. 

Mor.  "X /flflike  me  not  for  my  complexion, 

IVl     The  ftadow'd  livery  of  the  burniih'd  fun^. 
To  whom  I  am  a  neighbour,  and  near  bred. 
Bring  me  the  faireft  creature  northward  born, 
Whe°re  Phoebus'  fire  fcarce  thaws  the  icicles, 
And  let  us  make  incifion  for  your  love, 
To  prove  whofe  blood  is  leddeft,  his  or  mine. 
I  tell  thee,  lady,   this  afpeot  of  mine 
Hath  fear'd  the  valiant ;  by  my  love,  I  fwear, 
The  beft  regarded  virgins  of  our  ciim.e 

Have  lov'd  it  too  :  I  would  not  change  this  hue, 
Except  to  fteal  your  thoughts,  my  gentle  Qvieeno 
Por.  In  terms  of  choice  I  am  not  folely  led 

By  nice  dircvflion  of  a  maiden's  eyes  : 

Befides,  the  lottery  of  my  deltiny 

Bars  me  the  right  of  voluntary  chufing. 

But  if  my  father  had  not  fcanted  me. 

And  hedg'd  me  by  his  wit  to  yield  myfelf 

His  wife,  who  wins  me  by  that  means  I  told  you  J  ■ 

Yourfelf,  renowned  Prnce,  then  flood  as  fair, 

As  any  comer,  T  have  look'd  on  yet, 

Jfor  m}'  af^e£t)on. 

Mor.  Ev'n  for  that  1  tha.nk  you ; . 

Therefore, 
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Therefore,  I  pray  you,  lead  me  to  the  cafkets 
To  try  my  fortune.     By  this  fcimitar, 
That  flew  the  Sophy  and  a  Perfian  Prirxe, 
That  von  three  fields  of  Sultan  Solyman, 
I  would  outdare  the  flerneft  eyes  that  look. 
Outbrave  the  heart  nioft  daring  on  the  eartli, 
Piuck  the  young  fucking  cubs  from  the  fhe-benr. 
Yea.  mock  che  lion  when  he  roars  for  pre}^. 
To  win  thee.  Lady.     But,  alas  the  while  ! 
If  Hercules  ard  Lichas  play  at  dice 
Which  is  the  better  m:m,   the  greater  throw 
Maj"^  turn  by  fortune  from  the  weaker  hand  : 
So  is  Alcides  beaten  by  his  page ; 
And  fo  ma}-  I,   blind  fortune  leading  me, 
Mifs  that,  which  one  unworthier  may  attain  ; 
And  die  with  grieving. 

Por.  You  inulT:  take  your  chance. 
And  either  not  attempt  to  chufc  at  all. 
Or  fwear,  before  you  chufe,  if  you  chufe  wrongs 
Never  to  fpeak  to  a  lady  afterward 
In  way  of  marriage^   therefore  be  advis'd. 

Mor.  Nor  will  not;    therefore   bring   me  to  my 

chance. 
Por.  Firfl,  forward  to  the  temple  ;   jjfter  dinner    ' 
Your  hazard  fiia'I  be  made. 

Mor.  Good  fortune  then,  ICorncts. 

To  make  me  blefs'd,   or  curfed'il  among  men  ! 

[Exeu/}ti 
SCENE     II.         Changes  to  Venice. 
Enter  Launcelot  alone. 
Laun.  Certainly  my  conicience  wi'l  ferve  m.e  to  run 
from  this  Jew  my  mafter.     The  fiend  is  at  mine  elbow, 
and  tempts  me,  fayinp;  to  arse,  Gobbo,  Launcelot  Gob- 
bo,  good  Launcelot,  or  good  Gobbo,  or  good  Launce- 
lot Gobbo,  ufe  your  legs,    take  the  ftart,  runaway. 
My  conicience  fays,  No  ;  take  heed,  honeft  Launcelot; 
take  hecc,    honeft  Gobbo  :     or,    as  aforefaid,    honeft 
Launcelot  Gobbo,  do  net  run ;  (corn  running  with  thy 
heels.    Well,  the  moft  courageous  fiend  bids  me  rack; 
Via  !  fays  the  fend  ;     Away  !    fays  the  fiend  ;   for  the 
hcav'as  roufe  up  a  brave  iiund,  fays  the  fiend,  and 

run. 
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nin.  V/cll,  my  confcience,  hanging  about  the  neck 
of  my  heart,  fays  very  wifely  to  me,  My  honeft  friend 
Launcelot,  being  an  honeft  man's  fon,  or  rather  an 

honeft  woman's   fon (for  indeed  my   father  did 

fomething  fmack,  fomcthing  grow  to  ;  he  had  a  kind 

of  tafte  ;) well,  my  confcience  fays.  Budge  not ; 

Budge,  fays  the  fiend;  Budge  not,  fays  my  confcience; 
Conlcienc*,  fay  I,  you  counfei  iii;  Fiend,  fay  I,  you 
counlcl  i'l.  To  be  ruPd  by  my  ccn^cier.ce,  I  Ihould 
(tay  with  the  Jew  my  mafler,  who,  G.  d  b'efs  the  mark, 
is  a  kind  of  devil  ;  and  to  run  aw.y  from  the  Jew,  I 
fhould  be  ru!ed  by  the  fend,  who,  faving  j'-our  reve- 
rence, is  the  devil  himfelf.  Certainly  the  Jew  Is  the 
very  devil  incarnal ;  and  in  n"y  confcience,  mv  con-, 
fcience  is  but  a  kind  of  hard  confcience,  to  offer  to 
counfei  me  to  ftay  with  the  Jew.  The  fend  gives  the 
more  friendly  counfei ;  I  will  run,  f:end,  my  heels  arc 
at  your  commandment,   I  will  run. 

Rjiter  oil  Gobbo,  ivith  a  hajket. 

Gob.  Mafrer  young  m,an,  you,  I  pray  you,  which  is 
the  way  to  Mafrer  Jew's  ? 

haun.  O  hcav'ns,  this  is  my  true-begotten  father, 
who  being  m.ore  than  fand-blind,  high-gravel-blind, 
knows  me  not ;   I  will  try  confufions  with  him. 

Gob.  Mafler  young  Gentleman,  I  pray  you,  which 
is  the  way  to  Mafler  Jew's  \ 

Laun.  Turn  up,  on  your  right  hand  at  the  next 
turning,  but  at  the  next  turning  of  all,  on  your  left; 
marry,  at  the  very  next  turning  turn  of  no  h&nd,  but 
turn  down,  indireftly  to  the  Jew's  hovfe. 

Gob.  By  God's  fonties,  'twill  be  a  hard  way  to  hit : 
can  you  tell  m.e  whether  one  I.auncelot,  that  dwells 
with  him,  dwell  with  him  or  no  ? 

Laun.  Talk  yon  of  young  Mafter  Launcelot?  (mark 
ttie  now,  now  will  I  raife  the  vtaters) ;  talk  you  of 
young  Mafler  Launcelot  ? 

Gob.  No,  Mafler,  Sir,  but  a  poor  man's  Ton.  His 
father,  though  I  fay't,  is  an  honeft  exceeding  poor 
man,  and,  God  be  thanked,  well  to  live. 
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Laun.  "Well,  let  his  father  be  vihat  he  will,  wc  talk 
of  young  MEiter  Launcelot. 

Goi.  Your  worfliip's  frirnd  and  Launcelct,  Sir. 

Laun.  But  1  pray  you  erf^o,  o.d  man;  ergo,  Ibe- 
fcech  you,  talk  you  of  young  Maflcr  Lauiice'ot? 

Goh.  OfLaunce'ot,  an^t  pleafe  your  Mafterfhip.  ^ 

Laufh  Er^o,  Mafter  Launcelot ;  talk  not  of  Matter 
Launceiot,  father,  for  the  young  gentlei-nan  (accord- 
ing to  fates  and  deftinies,  and  fuch  odd  fayings,  the 
fibers  three,  and  {ii;h  branches  of  learning)  is  indeed 
deceaftd  ;  or,  as  you  would  i^'dy,  in  plain  terms,  gone 
to  heav'n. 

Goh,  Marry,  God  forbid  !  the  boy  was  the  very  ftaff 
of  my  age,   iry  very  prop. 

haun.  Do  I  look  like  a  cudgel,  or  a  hovcl-poft,  a 
ftaiT  or  a  prop  ?  Do  you  know  me,  father  ? 

Goh.  A'ack  the  day,  I  know  you  not,  young  gentle- 
man ;  but,  I  pray  you,  tell  n;C,  is  my  boy,  God  reft 
his  foul,  alive  or  dead  \ 

haun.  Do  you  not  know  me,  father? 

Gof\  A'ack,  Sir,  I  am  fard-blind,  I  know  yo«  not. 

'Laun.  Nay,  indeed,  if  ^- ou  had  ycur  eyes,  you  might 
fail  of  the  knowing  me  :  it  is  a  wife  father  that  knows 
his  own  child.  Well,  o'd  man,  I  will  tell  you  news 
ofyourfon;  p.ive  me  5'^our  bleffing,  truth  will  come 
to  light ;  murder  cannot  be  hid  long,  a  man's  fon 
may  ;   but  in  the  end,   truth  will  out. 

Gob.  Pray  you.  Sir,  ftand  up ;  I  am  fure  you  arc 
not  Launcelot  my  boy. 

Laun.  Pray  you,  let's  have  no  more  fooling  about 
It,  but  give  mc  your  blefHng  ;  I  am  Launcelot,  yo^xi 
boy  that  was,  your  fon  that  is,  your  child  that  Ihall 
be. 

Gob.  I  cannot  think  you  are  my  fon. 

Laun.  I  know  not  what  I  fliall  think  of  that :  but 
I  am  Launcelot  the  Jew's  man,  and,  I  am  fure,  Marge- 
ry 5'our  wife  is  rr.y  mother. 

Gnh.  Her  name  is  Margery,  indeed.  I'll  be  fvi'orn, 
if  thou  beLaunce'ot.  thou  art  my  own  flefh  and  blood: 
Lord  worlhipp'd  might  he  be  !  what  a  beard  haft  thou 

got? 
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got?  thou  haft  got  more  hair  on  thy  chin,  than  Dob- 
bin my  thili-horie  has  on  his  tail. 

L.m7u  It  (hould  Teem  then,  that  Dobbin's  taiirgrows 
backward  ;  1  am  fure,  he  had  more  hair  on  his  tail, 
than  1  have  on  my  face,  when  I  lall:  faw  him. 

Goh.  Lord,  how  art  thou  chang'd !  how  doft  thou 
and  thy  maftcr  agree  I  I  have  brought  him  a  prefent ; 
how  agree  you  now  ? 

Laun.  Well,  well.  But  for  mine  own  part,  as  I  have 
fet  up  my  reft  to  run  away,  fo  I  will  not  reft  till  I  have 
nin  feme  ground.  My  mafter's  a  very  Jew  :  give  hinn 
a  prefent !  give  him  a  halter  r  I  am  familh'd  in  his 
fervice.  You  may  tell  every  finger  I  have  with  my 
ribs.  Father,  I  am  glad  j'ou  are  come  ;  give  mc  your 
prefent  to  one  Mafcer  Baflanio,  who  indeed  gives  rare 
new  llv  eries  ;  if  I  ferve  him  not,  I  will  nm  as  far  as 
God  has  any  ground.  O  rare  fortune,  here  comes  the 
man;  to  him,  father,  for  I  am  a  Jew,  if  I  ferve  the 
Jew  any  longer. 

Enter  Baflanio  -with  Leonardo,  cmd  a  follower  or 
tivo  more. 

Bajf.  You  may  do  fo  ;  but  let  it  be  fo  haftcd,  that 
fupper  be  ready  at  the  fartheft  by  five  of  the  clock  : 
fee  thefc  letters  deliver'd,  put  the  liveries  to  making, 
and  defire  Gratiaj  o  to  come  anon  to  my  lodging. 

Laun.  To  him,  father. 

Goh.  God  blefs  your  V/orfhip  ! 

Bajf.  Gramercy,  wouldft  thou  aught  with  mc? 

Gob.  Here's  my  fon,  Sir,  a  poor  boy, 

Laun.  Not  a  poor  boy.  Sir,  but  the  rich  Jew's  man, 
that  would,  Sir,  as  my  father  ft>all  fpecify, 

Gob.  He  hath  a  great  infedion.  Sir,  as  one  would 
fay,  to  ferve. 

Laun.  Indeed,  the  ftiort  and  the  long  is,  I  ferve  the 
Jew,  and  have  a  defire,  as  my  father  fhall  fpecify, —  . 

Gob.  His  mafter  and  he,  faving  your  Worftiip's  re- 
verence, are  fcarce  catercoufins. 

Laun.  To  be  brief,  the  very  truth  is,  that  the  Jew, 
having  done  me  wrong,  doth  caufe  me,  as  my  father, 

feeing  I  hope  an  old  man,  fliali  frutify  unto  you, 

Got't 
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Gob.  I  have  here  a  dUh  of  doves,  that  I  would  be- 
ftow  upon  your  worlhip  ;  and  my  fuit  i*— — -^ 

Laufj.  In  very  brief,  the  fuit  is  impertinent  to  my- 
fclf,  as  your  Worfhip  fhall  know  by  this  honeft  old 
man ;  and,  though  i  iay  it,  though  old  man,  yet  poor 
man  my  father. 

Baff.  One  fpeak  for  both,  what  would  you? 

Laun.  Serve  ycu,  Sir. 

Gob.  This  is  the  very  defefl  of  the  matter,   Sir. 

Bajf.  I  know  thee  well,  thou  hail  obtaln'd  thy  fuit; 
Shylock,  thy  mafter,  fpoke  with  me  this  day. 
And  hath  preferr'd  thee  ;   if  it  be  preferment 
To  leave  a  rich  Jew's  fervice  to  become 
The  follower  of  fo  poor  a  gentleman. 

Lazin.  The  old  proverb  is  ver}^  well  parted  between 
my  mafter  Shylock  and  you.  Sir;  you  have  the  grace 
of  God,  Sir,   and  he  hath  enough. 

Bajf.  Thou  fpeak'ft  it  well;  go,  father,  with  thy  fon: 
Take  leave  of  thy  old  mafter,  and  enijuirc 
My  lodging  cut ;   give  him  a  iiverj^ 
More  guarded  than  his  fellows :  fee  it  done. 

Laun.  Father,  in;  I  cannot  get  a  fervice,  no?  I 
have  ne'er  a  tongue  in  my  head?  well,  If  any  man  in 
Italy  have  a  fairer  table  *  v^hich  doth  ******  f  offer 
to  fwear  npon  a  book,  3  fliail  have  good  fortune  ;  go 
to,  here's  a  fimple  line  of  life;  here's  a  fmall  trifle  of 
wives.  Alas,  fifteen  wives  is  nothing,  eleven  widows 
and  nine  maids  is  a  fin-jple  coming-in  for  one^  man  ! 
and  then  to  'fcape  drowning  thrice,  and  to  be  In  peril 
of  my  life  with  the  edge  of  a  feather-bed,  here  are 
fimple  Ycapes  !  well.  If  fortune  be  a  woman,  (he's  a 
good  winch  for  this  geer.  Father,  com.e  ;  I'll  take  my 
leave  of  the  Jew  In  the  twinkling  of  an  eye. 

[Exeu7:t  Laun.  and  Gob. 

Bajf.  I  pray  thee,  good  Leonardo,  think  on  this. 

*  Looking  07t  his  own  hand. 

t  The  Chafm  may    be  thus  fujypUcd,  doth   [promife 
eoodluck,  I  am  mirtaken.  Idurftalmoft]  olTer,  (h-c- 
**  Thdc 
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Thefc  things  being  bought  and  orderly  beftowcd, 

Return  in  hafte,  fori  do  feaft  to-night 

My  beft-eftecm'd  acquaintance  ;   hie  thetr",  go. 

Leno.  My  beft  endeavours  (hall  be  done  herein. 
SCENE     lU,         £«/fr  Gratiano. 

Gra.  Where  is  your  mafter? 

Leov.  Yonder,  Sir,   he  walks  [£>.  Leonardo. 

Gra.     Signior  Baflanio, 

BAJf.  Gratiano  ! 

Gra.  I  have  a  fuit  to  you. 

Baff.  You  have  obtainM  it- 

Grd.  You  mufi  not   deny  me ;  I  muft  go  v;ith  you 
to  Belmont. 

B.ijf.  Why,  then  you  muft  :  but  hear  thcc,  Gratiano, 
Thou  art  too  wild,  too  rude,  and  bold  of  voice; 
Parts  that  become  thee  happily  enough, 
And  in  fuch  eyes  as  ours  appear  not  faults  : 
But  where  thou  art  not  known,  why,   there  they  (hsw 
Something  too  liberal ;  pra}'-  thee,   take  pain 
T'aliay  with  feme  cold  drops  of  modcfly 
Thy  {kipping  fpirit ;  left,  through  thy  wild  behaviour, 
I  be  milconfiru^d  in  the  place  I  go  to, 
And  iofe  my  hopes. 

Gra.  Signior  Baflanio,  hear  mc^ 
If  I  do  not  put  on  a  fober  habit. 
Talk  with  refpeft,  and  f\vear  but  new  and  then, 
Wear  prayer  books  in  my  pocket,  look  demurely; 
Nay  more,  while  grace  is  faying,  hood  mine  eye 
Thus  with  my  hat,   and  figh,   and  fay,  Amen; 
Ufe  all  th'  obfcrvance  of  civility. 
Like  one  well  ftudied  in  a  fad  oftent 
To  pleafe  his  gran  dam  ;   never  truft  me  more 

Ba^,  Well,  we  Ihall  fee  your  bearing. 

Gra.  Nay,  but  I  bar  to-night,  you  fliall  not  gage  me 
By  what  we  do  to-night. 

Bafj".  No,  that  were  pity. 
I  would  intreat  you  rather  to  put  on 
Your  boldeft  fuit  of  mirth,  for  we  have  friends 
Thatpurpofe  merriment :  but  fare  you  well, 
I  have  fome  bufmefs. 

Vol.  H.  :X  C^a* 
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Gra.  And  1  muft  to  Lorenzo  and  the  reH: 
But  we  will  vifjt  you  at  rupper-time-  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     IV.        Cha72gcs  to  Shy  lock's  koufc. 
Enter  JelTica  and  Laimcelot. 

'Jef.  I'm  forry  thou  wilt  leave  my  father  fo; 
Our  houfe  is  hell,  and  thou,  a  merry  devil, 
Didft  rob  it  of  fome  tafte  of  tedioufnefs  ; 
But  fare  thee  well,  there  is  a  ducat  for  thee. 
And,  Launeeiot,  foon  at  fupper  (halt  thou  fee 
Lorenzo,  who  is  th}^  new  mafter's  gueft. 
Give  him  this  letter;   do  it  fecretly, 
And  fo  farewel :  I  would  not  have  my  father 
See  me  talk  with  thee. 

Lrt«;?.  Adieu!  tears  exhibit  my  tongue;  moft  beau- 
tiful Pagan,  mofl:  flveet  Jew  !  if  a  Chriflian  did  not  play 
the  knave  and  get  thee,  I  am  much  deceived.  But,  a- 
dieu!  thefe  fooillh  drops  do  fomewhat  drown  my  man- 
ly fpirit :  adieu  !  [Exit, 

'Jef.  Farewel,  good  Launeeiot. 
Alack,  what  heinous  fm  is  it  in  me, 
-To  be  afliam'ii  to  be  my  father's  child? 
But  though  I  am  a  daughter  to  his  blood, 

am  not  to  his  manners.     O  Lorenzo, 
If  thou  keep  promife,  I  fhall  end  this  ftrlfe. 
Become  a  Chriflian,  and  thy  loving  wife.  [ExiU 

SCENE     V.         The  Street. 

JBwf^r  Gratiano,  Lorenzo,  Solarino,  rtW  Salanic 

Lor.  Nay,  we  will  flink  away  in  fuppcr-time,  dif- 
guife  us  at  my  lodging,  and  return  all  in  an  hour. 

Gra.  We  have  not  made  good  preparation. 

Sal.  We  have  not  fpoke  us  yet  of  torch-bearers. 

Soil.  'Tis  vile,  unlefs  it  may  be  quaintly  ordered; 
And  better  in  my  mind  not  undertook. 

Lor.  'Tis  now  but  four  o'clock,  we  have  two  hour? 
To  furnifti  us.     Friend  Launeeiot,  what's  the  news  ?  ; 
Enter  Launeeiot,  Ti'ith  a  letter- 

Latin.  An  it  fhall  pleafc  you  to  break  up  this,  it  fhall 
ftem  to  fjgnify. 

Lor.  I  know  the  hand ;  in  faith,  'tis  a  fair  hand ; 
An*^  whiter  than  the  paper  it  writ  on, 
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Is  the  fair  hand  that  writ. 

Gni.  Love-news,  in  faith. 

Laufi.  By  your  leave.  Sir. 

Lor.  Whither  goeft  thou  ? 

Lauf2.  Marry,  Sir,  to  bid  my  old  mafter  the  Jew  t» 
flip  to-night  with  my  new  m alter  the  Chriftian. 

Lor.  Hold,  here,  take  this  ;   tell  gentle  Jeflica, 
I  will  not  fail  her ;   '(peak  it  privately. 

Go. Gentlemen,  will  you  prepare  for  this  maf^ue 

to-night  ? 
I  am  pro^  Ided  of  a  torch-bearer.  [^Exif.  Laun« 

SaL  Ay,  marry,  I'll  be  gone  about  It  ftrait. 

Soli.  And  fo  win  I. 

Lor.  Meet  me,  and  Gratiano, 
At  Gratiano^s  lodging  fome  hour  hence. 

S.1I.  Tis  good,  we  do  fo.  [E^/V. 

Gra.  Was  not  that  letter  from  fair  Jeftica  ? 

Lor.  I  muft  Reeds  tell  thee  all ;   (he  hath  dirciflcd. 
How  I  fliall  take  her  from  her  father's  houfe, 
What  gold  and  jewels  (he  Is  furnlCh'd  with, 
What  page's  foit  (he  hath  In  readinefs. 
If  e'er  the  Jew  her  father  come  to  heav'n. 
It  will  be  for  his  gentle  daughter's  fake? 
And  never  dare  misfortune  crofs  her  foot, 
Unlefs  (he  doth  It  under  this  excufe. 
That  (he  is  liTue  to  a  faithlefs  Jew. 
Come,  go  with  me  ;  purlue  this,  as  thou  goeft  ; 
Fair  Je(Iica  (hall  be  my  torch-bearer.  lExeunt. 

SCENE     VI.       S'^y/ock's  houfc. 
Enter  Shylock  ^/ziLauncelot. 

Shy.  W^cll,   thou   (halt  fee,  thy   eyes  (hall  be  thy 
judge, 
The  difference  of  old  Shylock  and  BafTanlo. 

What,  Jedica  ! thou  (halt  not  gormandize. 

As  thou  haft  done  with  me — what,  Jeffica  ! — 
And  (Icep  and  fhore,  and  rend  apparel  out. 
Why,  Je(rica  !  I  fay. 

Lauu.  Why,  Jcffica  ! 

S'y.  Who  bids  thee  call  ?  I  did  not  bid  thee  call. 

I  2  Liiun, 
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Laun.  Your  Worfhlp  was  wont  to  tell  me,  that! 
could  do  nothing  without  bidding. 

Enter  Jeffica. 

Jef.  Call  you  ?  what  is  your  will  ? 

Shy.  I  am  bid  forth  to  fupper,  JeHica  ; 
There  are  my  keys.     But  wherefore  fliould  I  go  ? 
1  am  not  bid  for  love  ;   they  flatter  me  : 
But  yet  I'll  go  in  hate,  to  feed  upon 
The  prodigal  Chriftian.     Jeffica,  my  girl. 
Look  to  my  houfe ;    I  am  right  loth  to  go  ; 
There  is  fome  ill  a-brewing  towards  my  reft, 
For  I  did  dream  of  money-bags  to-night. 

Lautt.  I  befeech  you.  Sir,  go  ;  my  young  mafler 
doth  expeft  your  reproach. 

Shy.  So  do  I  his. 

Laun.  And  they  have  ccnfpired  together,  I  will  not 
lay  you  Ihall  fee  a  mafque ;  but  if  you  do,  then  it 
was  not  for  nothing  that  my  nofe  fell  a  bleeding  on 
black  Monday  laft,  at  fix  oVIock  i'  th^  morning,  fall- 
ing out  that  year  on  Afn^  Wednefday  was  four  year  ia 
the  afternoon. 

S'})\  What?  are  there  maf^ues?    hear  you  me,  Jei^ 
fca. 
Lock  up  my  doors ;  and  when  you  hear  the  druaj> 
And  the  vile  fqueaking  of  the  wry-netk'd  fife, 
Clamber  not  you  up  to  the  cafements  then, 
Nor  thruft  your  head  into  the  public  ftreet, 
To  gaze  on  Chriftian  fools  with  varnlfhM  faces. 
But  ilop  my  houfe's  ears  ;  I  m.ean,  my  cafements; 
Let  not  the  found  of  fliallow  foppery  enter 
My  fober  houfe.     By  Jacob's  flaff,  I  fwear, 
I  have  no  mind  of  feafting  forth  to-night. 
But  I  will  go  ;   go  you  before  me,  firrah. 
Say,  I  will  come. 

Latm.  I  will  go  before.  Sir. 
Miftrefs,  look  out  at  window,  for  all  this ; 
There  will  come  a  Chriftian  by. 
Will  be  worth  a  Jewefs'  eye.  [Exit.  Latin. 

Sbi.  What  fays  that  fool  of  Hagar*  offspring,  ha? 

'Jtf.  His  words  were,  Farewel,  Miftrefs ;    nothing 

S-rj. 
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Sh.  The  patch  is  kind  enough,  but  a  huge  feeder  .• 
Sr.ail-flow  in  profit,  but  he  fleeps  by  day- 
More  than  the  wild  cat ;   drones  hive  not  v/ith  me. 
Therefore  I  part  with  him  ;   and  part  with  him 
To  one,  that  I  would  have  him  help  to  wafte 
His  boi  row'd  purfe.     Well,  Jeflica,  go  in  ; 
Perhaps  I  will  return  immediately  ; 

Do,  as  I  bid  you 

Shut  the  doors  after  you  :  Faft  bind,  fajl  find ; 

A  proverb  never  Ilale  in  thrifty  mind.  [E^tt. 

Jef.  Farewel  :  and  if  my  fortune  be  not  croft, 
I  have  a  father,  you  a  daughter,  loft.  [Exit. 

SCENE     Vir.         The  Jireet. 
Kilter  Gratiano  end  Salanio  in  mafquerade. 

Gra.  This  is  the  pent-houfe  under  which  Lorenzo 
defired  us  to  m.ake  a  ftand. 

Sdl.  His  hour  is  almoft  paft. 

Gnu  And  it  is  marvel  he  out-dwells  his  hour, 
Tor  lovers  ever  run  before  the  clock. 

Sai.  (y,  ten  times  fafter  Venus^  widgeons  fly 
To  feal  love's  bonds  new  made,  than  they  are  wont 
To  keep  obliged  faith  unforfeited  ! 

Gra.  That  ever  holds.     Who  rifeth  from  a  feal^ 
V/iih  that  keen  appetite  that  he  fiis  down  ? 
Where  is  the  horfe  that  doth  untread  again 
His  tedious  meafurcs  with  th'  unbated  fire. 
That  he  did  pace  them  firft  ?  All  things  that  are. 
Are  with  more  fpirit  chafed  than  enjoy'd. 
How  like  a  younker,   or  a  prodigal, 
The  fcarfed  bark  puts  from  her  native  bay, 
Hugg'd  and  embraced  by  the  ftrumpet  wind  ! 
How  like  the  prodigal  doth  (he  return, 
With  over-weather'd  ribs  and  ragged  fails. 
Lean,  rent,  and  beggar'd  by  the  ftrumpet  wind  !' 
Enter  Lorenzo. 

S.:L  Here  comes  Lorenzo  :  more  of  this  hereafter. 

Lor.  Sweet  friends,  your  patience  for  may  long  a  - 
bode ; 
Not  I,  but  m.y  affairs,  have  m.ade  you  wait ; 

I-  3.  Whsa. 
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When  you  fhall  pleafe  to  play  the  thieves  for  wives, 
I'll  watch  as  long  for  you  then  :  come,  approach  ;j 
Here  dwells  my  father  Jew.     Hoa,  who's  within  ? 
Jeffica  ahove,  in  bofs  cloaths. 
Jef.  Who  are  you  ?  tell  me  for  more'certalnLy, 
Albeit,  ril  flvear,  that  I  do  know  your  tongue. 
Lor.  Lorenzo,  and  thy  love. 
'Jef.  Lorenzo,  certain,  and  my  love,  indeed; 
For  who  love  1  £o  much  ?  and  now  who  knows, 
Bxit  you,  Lorenzo,  whether  I  am  your's  ? 

Lor.  Heaven,    and  thy  thoughts,  are  witnefs  that 

thou  art. 
Jef.  Here  catch  this  cafket,  it  is  worth  the  pains. 
I'm  glad,  'tis  night,  you  do  not  look  on  me; 
l^or  I  am  much  adiam'd  of  my  exchange ; 
Rut  love  is  blind,  and  lovers  cannot  fee  "* 

The  pretty  follies  that  tbemfelves  commit ;  i 

Kor  if  they  could,  Cupid  himfelf  would  blufh, 
To  fee  me  thus  transformed  to  a  boj^ 

Lor.  Defcend,  for  you  muft  be  my  torch-bearer. 
']ef.  What,  muft  I  hold  a  cand!e  to  my  (hames  ? 
They  in  tbemfelves,  goodfooth,  are  too,  too  light. 
Why,  'tis  an  office  of  difcovery,  love, 
-hnil  fiiould  he  obfcnr'd. 
Lor.  So  are  you  {\veet, 
Ev'n  in  in  the  lovely  garnifh  of  a  boy. 

"But  come  at  once 

For  the  clofe  night  dOth  play  the  run-away, 
And.  we  are  ftaid  for  at  BafTanio's  feaft. 

[u'f.  I  will  make  faft  the  doors,  and  gild  myfelf 
With  f-jme  more  ducats,  and  be  with  you  ftrait 

[Exit  from  abov!' 
(Ira.  Now,  by  m.y  hood,  a  Gentile,  and  no  Jew. 
L^ir.  Befhrew  m.c,  but  I  love  her  heartily; 
For  file  is  wife,  if  I  can  judge  of  her; 
And  fair  file  is,  if  that  mine  eyes  be  true ; 
And  true  (he  is,  as  ih'e  hath  prov'd  herfclf ; 
And  therefore  like  herfelf,  wife,  fair,  and  true, 

ibluU  flie  he  placfd  in  my-conftant  foul. 

Entif 
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Enter  JefCca,  to  them. 
What,  art  thou  come?  on>  Gentlemen,  away; 
Ourmaf^ulng  mates  by  this  time  for  us  ftay.  [ExcunU 
Enter  Anthonio. 

Anth  Who's  there  ! 

Gra.  Slgnior  Anthonio, 

Anth   Fie,  Gratiano,  where  arc  all  the  reft? 
Tis  nine  o'clock,  our  friends  all  ftay  for  you ; 
No  mafque  to-night,  the  wind  is  come  about, 
Baflanlo  pr^fently  will  go  aboard ; 
I  have  fent  twenty  out  to  feek  for  you. 

Gra.  Vm  glad  on't ;  I  defire  no  more  delight 
Than  to  be  under  fail,  and  gone  to-night.       [^Exeunt, 

SCENE     VIII.  Changes  to  Belvwnt. 

Enter  Portia  -with  Morochius,  and  both  their  trains. 

For.  Go  draw  afide  the  cnrtains,  and  difcover 
The  feveral  cafkets  to  this  Noble  Prince. 
Now  make  your  choice.      [Three  cajkcts  are  difcovet'd. 

Mor.  The  firft  of  gold,  which  this  infcription  bears. 
Who  chufeth  me,  jh all  gain  ivhat  many  men  defire. 
The  fecond  filver,  which  this  promife  carries. 
Who  chufeth  me,  fi all  get  as  much  as  he  defervcs. 
This  third,  dull  lead,  with  warning  all  as  blunt. 
Who  chufeth  me,  m.uji  give  and  hazard  all  he  hath. 
How  fliall  I  know.  If  I  do  chufe  the  right  ? 

For.  The  one  of  tliem  contains  my  pidure.  Prince  : 
If  you  chufe  that,  then  I  am  your's  withal.  ^ 

Mc/-,  Some  God  dirc£l  my  judgment  I    let  me  fee, 
I  will  fnrvey  th'  infcription s  back  again  ; 
What  fays  this  leaden  cafi^et  \ 
Who  chufeth  me,  muft  give  and  hazard  all  he  hath. 
Muft  give,  for  what  ?  for  lead  ?  hazard  for  lead  I 
This  cadcet  threatens.     Men  that  hazard  all. 
Do  it  in  hope  of  fair  advantages  : 
A  golden  mind  ftoops  not  to  Ihows  of  droft ; 
I'll  then  not  give,  nor  hazard  aught  for  lead. 
"What  fays  the  filver  with  her  virgin  hue  ? 
Who  chufeth  me,  pall  get  as  much  as  he  deferves. 
As  much  as  he  deferves  ?  paufe  there,  Morochius  ; 
And  weigh  thy  value  with  an  even  handt 

If 
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If  thon  be'ft  rated  by  thy  eftiination, 

Thou  doft  deferve  enough  ;  and  yet  enou'"  h. 

Way  not  extend  fo  far  as  to  the  lad}'- ; 

And  yet  to  be  afr<?id  of  my  deferving, 

\Vere  but  a  weak  difabhng  of  myfelf. 

As  much  as  I  deferve  ? — why,   that^s  the  lady  : 

I  do  in  bhth  deferve  her,  and  in  fortunes, 

In  graces,   and  in  qualities  of  breeding  : 

But  more  than  thefe,  in  love  I  do  deferve. 

Y/hat  if  I  ftray'd  no  farther,  but  chofe  here? 

Let's  fee  once  more  this  faying  grav'd  in  gold. 

JVho  chufeth  mc,  fnall  giiin  what  ///am  tnen  dcfire, 

"Why,  that's  the  lady;  all  the  world  defircs  her; 

From  the  four  corners  of  the  earth  the}'-  come 

To  kifs  this  (l-irine,  this  mortal  breathing  faint. 

Th'  Hyrcanian  deferts,  and  the  vafty  wilds 

Of  wide  iirabia,  are  as  thorough- fares  new. 

For  princes  to  come  view  fair  Portia. 

The  wat'ry  kingdom,   whofe  ambitious  head 

Spits  in  the  face  of  heaven,  is  no  bar 

To  ftop  the  foreign  fpirits  ;   but  they  come. 

As  o'er  a  brock,  to  fee  fair  Portia. 

One  of  thefe  three  contains  her  heav'n'.y  picture. 

Is'l  like,  that  lead  contains  her^   ^twcre  dan.nrtion, 

To  think  fo  bafe  a  thought :  it  were  too  grofs 

To  rib  her  cerecloth  in  the  obfcure  grave. 

Or  (hail  1  think,  in  filver  fhe's  immur'd. 

Being  ten  times  undtrvalu'd  to  try'd  gold? 

O  finful  thought,   never  fo  rich  a  gem 

Was  fct  in  worfe  than  gold  !   they  have,   in  England, 

A  coin,  that  bears  the  f  gure  of  an   angel. 

Stamped  in  gold,  bnt  that's  infculpt  upon: 

But  here  an  angel  in  a  go!den  bed 

Lies  all  within.     Deliver  me  the  key ; 

Here  do  I  chufe,  and  thrive  I  as  I  may  ' 

For.  There  take  it.  Prince ;  and   if  my  form  lie 
there. 
Then  I  am  your's.  ir;:/ockhg  the  ^oJd  cojket. 

Alar.  Ohell!  what  have  Me  here ?  a  carrion  death, 

Withr 
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"Within  whofe  empty  eye  there  is  a  fcrowl : 
ni  read  the  writing. 

All  that  gUfters  is  not  golf. 
Often  have  you  heard  that  toH  ; 
Man'f  a  nian  his  life  hath  fold. 
But  my  out  ft  Ic  to  behoH. 
Gilded  wood  may  ivorins  infold  i 
Had  'iou  been  as  nvifc  as  hol'f, 
"Young  in  limbs,  in  judgment  old. 
Your  anfiver  had  not  been  iufcrol'dp 
Fare  )0u  -well,  your  fuit  is  cold, 

Mor.  Cold,  indeed,  and  labour  loft  ;  ^ 
Then  farewel  heat,   and  welcome  froft  : 
Portia,  adieu  !   1  have  too  gr'iev'd  a  heart 
To  take  a  tedious  'eave  :  Thus  lofers  part.  [^Ex/t. 

Por.  A  gentle  riddance  :  draw  the  curtains  ;  go 
Let  all  of  his  complexion  chule  me  Co.  [ILxeunU 

SCENE     IX.  Changes  to  Venice, 

Knter  Solarino  rt«c/Sa'anio. 

Sal.  Why,  man,  I  faw  BafTanio  under  fail; 
With  him  Is  Gr-tiano  gone  along ; 
And  in  their  (hip  Fm  fure  Lorenzo  is  not- 

Sola.  The  villain  Jew,  with  outcries  rais'd  the  Dukc^ 
Who  went  with  him  to  fearch  Badanio's  fhip. 

Sal.  He  came  too  late,  the  fhip  was  under  fail ; 
But  there  the  Duke  was  given  to  underftand. 
That  in^a  gondola  were  feen  together 
Lorenzo  and  his  amVous  Jeflica  : 
Bcfides,  Anthonio  certify^  the  Duke, 
They  were  not  with  BafTanio  in  his  (hip. 

Sola.  I  never  heard  a  p aflion  fo  confus'd, 
So  ftrange,  outrageous,   and  fo  variable. 
As  the  dog  Jew  did  utter  in  the  ftrccts  ; 
My  daughter  !  O  my  du<:ats  I  O  my  daughter. 
Fled  with  a  Chriftiau?  0  my  Chriftian  ducats  ! 
Juftice,  the  law,  my  ducats,  and  my  deughter  ! 
A  feiled  bag,  two  fealed  bags  of  ducats, 
Of  double  ducats,  ftoFn  from  me  by  my  daughter  ! 
And  jewels  too,  ftonc*,  rich  and  precious  flones, 

Stol'a 
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StoFii  by  my  daughter  !  Juftice  !  find  the  -Irl; 
^hc  bath  the  flcnes  upon  her,  and  the  ducats. 

5j/.  Why,  all  the  boys  in  Venice  follow  him, 
Cry;ng,  his  Itones,  his  daughter,  and  his  ducats. 

^ola.l.a  good  Anthonio  look  he  keep  his  day  ; 
Or  he  ftall  pay  for  this.  ^ 

Sal  Marry,  well  remember'd. 
I  reafonM  with  a  Frenchman  ycderday, 
Who  told  me  in  the  narrow  ftas  that  part 
The  French  and  Eng-iih,  there  mifcarried 
A  vcHel  of  our  coiuitry  richiy  fra'jc;h£  : 
I  thought  upon  Anthonio,  when  he  tod  me. 
And  wsfn'd  in  filence  that  it  were  not  his. 
,    Sola.  You  wi^rr  be  ft  to  tell  Anthonio  what  you  hear: 
let  do  not  fldd^hiy,  for  it  may  orie  e  him. 

T  /'^■o^^""^^'"  ge-ntlen-.an  treads  not  the  earth. 

1  law  ttatisnio  and  Anthonio  part. 

Ba-TaLio  told  hit-,  he  would  vr-.skt  foi-ne  fpeed 

Of  bs  return.     He  trXx^tvcA,  .Do  not  fo  : 

Shibber  not  buHneft  for  my  fake,  Bafljinio  ; 

Bii*-  ft^y  the  very  ripino  of  the  time  : 

Ard  r-r  the  Jew's  bo.nd  which  he  hath  of  me, 

Let  it  net  er;ter  in  your  mind  of  love  : 

Ee  n-erry,   and  employ  your  chiefeft  thoughts 

To  courtfnip,  and  fuch  fair  oflents  of  love, 

As  fhail  corveniently  become  you  there. 

And  even  there,  hi^eye  being  bi?  with  tears. 

Turning  his  fare,  he  put  his  hand'bchind  him. 

And,   witli  aJeaion  wondrous  fenfible, 

He  wrung  Ba.Tanlo's  hand,  and  fo  they  parted. 

Sola.  I  think  he  only  loves  the  world  for  him. 
I  pray  thee,  let  us  go  and  find  him  out, 
And  quicken  his  embraced  heavinefs 
With  fome  delight  or  other. 

S.il.  Do  we  fo.  iExcuat; 

SCENE     X,         ChaT?ges  to  Belmont. 
Enter  NeriHa  witb  a  fcrvxnt. 
TVrr.  Qiiick,  quick,  I  pray  thee,  draw  the  curtain 
Tlie  prnvre  of  Arragon  has  ta'cn  his  oath,  [ftrait; 

And  coracs  to  his  eledicn  prefeiKly. 

Enter 
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E)/tcf  Arragon,  hh  trahi,  Portia.     Fior^  Cornets.  The 
c./JiLts  are  dij covered. 

For.  Behold,  there  ftand  the  cafkets,  Noble  Prince  : 
If  you  chufe  that  wherein  I  am  contain' J, 
Strait  fhall  our  nuptial  rites  be  folemniz'd ; 
But  if  you  fail,  without  more  Ipeech,  my  Lord, 
You  mufl  be  gone  from  hence  immediately. 

Ar.  I  am  injoin'd  by  oath  t'oblL-rve  three  things  : 
FIrft,  never  to  unfold  to  any  one 
Which  calket  'twas  I  chofe ;   next,   if  I  fail 
Of  the  right  cafket,  never  in  my  life 
To  woo  a  maid  in  way  of  marriage ; 
Laft,  if  I  fail  in  fortune  of  my  choice. 
Immediately  to  leave  ycu,  and  be  gone.         » 

For.  To  thef<;  injumflions  every  one  doth  iwear 
That  comes  to  hazard  for  m'y  worthlefs  felf. 

Ar.  And  fo  have  I  addrefs'd  me;   fortune  now 
To  my  heart's  hope  !   gold,  filver,  and  bafe  lead. 
Who  chufeth  7ne,  mufi  give  and  hazard  all  he  hath. 
You  Ihall  look  fairer,  ere  I  give  or  hazard. 
What  fays  the  golden  cheft?  ha,  let  me  fee; 
Who  chuftth  nie,  JIhiU gain  -what  matn  men  deftre. 
What  many  men  defire — that  may  be  meant 
Of  the  fool- multitude,  that  chufe  by  (how. 
Not  learning  miore  than  the  fond  eye  doth  teach ; 
Which  pry  not  to  th'  interior,  but,"  like  the  martlet, 
Builds  in  the  weather  on  the  outward  wall, 
Ev'n  in  the  force  and  road  of  cadialty. 
I  will  not  chufe  what  many  men  defre, 
Becaufe  I  will  not  jump  with  common  fpirits. 
And.  rank  me  with  th'  barbarous  multitudes. 
Why,  then,  to  thee,  thou  filver  trcafure-houfe; 
Tell  me  once  more,  what  title  thou  doft  bear. 
K''ko  chufeth  me,  pj  all  get  as  much  as  he  deferves  ; 
And  well  laid  too,  for  who  fhall  go  about 
To  cozen  fortune,  and  be  honourable 
Without  the  ftamp  of  merit?  Let  none  prefiime 
•  To ■Wear  an  undeferved  dignity  : 
O  that  eftates,  degrees,  and  offices, 
Were  not  deriv'd  corruftiv,  diat  clear  honour 

Were 
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V/ere  purchas'd  by  the  merit  of  the  wearer ! 

How  many  then  (houid  cover,  that  ftand  bare  ? 

How  many  be  commanded,  that  command? 

How  much  low  pieafantry  would  then  be  gleaned 

From  the  true  feed  of  honour:!  how  much  honour 

PlckM  from  the  chaff  and  ruin  of  the  times. 

To  be  new  vanned?  Weil,  but  to  my  choice  : 

Who  chufeth  f?te,  fhall get  as  much  cis  he  defcrves  : 

I  will  afliime  defert ;   give  me  a  key  for  thiS; 

And  inftantiy  unlock  my  fortunes  here. 

Por.  Too  long  a  paufe  for  that  which  you  find  there. 

{Unlocking  the  filvcr  aijket. 

j4r.  What's  here  !  the  portrait  of  a  blinking  idiot, 

Prefenting  me  a  fchcdiile  ?  I  will  read  it. 

How  much  unlike  art  thou  to  Portia? 

How  much  unlike  my  hopes  and  my  defervings? 

ff/'ho  chufes  inc,  flhiU  have  as  vmch  as  he  defervcs. 

Did  I  deferve  no  more  than  a  fool's  head  ? 

Is  that  my  prize?  are  my  dcferts  no  better? 

Por.  To  offend,  and  judge,  are  diflinft  ofHces, 

And  of  oppofed  natures. 

Ar.  What  is  here  ? 

The  fire  feifn  times  tried  this  ; 

Scdn  times  tried  that  judgment  is, 

That  did  never  chiife  anii[s. 

Some  there  be  th.it  fha^ioivs  kifs  ; 

Such  have  but  a  Jhado'uJs  blifs  : 

Tk(.rc  be  fools  alive,  I  ivis. 

Stiver  d  o^er,  a?id  fo  was  this. 

Take  -what  -uiifc  you  will  to  bed, 

I  will  ever  be  ^;our  head  : 

So  be  gone,  Sir,  -jou  are  fped. 

Ar.  Still  more  fool  I  fliall  appear. 

By  the  time  I  linger  here. 

With  one  fool's  head  I  came  to  woo, 

But  I  go  away  with  two. 

Sweet,  adieu  !  I'll  keep  my  oath. 

Patiently  to  bear  my  wrath.  '  [Esitt. 

Por.  Thus  hath  the  candle  fmjr/d  the  moth  : 

O  thefe  deliberate  fools !  when  they  ^o  chufe, 

They 
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They  have  the  wifdom  by  their  wit  to  lofc. 

Ker.  The  ancient  faying  is  no  hcrefy, 
Hanging  and  wiving  goes  by  deftiny. 

Por.  Come;  draw  the  curtain,  Nenlla. 
Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Where  is  my  Lady  \ 

Por.  Here,  what  would  my  Lord  ? 

Ssrv.  Madam,  there  is  alighted  at  your  gate 
A  young  Venetian,  one  that  comes  before 
To  fi<^nify  th'  approaching  of  his  Lord, 
FronTwhom  he  bringcth  fenfible  regreets  ; 
To  wit,  befides  commends  and  courteous  breath. 
Gifts  of  rich  value ;  yet,  I  have  not  feen 
So  likely  an  ambaflador  of  love. 
A  day  in  April  never  came  fo  fweet. 
To  (how  how  coftly  fummer  was  at  hand. 
As  this  fore-fpurrer  comes  before  his  Lord. 

Por.  No  more,  I  pray  thee  ;  I  am  half  afraid, 

Thou'lt  fay  anon,  he  is'fome  ktn  to  thee ; 

Thou  fpend'ft  fuch  high-day  wit  in  rraifing  him  : 

Come,  come,  Nerifla,"  for  I  long  to  fee  | 

Quick  Cupid's  poft,  that  comes  fo  mannerly.  ^ 

Ner.  Badanio,  Lord  Love,  if  thy  will  it  be  .  J 

Exeunt. 

A  C  T    m.        S  C  E  N  E    I. 

AJlreet  hiVef:ke. 
Enter  Salanlo  and  Solarino. 
Sok  "VJOW,  what  news  on  the  Ryalto? 

1^  Sul.  Why,  yet  it  lives  there  uncheck  d  that 
Anthonio  hath  a  (hip  of  rich  lading  wreckM  on  the  nar  • 
row  feas ;  the  Godwins,  I  think,  they  call  the  piace ; 
a  very  dangerous  fiat  and  fatal,  where  the  carcales  ot 
many  a  tall  (hip  lie  bury'd,  as  they  fay,  if  my  goflip  , 
Report  be  an  hor.eft  woman  of  her  word. 

Sola.  1  would  (lie  were  as  lying  a  golTip  in  that,  as  c- 
Ver  knapt  ginger,  or  made  her  neighbours  believe  Ine 
wept  for  the  death  of  a  third  hulband.    But  it  i5  true, 

j;  without 
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without  any  flips  of  prolixity,  or  crolling  the  rlalnhlgh. 
way  of  talk,  that  the  good  Anthonio,  the  honeft  An, 

thonio Othat  I  had  a  title  good  enough  to  keep  h« 

name  company!  * 

Sal  Come,  the  full  flop. 

5?Az.  Ha,  what  fay'll  thou?  why,  'the  end  Is,  he  hath 
loft  a  Ihip. 

S".?/.  I  would  It  might  prove  the  end  of  his  lofTes. 

Sola.  Let  m-e  fay  y^men  betimes,  lefl  the  devil  crofs 
thy  prayer,  for  here  he  comes  in  the  liknefs  of  a  Jew. 
How  now,  Shylock,  what  news  among  the  merchants? 
Enter  Shylock. 

Shj.  You  knew  (none  fo  well,  none  fo  well  as  you) 
of  my  daughter's  flight. 

Sal.  That's  certain ;  I,  for  my  part,  knew  the  tai- 
lor that  made  the  wings  fhe  flew  withal. 

Solu  And  Shylock,"  for  his  own  part,  knew  the  bird 
was  fledg'd,  and  then  it  is  the  complexion  of  them  all 
to  leave  the  dam. 

Shy.  She  is  damned  for  it. 

Sal.  That's  certain,  if  the  devil  may  be  her  judge. 

Shy.  My  own  flefh  and  blood  to  rebel ! 

Sola.  Out  upon  it,  old    carrion,  rebels   it  at  thefc 
years?' 
.    Shy.  I  lay,  my  daughter  is  my  flefli  and  blood. 

5".?/.  There  is  more  difference  between  thy  f5efh  and 
lier's,  than  between  jet  and  ivory;  more  between  your 
l)locds,  than  there  is  between  red  wine  and  rhenilh; 
but  tell  us,  do  you  hear,  whether  Anthonio  have  had 
any  lofs  at  fea  or  no  ? 

SJjy.  There  I  have  another  bad  match;  a  bankrupt, 
for  a  prodigal,  who  dare  fcarce  fhew  his  head  on  the 
Kyalto;  a  beggar,  that  us'd  to  come  fo  frnug  upon  tk 
mart?  let  him  look  to  his  bond;  he  was  wont  to  call 
mc  ufurer  ;  let  him  look  to  his  bond,  he  was  wont  to 
lend  money  for  a  ChriAian  courtefy ;  let  him  look  to 
his  bond. 

Sal  "Why,  I  am  fure,  if  he  forfeit,  thou  wilt  not  take 
Ms  flefh:  what's  that  good  for? 

Shy.  To  bait  f  fh  withal.  If  it  will  feed  nothing  elfft 
it  will  feed  my  revenge.    He  hath  difgrac'dme,  and 

hinder'd 
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hindcr'd  me  of  half  a  million,  laughM  at  my  loflcs* 
mock'd  at  my  gains,  fcorn'd  my  nation,  jhwarted 
my  bargains,  cooFd  my  friends,  heated  my  enemies^ 
And  what's  his  reafon?  I  am  a  Jew.  Hath  not  a  Jew 
eyes?  hath  not  a  Jew  hands,  organs,  dimenfions,.  fenfes, 
afre<ftions,  paflions?  fed  with  the  fame  food,  hurt  with 
the  fame  weapons,  fubje(fl  to  the  fame  difeafes,  heal'd 
by  the  fame  means,  warm'd  and  cool'd  by  the  fame 
winter  and  fiimmer,  as  a  Chriftian  is?  If  you  prick  ns, 
do  we  not  bleed?  if  you  tickle  us,  do  we  not  laugh? 
if  you  poifon  us,  do  we  not  die?  and  if  you  wrong 
us,  lliall  we  not  revenge  ?  If  we  are  like  you  in  the 
reft,  we  will  refemble  you  in  that-  If  a  Jew  wrong  a 
Chriftian,  what  is  his  humility  ?  revenge.  If  a  Chriftiaa 
wrong  a  Jew,  what  (hould  his  fufferance  be  by  Chrifti- 
aa, example  ?  why,  revenge.  The  villany  you  teach 
me,  I  will  execute ;  and  it  ihall  go  hard  but  I  will  bet- 
ter the  inftruftion. 

Enter  a[ervant  from  Anthonio. 

^rv.  Gentlemen,    my  mafter  Anthonio  is   at  his 
houfe,  and  defires  to  fpeak  with  you  both. 

Sal.  "We  have  been  up  and  down  to  feek  him. 
E?:tcr  Tubal. 

Sola.  Here  comes  another  of  the  tribe ;  a  third  can* 
not  be  match'd  unlefs  the  devil  himfelf  turn  Jew. 

{Exeunt  Sala.  and  Solar^ 

Shj.  How  now,  Tubal,  what  news  from  Genoa? 
baft  thou  found  my  daughter? 

Tub.  I  often  came  where  I  did  hear  of  her,  but  can- 
not find  her. 

%.  Why  there,  there,  there,  there  I  a  diamond 
gone,  coft  me  two  thoufand  ducats  in  Francfort !  the 
curfe  never  fell  upon  our  nation  till  now,  I  never  fe^t 
It  till  now ;  two  thoufand  ducats  in  that,  and  other 
precious,  precious  jewels  !  I  would  my  daughter  were 
dead  at  my  foot,  and  the  jewels  in  her  ear;  O  would 
ftie  were  hers'd  at  my  foot,  and  the  ducats  in  her  cof- 
fin. No  news  of  them;  why,  fo  !  and  I  know  not 
what's  fpent  in  the  fearch:  why,  thou  lofs  upon  lofs  1 
the  tliief  gone  with  fo  much,  and  fo  much  to  find  the 

K  2  thief; 
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thief;  and  no  fatisfadlon,  no  revenge,  nor  no  ill  luck 
ftirring,  but  what  lights  o'  my  flioulders ;  no  fighs 
but  o'  my  breathing,  no  tears  but  o'  my  Ihedding. 

Tab.  Yes,  other  men  have  ill  luck  too ;  Anthonio, 
as  I  heard  in  Genoa- 

Shy.  What,  what,  what?  ill  luck,  ill  luck ? 

Tub.  Hath  an  Argofie  caft  away,  coming  from  Tri- 
Jjolis. 

Shy.  I  thank  God^  I  thank  God  ;  Is  it  truel  i$  it 
true? 

Tub.  I  ff  oke  with  fome  of  the  failors  tliat  tfcaped 
the  wreck. 

Sy.  I  thank  thee,  good  Tuba);  good  news,  good 
news  ;   ha,  ha,  where  I   in  Genoa  ? 

TuL  Your  daughter  fpent  in  Genoa,  as  I  heard,  one 
night,  fourfcore  diicets. 

57.  Thou  ftick'Pi  a  dagger  in  me ;  I  ihall  never  fee 
my  gold  again ;  fourfcore  ducats  at  a  fitting,  fourfcore 
ducats  ! 

Tub.  There  came  divers  of  Anthonio's  creditors  in 
my  company  to  Venice,  that  fwcar  he  cannot  chufc  but 
break. 

Shy.  I  an)  glad  of  it,  I'll  plague  him,  I'll  torture  him ; 
I  am  glad  of  it. 

Tn'.).  One  of  them  ihew'd  me  a  ring,  that  he  had  of 
your  daughter  for  a  monkey. 

Sly.  Out  upon  her  !  thou  tortureft  me.  Tubal ;  It 
was  my  Turq^uoife,  I  had  it  of  Leah  when  I  was  a  ba- 
chelor ;  'I  woald  not  have  given  it  for  a  wiidernefi  of 
ixionkies. 

Tuh.  But  Anthonio  is  certainly  undone. 

Shy.  Nay,  that's  true,  that's  very  true ;  go  fee  me 
an  officer,  befpeak  him  a  fortnight  before.  1  will  have 
the  heart  of  him,  If  he  forfeit ;  for  were  he  out  of 
Venice,  I  can  make  what  merchandize  I  will.  Go,  go. 
Tubal,  and  meet  me  at  our  fynagogue;  go,  pood  Tu- 
bal ;  at  our  fynagogue,  Tubal-  \^E.X(unt, 
SCENE     II.       Cha72gcs  to  Behmnt. 

Enter  Baflanio,  Portia,  Gratiano,  arjd  attemimts. 

The 
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The  cajkets  are  fet  out. 
For.  I  pray  yon,  tarry  ;  paufe  a  day  or  two. 
Before  you  hazard ;   for  in  chufing  wrong 
1  lofe  your  company  j  therefore  forbear  a  w  Hile.    0^' 
There's  fomething  tells  me  (but  it  is  not  love)^ 
I  would  not  lofe  vou ;   and  you  know  yoo.rfeil> 
Hate  counfeis  not  in  fuch  a  quality. 
But  left  you  (hould  not  [underftand  me  well. 
And  yet  a  maiden  hath  no  tongue  but  thought, 
I  would  detain  you  here  feme  month  or  two. 
Before  you  venture  for  me.     I  could  teach  you 
How  to  chufe  right,  but  I  am  then  forfworn  : 
So  will  I  never  be  ;   fo  you  may  mifs  me  : 
But  if  yon  do,  you'll  make  me  wifli  a  fm, 
Thatl  had  been  forfworn.     Belhrew  your  eyes. 
They  have  o'erlook'd  me,   and  divided  me  ; 
One  half  of  me  is  your's,  the  other  half  your's, 
Mne  own,  I  would  fay:  but  if  mine,   then  your's: 
And  fo  all  your's.     Alas  !   thefe  naughty  times 
Put  bars  between  the  owners  and  their  rights  : 
Andfo  tho'  3^our's,  not  your's,  prove  it  fo. 
Let  fortune  go  to  hell  for  it.     Not  I. 
I  fpeak  too  long,  but  'tis  to  peece  the  time. 
To  eche  it,  and  to  draw  it  out  in  length,  '- 

To  fta}'^  you  from  eleOiun*  t. 

Bii.jj.  Let  me  chufe  : 
For  as  I  am,  I  live  upon  the  rack. 

For.  Upon  the  rack,  BaiTanio  ?  then  confcfs. 
What  treafon  there  is  mingled  with  your  lovr. 

Bajp.  None,  but  that  ngiy  treafon  of  miftrui% 
Which  makes  me  fear  th'  enjoying  of  my  love 
There  may  as  well  be  be  amity  and  life 
Tween  fnow  and  ^a•e,  as  treafon  and  rny  love. 

Por.  Ay,  but  I  fc?.r,  you  fpeak  upon  ttie  rack  ; 
WTiere  men  enforced  do  fpeak  any  thing. 

Baff.  Promife  me  life,   and  I'll  confefs  the  truth. 

for.  Well  then,  confefs,  and  live 

Bajf.  Confefs,   and  love. 

Had  been  the  very  fum  of  my  confeffion. 

0  happy  torment,  when  my  torturer 

K  3  Potij, 
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Doth  teach  me  anfwers  for  deliverance  ! 
But  let  me  to  my  fortune  and  the  cafkcts. 

Por.  Away  then  !  I  am  lock'd  in  one  of  them  • 
If  you  do  love  me,  you  will  find  me  out.  * 

'Ncrijfa,  and  the  i  eft,   ftand  all  aloof. 
Let  muf'C  fonnd,  while  he  doth  make  his  choice* 
Then,  if  he  lofe,  he  makes  a  {\van-like  end, 
Fading  in  muric.     That  the  comparifon 
iMay  ftand  more  juft,  my  eye  Ihall  be  the  ftream. 
And  wat'ry  death-bed  for  him  :   he  may  win, 
•And  w-hut  is  mufic  then  ?   then  mufic  is 
Even  as  the  flourifh,  when  true  fubjeds  bow 
To  a  new-crowned  monarch  :  fuch  it  is, 
As  are  thofe  dulcet  founds  in  break  of  day, 
That  creep  into  the  dreaming  bridegroom's  ear. 
And  fummon  him  to  marriage.     Now  he  goes. 
Vith  no  lefs  prefence,  but  with  much  m.ore  love,. 
Thai>  young  Alcides,  when  he  did  redeem 
The  virgin-tribute,  paid  by  howling  Troy 
To  the  fea-monfter  :  1  ftand  fo,r  facrlfce  ; 
The  reft  aloof  are  the  Dardanian  wives, 
With  bleared  vifages  come  forth  to  view 
The  iffiie  of  th""  exploit.     Go,  Hercules  ,1 
Li^-e  thou,  I  live  ;  v.'ith  much,  much  more  difmay 
I  view  the  £ght,  than  thou  that  makTt  the  fray. 

[Mufic  -uiithin. 
Aprig,  •whilj}  BalTanio  comments  cu  the  ci/ketsto  himfclf. 

Tell  me,  -uihere  h  faj^c^  bred. 

Or  in  the  heart,  or  in  'the  head  ?  •; 

Vioiv  begot,  how  nourijiicd? 

S.cpJj,   rcpl^. 

It  is  engendef'd  in  the  eyes, 

With  gazing  fed,  and  fancy  dies-. 

In  the  cradle  where  it  lies  : 

Let  us  all  ring  fancy's  knelL 

Ifjl  begin  it. 

Dijig,  dong,   bell. 

All,  Di?ig,   dong,  bell. 
Baff.  So  may  the  outward  fliows  be  leaft  thcmfelves:- 
The  world  is  ftill  de.ceiv'd  with  ornament. 

Ill 
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In  law,  what  plea  fo  tainted  and  corrupt, 

But  being  feafon'd  with  a  oracious  voice, 

Obfcures  the  fliow  of  evil  ?  In  religion, 

What  damned  error,  but  fome  fober  brow 

Will  blefs  it,  and  approve  it  with  a  text, 

Hiding  the  groffneis  with  fair  ornament  ? 

There  is  no  voice  Co  fanple,  but  afTumes 

Some  mark  of  virtue  on  its  outward  parts. 

Ho\y  many  cowards,  whole  hearts  are  all  as  faliff  ' 

As  ftairs  of  fand,  wear  yet  upon  their  chins 

The  beards  of  Hercules  and  frowning  Alars ; 

Who,  inward  fearch'd,  have  livers  white  as  milk  ? 

Aud  thefc  aifume  but  valour's  excrement  *, 

To  render  them  redoubted.     Look  on  beauty, 

And  you  ftall  fee  'tis  purchas'd  by  the  weight. 

Which  therein  works  a  miracle  in  nature, 

IVIaking  them  lighteft  that  wear  inofl  of  it. 

So  are^thofe  crifpy  fnaky  golden  locks, 

Which  make  fuch  wanton  gambols  with  the  wind. 

Upon  fuppofed  fairnefs,  often  known 

To  be  the  dowry  of  a  fecond  head. 

The  fcull,  that  bred  them,  in  the  fepulchre,- 

Thus  ornament  is  but  the  guilty  ftore 

To  a  molt  dang'r-ous  fea  ;   the  beauteous  fcarf 

Vailing  an  Indian  beauty  ;   in  a  word, 

The  feeming  truth  which  cunnir.g  times  put  on 

T'  intrap  the  wifeft.     Then,  thou  gaudy  gold, 

Hard  food  for  Midas,  I  will  none  of  thee ; 

Nor  none  of  thee,  thou  pale  and  common  drudge 

'Tween  man  and  nian  :   But  thou,   thou  meagre  lead, 

Which  rather  threat'neft,   than  doft  promifc  aught, 

Thy  plainnefs  moves  m.e  miOrc  than  eloquence  ; 

And  here  chufe  I;   joy  be  the  confequence  !_ 

Por    How  all  the  other  paffions  fieet  to  air,  ^ 
As  doubtful  thoughts,   and  rafh-cm.brac'd  defpalr, 
And  ftiudd'ring  fear,   and  green-ey'd  jealoufy. 
Olove,  be  moderate,  alSay  thy  ecftafy  ; 
In  meafure  rain  thy  joy,   fcant  this  excefs,. 


*  That  is,  a  LearJ^ 
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I  feel  too  much  thy  bleffing,  make  it  lefs 

Bajf.  W  hat  find  I  here  ? 
Fair  Portia's  counterfeit  J  A^^iat  demy-^od 
Hath  come  i'o  near  creation  ?  Move  thefe  eyes  ? 
Or  whether,  riding  on  the  balls  of  mine. 
Seem  they  in  motion  ?     Here  are  fcver'd  lips 
Parted  with  fugar  breath ;   fo  fweet  a  bar 
Should  funder  fuch  fweet  friends  :  here  in  her  hairs 
The  painter  plays  the  fpider,  and  hath  woven 
A  golden  mefh  t'  intrap  the  hearts  of  men, 

Fafter  than  gnats  in  cobw  cbs  :   but  her  eyes.' . 

How  could  be  fee  to  do  tliem  ?  having  made  one, 

Methinks  it  fhould  have  power  to  ftfiat  both  his,  '. 

And  live  itfeif  uniinifh'd.     Yet  how  far 

The  fubflance  of  nry  rraife  doth  wrong  this  (hadow 

In  underprizing  it,  io  far  this  (hadow 

Both  limp  behind  the  fubftance.    Here's  the  fcrow], 

Th€  continent  and  fummary  of  my  fortune. 

Tou  that  chufs  not  by  the  ''vitw, 

Cha?jce  as  fair,  a-ni  chuje  as  true  : 

Shtce  this  fortune  falls  to  you, 

Be  coiiteiit,  afidfc'dk  no  neii'. 

If  )cu  he  -well p h as' d -with  this, 

And  hold  yozir  foHune  for  your  blffs^ 

Turn  you  where  your  lady  is, 
^     A-!d  claim  her  it'tth  a  loving  kifs. 
A  gentie  fcrowl,  fair  iady  by  yourleavc; 

1  come  by  note  to  give,  and  to  receive. 
Like  one  of  two  contending  in  a  prize. 
That  thinks  he  hath  done  well  in  people's  eyes  ; 
Hearmg  applaufe  and  univcrfal  fhout, 
Giddy  in  fp^rit,  gazing  ftill  in  doubt, 
A^hether  thofe  peals  of  praife  be  his  or  no; 
So  (thrice  fair  lady)  ftandl,  even  fo, 
As  doubtful  whether  what  I  fee  be  true, 
Until  confirm 'd,  fignU  ratify'd  by  you. 

Por.  You  fee  me,  Lord  BafTanio,  wherelftana, 
Suca  as  I  am  :  the'  for  myCdf  alone, . 

r 


Sc.  2.         The  Merchant  of  Venice.  117 

I  woald  not  be  ambitious  in  my  wifh, 

TowiHi  uiyfelf  much  better:  yet  for  you, 

I  would  be  treble  twenty  times  myfeli^ 

A  tlioufand  times  more  fair;  ten  thoufand  times 

More  rich;  that,  to  ftand  high  in  your  account, 

I  might  in  virtues,   beauties^   livings,  friends. 

Exceed  account:  but  the  full  fum  of  me 

Is  fome  of  (bmething,  which,  no  term  in  grofs, 

Is  an  unleflbn'd  gir",  unllhooiM,  unpraftls'd: 

Happy  in  this,  fhe  is  not  3Xt  fo  o'.d 

But  (he  may  learn  ;   more  hapf  y  then  in  this,  , 

She  is  not  bred  fo  dull  but  (he  can  learn  ; 

Happieft  of  a",   is,   that  her  gent'e  fpirit 

Commits  itfelf  to  your's  to  be  directed,  . 

As  from  her  lord,  her  governor,  her  king: 

Myfclf^  and  what  is  mine,  to  you  ard  your's 

Is  now  converted.     But  now  I  was  the  lord 

Of  this  fair  manfion,  maimer  of  my  fervants. 

Queen  o'er  myfe'f;   and  even  now,   but  now, 

This  houfe,  thefe  fervants,  and  this  fame  myfelf. 

Are  your's,  my  Lord:  I  give  the::)  with  this  ring, 

Which  when  you  part  from,  lofe  or  give  away, 

Let  it  prefage  the  ruin  of  your  love, 

And  be  my  vantage  to  exc'ain'  on  you-" 

Bajf.  Madam,  you  have  bereft  nr.e  of  all  words, 
Only  my  blood  fpeaks  to  you  in  my  veiKS  ; 
And  there  is  fuch  confuf  on  in  my  powers. 
As,  after  fome  oration  fair'v  fpoke 
By  a  beloved  prince,  there  doth  appear 
Among  the  buzzing  pleafed  rnu'titude; 
'Where  cv'ry  fom.ething,  being  bjent  together. 
Turns  to  a  wild  of  nothing,  {ave  of  joy 
Exprefs'd,  and  not  exprefs'd.     But  when  this  ring 
Parts  from  this  finger,  then  parts  life  from  hence; 
0,  then  be  bold  to  fay,   BafTanic's  dead. 

Ner.  My  Lord  and  Lady,  it  is  new  our  time, 
That  have  flood  by,   and  feen  our  wifhes  profper. 
To  cry,  Good  joy.  Good  joy,  my  Lord  and  Lady  ! 

Gnu  My  Lord  Baflanio,  and  m}'-  gentle  Lady, 
I  wilh  you  all  the  joy  that  you  can  wUh ; 

For, 
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For,  I  am  Cure,  you  can  vvifh  none  from  me  *: 
And  when  your  Honoi-rs  mean  to  fo'en-nize 
The  bargain  of  your  faith,    I  do  befeech  you, 
Ev'n  at  that  timel  may  be  married  too. 

B^ijf.  With  all  my  heart,  fo  thou  canfl  get  a  wife. 

Gra.  I  thank  your  Lordlhip,  you  have  got  mc  on«. 
My  eyes,  my  Lord,  can  look  as  fwift  as  your's  ; 
You  faw  the  miftrefs,  I  beheld  the  maid ; 
You  iov'd,  IlovM;    for  intern iflion 
No  more  pertains  to  me,  my  Lord,  than  you. 
Your  fortune  flood  upon  the  cafiiet  there; 
And  fo  did  mine  too,  as  the  matter  falls: 
For  wooing  here  until  I  fweat  again. 
And  fvvearing,  till  my  very  roof  was  dry 
With  oaths  of  love;  atlaft,   if  prornlfe  laft, 
I  got  a  promife  of  this  fair  one  here, 
To  have  her  love,  provided  that  your  fortune 
Atchiev'd  her  m-iftrcfs. 

Per.  Is  this  true,  NerifTa  I 

Ner.  Madam,  it  is,   fo  you  (land  pleas'd  withal. 

Baff.  And  do  you,  Gratisno,   mean  good  faith? 

Gra.  Yes,   faith,    n:y  Lord 

Bciffl  Our  feaft  ihall  be  much  honour'd^  in  5rour  mar- 
riage. 

Gra.  We'll  play  with  them,  the  firft  boy  for  a  thou- 
fand  ducats. 

Ner.  V.-'hat,  and  flake  down? 

Gra.  No,  we  fliall  ne'er  win  at  that  iport,  and  ftake 
down.  ' 

But  who  comes  here?  Lorenzo  and  his  infdel? 
What,  and  my  old  Venetian  friend  Salanio? 
SCENE     III. 
E/rfd-r  Lorenzo,  Jeffica,   .nnd  Salanio. 

BiifT-  Lorenzo  and  Salanio,  welcome  hither; 
If  that  the  youth  of  my  new  intcreft  here 
Have  power  to  bid  you  welcome.     By  your  leave, 
I  bid  my  very  friends  and  country -men, 
(Sweet  Portia),  welcome. 

For.  So  do  I,  my  Lord ;  they  are  entirely  welcome 

Lor.  I  thank  your  Honour  :  for  my  part,  my  Lord, 

My 

*  that  Is,  dijllndf  from  me  and  my  wjlyes. 
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My  purpofe  was  not  to  have  feen  you  here  j 
But  meeting  with  Salanio  by  the  way. 
He  did  intreat  me,  pafl:  ail  faying  nay. 
To  come  with  him  along, 

5u7.  I  did,  my  Lord, 
And  I  have  reafon  for't ;  Signlor  Anthonio 
Commends  him  to  you.  [Gives  BafTanlo  a  letter, 

Balf.  Ere  I  ope  his  letter, 
I  pray  you  tell  me  how  my  good  friend  doth. 

Sal.  Not  fick,  my  Lord,  unlefs  it  be  in  mind  • 
Nor  well,  unlefs  in  mind ;  his  letter  there  ' 

Will  fhew  you  his  eflate.  [Baifanio  o;>e;u  the  Hter 

Gnu   Nenffa,    cheer  yond  ftranger:   bid  her  w-U 
come.  ^ 

Your  hand,  Salanio;  what's  the  news  from  Venice  > 
How  doth  that  royal  merchant,  good  Anthonio  > 
I  know  he  wul  be  glad  of  our  fuccefs  : 
\Ve  are  the  Jafons,  we  have  won  the  fleece. 
SjI.  Would  you  had  won  the  fleece  that  he  hath  loft' 

Tk  .A    ^T  ^'?  ^""""^  ^''^'^  ^°"^^"fs  ^"  yond  fame 
That  Heal  the  colour  from  Baffanio's  cheekf      [paper 
Some  dear  fnend  dead ;   clCe  nothing  in  the  world^    ' 
tould  turn  fo  much  the  conflitution 
Of  any  conflant  man.     What,  w  orfe  and  worfe  ' 
^Vlth  leave,  Baifanio,  I  am  half  yourfelf  * 

And  I  muft  have  the  half  of  any  thing     ' 
That  this  fame  paper  brings  you. 

BaJ.  O  f  A-eet  Portia  ! 
Here  are  a  few  of  the  unpleafant'ft  words 

\vu  Ti-^'^'^^"^  P'P"'-     ^^"tle  Lady, 

When  I  did  firft  impart  my  love  to  you, 

1  freely  told  you,  all  the  wea'th  I  ha 

Kan  in  my  veins,  I  u-as  a  gentleman  : 

And  then  I  to'd  you  true ;   and  yet ,  dear  Lady, 

Rating  myfelf  at  nothing,  you  fhall  fee  ^' 

I  ht Jr:::7£^.5-."-^^^  .  .^or  indeed    ^"" 


1  have  engag'd  myfelf  to  a  dear  friend, 
*^£ag  d  my  friend  to  his  mere  enemy, 


T« 
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To  feed  my  means.     Here  Is  a  letter,  Lady, 

The  paper,  as  the  body  of  my  friend  ; 

And  every  word  in  it  a  gaping  wound, 

IfTuing  life-blood.     But  is  it  true,  Salanio? 

Have  all  his  ventures  fail'd  ?  what,  not  one  hit  ? 

From  rripoiis,  from  Mexico,  from  England, 

From  Liibon,  Barbray,  and  India  ■> 

And  not  one  veHel  Tcap'd  the  dreadful  touch    '  * 

Of  merchant-marring  rocks? 
Sal.  Not  one,  my  Lord. 

Befides,  it  fhould  appear,  that  if  he  had 

The  prefent  money  to  difchargc  the  Jew, 

He  would  not  take  it.     Never  did  I  know 

A  creature,  that  did  bear  the  fliape  of  man. 

So  keen  and  greedy  to  confound  a  man.  ^ 

He  plies  the  Duke  at  morning  and  at  night,        ^ 

And  doth  Impeach  the  freedom  of  the  flate. 

If  they  deny  him  juflice.     Twenty  merchants, 

The  Duke  himfelf,  and  the  magnificoes 

Of  greateft  port,  have  all  perfuaded  with  him  ; 

But  none  can  drive  him  from  the  envious  pica 

Of  forfeiture,  of  juflice,    and  his  bond. 

Jef  When  I  was  with  him,  1  have  heard  him  fwear, 
To  Tubal  and  to  Chus  his  countrymen. 
That  he  would  rather  have  Anthonio's  flefh, 
Than  twenty  times  the  value  of  the  fum 
That  he  did  owe  him  ;  and  I  know,  my  Lord, 
If  law,   authority,  and  powV  deny  not. 
It  will  go  hard  with  poor  Anthonio. 

Por.  Is  it  your  dear  friend  that  is  thus  in  trouble? 

Bujf.  The  dcareft  friend  to  mc,  the  kindeft  man, 
The  befl:  conditioned:   an  unwearyM  fpirit 
In  doing  courtefies  ;  and  one  in  whom 
The  ancient  Roman  honour  more  appears,    • 
Than  any  that  draws  breath  in  Italy. 

Por.  What  fum  owes  he  the  Jew  ? 

Bajf.  For  me  three  thoufand  ducats. 

Por.  What,  no  more? 
Pay  him  fix  thoufand,  and  deface  the  bond ; 

Double 


) 
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Double  fix  thoufand,  and  then  treb'e  that. 

Before  a  friend  of  this  defcription 

Shall  lofe  a  hair  through  my  Baflanio's  fault. 

Firft,  go  with  me  to  church,  and  call  me  wife, 

And  then  2\ray  to  Venice  to  your  friend : 

For  never  fhall  you  lye  by  Portia's  fide 

With  an  untpiet  foul.     You  ihall  have  gold 

To  pay  the  petty  debt  twenty  times  over. 

When  it  is  paid,  bring  your  true  friend  along; 

My  mad  Nf rifla  and  myfelf,    mean  time, 

Will  live  as  maids  and  widows  :  come,  away  ■ 

For  you  fhall  hence  upon  your  wedding-da3^ 

f  Bid  your  friends  welcom.e,  Ihew  a  merry  cheer; 

[Since  you  are  dear  bought,  I  w  ill  love  you  dear. 

But  let  me  hear  the  letter  of  your  friend. 

Bujf.  reads.  Sxveet  Bajfanzo,  7nyfiips  have  aUfnffcar- 
rfii,  my  creditors  gfovj  cruel,  my  ejr ate  is  very  low,  ni'j 
londio  the  Jev)  is  forfeit;  and  fwce,  in  paying  it,  itir 
ifTipofible  Ijhczild  live,  all  debts  are  cleared  bet-wecn -you 
and  me,  if  I  might  but  fee  youatnry  death;  7iot-iuith- 
hniing,  ufeyourpkcfure  :  if  your  love  do  not  perjuade 
you  to  come,   let  not  my  letter. 

Por.  0  love  !  difpatch  ail  bufinefs,  and  be  gone. 

Bajf.  Since  I  have  your  good  leave  to  go  away, 
I  will  make  hafle  ;  but  till  I  come  again, 
No  bed  (hail  e'er  be  guilty  of  m.y  ftay  ; 

No  reft  be  interpofer'twixt  us  twain.         [Excunf, 

SCENE     IV.        Changes  to  afreet  in  Venice. 
£7;/^r  Shylock,  Solarino,   Anthonio,  and  the  Coaler, 

Shy.  Goaler,  look  to  him  :  tell  not  me  of  mercy. 
"Hiis  is  the  fool  that  lent  out  money  gratis. 
Goaler,  look  to  him. 

^>!t.  Hear  me  yet,  good  Shylock. 

Sly.  rU  have  my  bond ;  fpeak  not  againft  my  tend: 
I've  fv.'orn  an  oath  that  I  will  have  my  bond. 
Thou  call'dft  me  dog  before  thou  hadft  a  caufe; 
But  (ince  I  am  a  dog,  beware  my  fangs  :• 
The  Duke  (hall  grant  me  iuftice.    I  do  wonder, 

Vol.  II.  ■      L  Thou 
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Thou  naughty  goaler,  that  thou  art  fo  fond 
To  come  abroad  with  him  at  his  requeft. 

Aiit.  I  pray  thee,  hear  me  ipeak. 

Shj.  I'll  have  my  bond;  I  will  not  hear  thee  fpeak: 
I'll  have  my  bond  ;  and  therefore  fpeak  no  more ; 
I'll  not  be  made  a  foft  and  dull-eyM  fool. 
To  (hake  the  head,  relent,  and  figh,  and  yield 
To  Chriftian  intercefTors.     Follow  not; 
I'll  have  no  Ipeaking ;  I  will  have  my  bond. 

[Exit  Shylock. 

Sola.  It  is  the  moft  Impenetrable  cur 
That  ever  kept  with  men. 

Atit.  Let  him  alone, 
ril  follow  him  no  more  with  bootlefs  prayers: 
He  feeks  my  life  ;   his  reafon  well  I  know  ; 
I  oft  deliver'd  from  his  forfeitures 
Many,  that  have  at  times  made  moan  to  me  ; 
Therefore  he  hates  me. 

Sola.  I  am  fure  the  Duke 
Will  never  grant  this  forfeiture  to  hold- 

Ant.  The  Duke  cannot  deny  the  courfe  of  law  J 
For  the  coommodity  that  flrangers  have 
With  us  in  Venice,  if  it  be  deny'd, 
Will  much  impeach  the  juflice  of  the  ftate  ; 
Since  that  the  trade  and  profit  of  the  city 
Confifteth  of  all  nations.     Therefore  go, 
Thefe  griefs  and  lofies  have  fo  'bated  me. 
That  I  ftiall  hardly  fpare  a  pound  of  flefh 
To-morrow  to  my  bloody  creditor. 
Well,  goaler,  on  ;  pray  God,  Baflanio  come 
To  fee  me  pay  his  debt,  and  then  1  care  not !  [Exeunt, 

SCENE     V.       CbiWges  to  Bebnont. 
Enter  Portia,  NerilTa,  Lorenzo,  Jeflica,  a7id  Balthazar. 

Lor.  Madam,  although  I  fpeak  it  in  your  prefence, 
You  have  a  noble  and  a  true  conceit 
Of  God-like  amity  ;  which  appears  moft  ftrongly 
In  bearing  thus  the  abfence  of  your  Lord. 
But  if  you  knew  to  whom  you  (hew  this  honour, 
How  true  a  gentleman  you  fend  relief  to, 
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How  dear  a  lover  of  my  Lord  your  huftiand; 
I  know  you  wou'dbe  pronder  of  the  work, 
Than  cuftomary  bounty  can  inforce  you. 

For.  I  never  did  repent  of  doing  good. 
And  fhall  not  now  ;  for  in  companicns 
That  do  converfe  and  wafte  the  time  together, 
Wbofe  (bu!s  do  bear  an  equal  yoke  of  love, 
There  muft  needs  be  a  like  proportion 
Of  lineaments,  of  manners,  and  of  fpirlt; 
Wliich  makes  me  think,  that  this  Anthonio, 
Being  the  bofoiK-lover  of  my  Lord, 
Muft  needs  be  like  my  Lord.     If  it  be  fo. 
How  little  is  the  cod  I  have  bedewed, 
In  parchafing  the  femblance  of  my  foul 
From  out  the  date  of  hellilh  cruelty  ? 
This  comes  too  near  the  praifing  of  myfelf; 
Therefore,  no  more  of  it :  hear  other  things, 
Lorenzo,  I  commit  into  your  hands 
The  hud)andry  and  manage  of  my  houfc. 
Until  my  Lord's  return.     For  mine  own  part, 
I  have  tow'rd  heaven  breath'd  a  fecret  vow. 
To  live  in  prayer  and  contemplation. 
Only  attended  by  Nerida  here, 
Until  her  huthand  and  my  Lord's  return. 
There  is  a  monadery  two  miles  off. 
And  there  we  will  abide.    I  do  defire  you,. 
Not  to  deny  this  impofition  : 
The  which  my  love  and  fome  necefllty 
Now  lays  upon  you. 

Lor.  iMadam,  with  all  my  heart ; 
I  (hall  obey  you  in  all  fair  commands. 

Per.  My  people  do  already  know  my  mind. 
And  will  acknowledge  you  and  Jedica 
In  place  of  Lord  Badanio  and  myfelf. _ 
So  fare  you  well  till  we  diall  meet  again. 

Lor.  Fair  thoughts,  and  happy  hours,  attend  on  you  I 

7/.  I  widi  your  Ladylhip  all  heart's  content. 

Por.  I  thank  you  for  your  wifli,  and  am  well  pleafed 
To  wilh  it  back  on  you  :  fare  you  well,  Jedica. 

[Exeunt  Jedica  and  Lorenzo. 
L  2  Now 
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Now,  Balthazar, 

As  I  have  ever  found  thee  honeH:,  true, 
So  let  me  f.nd  thee  ftiil  :   take  this  fame  letter, 
And  ule  thou  ail  th'  endeavour  of  a  man, 
In  ipeed  to  Padua  ;  fee  thou  render  this 
Into  my  coufin^s  hand,  Do<^or  Be'iario  ; 
And  look  what  notes  and  garments  he  doth  give  thcc, 
Bruig,  them,  I  pray  thee,  with  lmao;m'd  ff  eed 
Unto  the  Traje<f>,   to  the  common  ferry 
Which  trades  to  Venice  :  wafte  no  time  in  words. 
But  get  thee  gone ;  I  iliall  be  there  before  thee. 
Hal.  r»iad4rn,  I  ,go  with  all  convenient  ipeed 

[Exit 

For.  Come  on,  Nerida  ;  I  have  work  in  hand, 
That  you  yet  knov/  not  of:  we'll  fee  cur  huihands, 
Before  they  think  of  us. 

N.'r.  Shall  they  fee  us  ? 

For.  They  ihail,   NeriGTa  ;   but  in  fuch  a  habile 
That  they  (hail  think  we  are  accompiidied 
With  what  we  lack.     Fil  ho!d  thee  any  wager. 
When  vve  are  both  appareird  like  j'oung  men^ 
Fii  prove  the  prettier  fellow  of  the  two, 
And  wear  my  dagger  v.'ith  a  braver  grace ; 
And  (peak  between  the  change  of  man  and  boy. 
With  a  reed  voice ;  and  turn  two  mincing  fleps 
Into  a  msnly  flride;   and  fpcak  of  frays, 
Like  a  fine  bragging  youth ;  and  tell  quaint  lies, 
llovv  honourable  ladles  fought  my  love. 
Which  I  denying,  they  fell  fck,  anddy'd; 
I.  could  not  GO  v.'ith  all :  then  I'll  repent. 
And  wilh,  for  all  that,  that  I  had  not  kiii'd  them. 
And.twerty  of  thefe  puny  lies  I'll  tell; 
That  men  Oiall  fv^ear  I've  dilcontinucd  fchool 
Above  a  twelvemonth.     I  ha^  e  in  my  n;ind- 
A  thoufand  raw  tricks  of  thefe  bragging  jacks. 
Which  I  will  pra£tife. 

Mer,  Shall  we  turn  to  men  ? 

For.  Fie,  what  a  quefiion's  that. 
If  thou  wert  near  a  lewd  interpreter  ! 
But  come,  ril  tell  thee  all  my  whole  device 

Whca 
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Whca  1  am  in  my  coach,  which  frays  for  us 
At  the  park-gate  ;  and  therefore  hafte  away, 
for  we  muft  meafure  twenty  miles  to-day.       [Exeunt. 

SCENE     VI.         Enter  Launcelot  atid  JefUca. 

Lm(T7.  Yes,  truly  :  for  look  you,  the  fms  of  the  fa- 
ther are  to  be  laid  upon  the  childi-en ;  therefore  I  pro- 
niife  yon,  I  fear  you.  I  was  always  plain  with  you ; 
and  fo  now,  I  fpeak  my  agitation  of  the  matter:  theic- 
fore  be  of  good  cheer;  for  truly  1  think  you  are 
damn'd.  There  is  but  one  hope  in  it  that  can  do  you 
any  good^  and  tliat  is  but  a  kind  of  bafiard  hope  nei- 
then 

Jef.  And  what  hope  is  that,  I  pray  thee  ? 

Laun.  Marry,  you  may  partly  hope  that  your  father 
got  you  not,  that  you  are  not  the  Jew's  daughter. 

Jtf.  That  were  a  kind  of  baftard  liope  indeed;  Co 
the  fins  of  my  mother  fiiould  be  vifitcd  upon  me. 

Latin.  Truly,  then,  I  fear  you  are  damn'd,  both  by 
father  and  mother.  Thus,  wjien  you  fhun  Scylia  your 
father,  you  fall  fall  into  Charj'bdis  your  mother  :  well, 
you  are  gone  both  \va5''S. 

Jif.  I  liiall  be  faved.  by  my  hufhand;  he  hath  made 
me  a  Chriftian. 

La:(n.  Truly,  the  more  to  blame  he.  "We  were  Chri- 
ftians  enough  before,  e'en  as  many  as  could  well  live 
one  by  another.  This  making  of  Chriftlans  will 
raife  the  price  of  hogs  ;  if  we  grow  all  to  be  pork- 
eaters,  we  fhall  not  fhortly  have  a  rafher  on  the  coals 
for  money. 

Enter  Lorenzo. 

*Jef.  V\\  teJl  my  hufband,  Launcelot,  what  you  fay: 
here  he  comes. 

Lcr.  I  fhall  grow  jealous  of  you  fhortly,  Launcelot, 
if  you  thus  get  my  wife  into  corners. 

Jef.  Nay,  you  need  not  fear  us,  Lorenzo  ;  Launce- 
lot and  I  are  out ;  he  tells  me  flatly,  there  is  no  mercy 
for  me  in  heaven,  becaufe  I  am  a  Jew's  daughter  :  and 
he  fays,  you  are  no  good  m>ember  of  the  comm.on- 
wcalth;  for,  in  converting  Jews  to  Chrlftians,  von 
i-aifc  the  price  of  pork. 

L  3  Lsf* 
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• 

Lor.  I  fhall  anfwer  that  better  to  the  commonwealth, 
than  you  can  the  getting  up  of  the  negro's  belly  :  the 
Moor  is  with  child  by  yon,  Launcclot. 

Liit/n.  It  is  much  that  the  Moor  (hould  be  tmre  thaa 
reafon  ;  but  if  (he  be  Itfs  than  an  honefl  woman,  fhe  is 
indeed  f^wrc  than  I  took  her  for. 

Lor.  How  every  fool  can  play  upon  the  world !  I 
think,  the  beft  grace  of  wit  will  ihortly  turn  into  filence, 
and  difcourfe  grow  commendable  in  none  but  parrots. 
Go  in,  fxrrah,  bid  them,  ^-repare  for  dinner. 

Laie?i.  That  is  done,  Sir ;  they  have  all  ftom.achs. 

Lor.  Good  Lord,  what  a  wit-fnapper  are  you  !  then 
bid  them  prepare  dinner. 

Lann.  That  is  done  too.  Sir;  only  cover  is  the 
word. 

Lor.  Will  you  cover  then.  Sir  ? 

Laun.  Not  fo,  Sir,  neither  ;  I  know  my  duty. 

Lor.  Yet  more  quarrelling  with  occafion  !  wilt  thou 
(hew  the  whole  wealth  of  thy  wit  in  an  inftact?  I  pray 
thee  underftand  a  plain  m,an  in  his  plain  meaning.  Go 
to  thy  fellows,  bid  them  cover  the  table,  ferve  in  the 
meat,  and  we  will  come  in  to  dinner. 

Lauji.  For  the  table.  Sir,  it  (hall  be  fervM  in  ;'  for 
the  meat.  Sir,  it  (hail  be  covered  ;  for  your  coming  in 
to  dinner,  Sir,  why,  let  it  be  as  humours  and  conceits 
ihall  govern.  [Exit  Lann. 

Lor.  O  dear  difcretion,  how  his  words  are  fuitcd  ! 
The  fool  hath  planted  in  his  memory 
An  army  of  good  words  ;  and  I  do  know 
As  many  fools  that  (land  in  better  place, 
Garnifn'd  like  him,  that  for  a  trickfy  word 
Defy  the  matter.     How  farTc  thou,  Jedica  ? 
And  now,  good  {\vect,  fay  thy  opinion. 
How  doft  thou  like  the 'Lord  BafTanio's  wife  ^ 

JlJ.  Pafl:  all  exprefung  :  it  is  very  meet 
The  Lord  BaflTanio  live  an  upright  life. 
For,  having  fuch  a  blefling  in  his  Lady, 
He  finds  the  joys  of  heaven  here  on  earth: 
And  if  on  earth  he  do  not  merit  it. 
In  tfafon  he  Iho  uld  never  come  to  hcav'n. 
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Why,  if  two  gods  (hould  play  fome  heav'niy  match, 
And  on  the  wager  lay  two  earthly  women. 
And  Portia  one,  there  mud  be  fomething  elfe 
Pawn'd  with  the  other ;  for  the  poor  rude  world  • 
Hath  not  her  fellow. 

Lor.  Even  fuch  a  hufband 
Haft  thou  of  me,  as  fhe  is  for  a  wife. 

Jef.  Nay,  but  ask  my  opinon  too  of  that. 

Lor.  I  will  anon  :  firft  let  us  go  to  dinner. 

Jef.  Nay,  let  me  praife  you,  while  I  have  a  ftomrxh. 

Lor.  No,  pray  thee,  let  it  ferve  for  table-talk  ; 
Then,  howfoe'er  thou  fpeak'ft,  'mong  other  things, 
I  Ihall  digeft  it. 

Jef.  Well,  ril  fet  you  fortli.  lExcunt. 

ACT        IV.  SCENE        I. 

The  fsncite-loufe  in  Venice. 

Enter  the  Duke,  the  Senators;    Anthonio,  BalTanio, 
and  Gratisno,  at  the  bar. 

D«^f.  TIJHat,  is  Anthonio  here? 

VV      Aiit.  Ready,  fo  pleafe  your  Grace. 

T>uke.  Vm  forry  for  thee ;   thou  art  come  to  anl\ver 
A  ftony  adverfary,  an  inhumane  wretch 
Uncapable  of  pity,  void  and  empty 
From  any  dram  of  mercy. 

Alt.  I  have  heard, 
Your  Grace  hath  ta'en  great  pams  to  qualify 
His  rig'rous  courfe ;  -but  fmce  he  i>ands  obdurate. 
And  that  no  lawful  means  can  carry  me 
Out  of  his  Envy's  reach,  I  do  oppofe 
My  patience  to  his  fr.ry ;  and  am  arm'd 
Tofuifcr,  with  a  (^vfictnefs  offpirit. 
The  very  tyrannj'-  and  rage  of  his. 

Duke.  Go  on,  and  call  the  Jew  into  the  court. 

Sal.  He's  ready  at  the  door  :  he  comes,  my  Lord. 
Enter  Shylock. 

Bttke.  Make  room,   and  let  him  ftand  before  our 
face. 
Shylock,  the  worU  thinks,  and  I  think  fo  too, 
Tba;  thou  but  Icad'fl  this  fafliion  of  thy  malice 

T<^ 
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To  the  lafl  hour  of  ad  ;  and  tlien  'tis  thought, 

Thou'it  fhew  thy  mercy  and  remorfe  more  ftrange 

Than  is  thy  ftrange  apparent  cruelty. 

And,  where  thou  now  exaflTt  the  penalty, 

Whicl^  is  a  pound  of  this  poor  merchant's  flefli, 

Thou  wilt  not  only  lofe  the  forfeiture, 

But,  touch'd  with  human  gent;enefs  and  love, 

Forgive  a  moiety  of  the  principal ;  

Glancing  an  eye  of  pity  on  his  iofles,  ^^^H 

That  have  of  late  fo  huddled  on  his  back,  ^^H 

Enough  to  prefs  a  royal  merchant  down  ;  '^^^ 

And  pluck  conimiferation  ot  his  flate 
From  brafly  hofoms,  and  rough  her.rts  of  filnt ; 

From  ftubbi  rn  Turks  and  Tartars,  never  traln'd 

To  offices  of  tend:'r  courtely. 

We  all  expcd  a  gentle  anfwer,  Jew. 

S.'y.  1  have  poifefs'd  j^our  Grace  of  what  I  purpofc; 

A*nd  by  our  holj''  Sabbath  have  I  (w'orn. 

To  have  the  due  and  forfeit  of  my  bond. 
•  If  you  deny  it,   let  the  danger  light 

Upon  your  charter,  and  your  city's  freedom  !  j 

You'll  afk  me,  why  I  rather  chufe  to  have     ^  ' 

A  weight  of  carrion  fiefii,   than  to  receive 

Three  thoufand  ducats  ?  I'll  now  aniu  er  that. 

By  faying  'tis  my  humour  ;   is  it  arfwer'd? 

What  if  my  houfe  be  troubled  with  a  rat. 

And  I  be  pleas'd  to  give  ten  thoufand  ducats 

To  have  it  bane'd?    What,  are  you  anf.ver'd  yet  ? 

Some  men  there  are  love  not  a  gaping  pig ; 

Some  that  are  mad  if  they  behold  a  cat ; 

And  others,  when  the  bag-pipe  fmgs  i'  th'  ncfc, 

Cannot  contain  their  urine  for  afledion  *. 

Mafters  of  paffion  (^.vay  it  to  the  mood 

Of  what  it  likes,  or  lothes.     Now,  for  your  anfwer. 

As  thicre  is  no  firm  reafon  to  be  render'd, 

Why  lie  cannot  abide  a  gaping  pig; 

Why -he,  a  harmlefs  necelfary  cat; 

Why  he,  a  woollen  bag-pipe;  but  of  force 

*  Tht  is,  they  are  fo  afTcfted  witli  It, 

Wiin 
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jviuft  yield  to  Cxich  inevitable  fliame, 
As  to  offend,  hitrfelf  being  offended  : 
So  can  I  give  no  rcafon,  nor  I  will  not,      ^ 
More  than  a  lodg'd  hate  and  a  certain  loathing 
,  I  bear  .^rthonio,"  that  I  follow  thus 
A  lof!ng  fult  againft  him.     Are  you  anfwer  d . 

B.jf  This  is  no  anfwer,  thou  unfeeling  man, 
V  e'xcufe  the  current  of  thy  cruelty.      ^ 

S:>  I  am  not  bound  to  pleafe  thee  with  my  anlwer. 

fii  Do  all  men  kill  the  thing  they  do  net  love . 

S'^^.  Hates  any  man  the  thing  he  wou'd  not  kill . 

BalT-  Ev'ry  offence  is  not  a  hste  at  firft. 

S';v.  What,  would'fc  thou  have  a  ferpent  it>.ng  thee 
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Jnt.  I  pray  you,  think,  yon  quf  frlon  with  a  Jew. 
You  may  as  well  g©  ft3nd  upon  the  be^ch, 
Andbidthe  n^ain  flood  'bate  his  ufual  height. 
You  n^ay  as  we?l  vSc  queftion  with  the  wcif. 
Why  he  hath  made  the  ewe  bleat  fc-r  the  Ir.mb. 
You  may  as  well  fot-bid  the  rnountr.in-pines 
To  wag  their  high  tops,  and  to  r.-:r.ke  a  noife, 
When'they  are  fretted  wit!)  the  gnPts  of  heav'n. 
You  may  as  weli  do  any  tMng  moft  haid, 
As  feek  t^  fjften  that,   (than  which  what's  harder  !)» 
His  Jewifh  heart.     Therefore,   i  do  befeech  you, 
Make  no  more  offers,  ufe  no  farther  m.eans; 
But  with  all  brief  and  plain  conveniency 
Let  me  have  judgment,   and  the  Jew  his  will. 

Baf.  For  thy  three  thoufand  ducats  here  is  fix. 

Sh^.  If  ev'ry  ducat  in  fx  thoufand  ducats 
Were  in  fix  parts,  and  ev'ry  part  a  duc?-t, 
I  v;ould  not  drav.'  them  ;  I  would  have  my  bond. 

Duke.  How  (halt  thou  hope  for  mercy,   rend'ring 


none  ' 


Sh^.  What  judgment  (hall  I  dread,  doing  no  wrong  . 
You  have  among  you  many  a  purch.  s'd  flave, 
Which,  like  your  affes,  and  your  dogs,  and  mules, 
You  ufe  in  abjeft  and  in  flavifh  part, 
Becanfe  you  bought  them-     Shall  I  fay  to  you, 
Let  them  be  free  ;  marry  them  to  your  heirs ; 

"Why 
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Why  (v'eat  they  under  burdens  ?  let  their  beds 
Be  made  as  foft  as  your's,  and  let  their  palates 
Be  feafon'd  with  fuch  viands  :  you  will  anfwer, 
The  flaves  are  ours.     So  do  I  anfwer  you. 
The  pound  of  fle(h  which  I  demand  of  him, 
Is  dearly  bought ;  'tis  mine,  and  I  will  have  it. 
If  you  deny  me,  fie  upon  your  law  1 
There  is  no  force  in  the  decrees  of  Venice. 
I  ftand  for  judgment ;  anfwer;   (hall  I  have  it  ? 

Duke.  Upon  my  pow'r  I  may  difmifs  this  courts 
Unlefs  BeJlarlo,  a  learned  Doctor, 
Whom  I  have  fent  for  to  determine  this. 
Come  here  to  day. 

Sa/.  My  Lord,  here  flays  wkhout, 
A  meiTengcr  with  letters  from  the  Dodor, 
Kew  come  from  Padua. 

Duke.  Bring  us  the  letters,  call  the  mefTenger. 
BajT.  Good  cheer,  Anthonio  :    what,  man,  courage 
yet 
The  Jpw  fhall  have  my  flefh,  blood,  bones,  and  all, 
Ere  thou  ilia't  lofe  for  me  one  drop  cf  blood. 

y^«A  I  am  a  tainted  weather  of  the  ficck, 
Meeteft  for  death  :  the  v.'.akell;  kind  of  fruit 
Drops  earliefc  to  the  grovad,  ai;d  fo  let  me. 
Yo']  cacnot  better  be  employ 'd,  Bailanio, 
Than  to  live  ftill,   and  write  rrine  epitath. 
S  C  E  N  E     11. 
Ejitcr  Neri'Ja,  dfcfsW  like  a  Lnvjer's  clerk, 
Duke.  CaiT.e  you  from  Padua,  from  Bellarlo?. 
Ner.  From  both,  my  Lord.     BeKarlo  greets  your 

Grace. 
Baff.  Why  doft  thou  whet  thy  knife  fo  earneftly?. 
[The  Jeiv  -ivhcttin?  !)is  knife  on  the  fole  of  his  filit> 
Shy.  To  cut  the  forfeit  from,  that  bankrupt  there. 
Gra.  Not  on  thy  fole,   but  on  thy  fou',  harfh  Jew, 
Thou  mak'fl  thy  knife  keen  :  for  no  metal  can, 
No,  not  the  hangman's  ax,  bear  half  the  keenncfs 
Of  thy  fharp  envy.     Can  no  prayers  pierce  thee? 
S'j.  No,  none  that  thou  Iiaft  wit  enough  to  make.. 
C?/v/.  O  be  thou  damn'd,  inexorable  do52. 
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And  for  thy  lii'e  let  juftice  be  accusM  ! 

Thou  almoft  mak'ft  me  weaver  in  my  faith. 

To  hold  opinion  with  Pythgoras, 

That  foiils  of  animals  infufe  themfelves 

Into  the  tmnks  of  men.     Thy  currifii  fpirit 

Govern'd  a  wolf^  who,  hang'd  for  human  flaughter, 

Ev'n  from  the  gallow  s  did  his  fell  foul  fleet, 

And,  whilft  thou  iay'll:  in  thy  uEhaUow'd  dam, 

Infiis'd  itfelf  in  thee  :  for  thy  defires 

Arewolfifh,  bloody,  ftarvM,   and  ravenous. 

5i)'.  Till  thou  canft  rail  the  feal  from  off  my  bond. 
Thou  but  offend  ft  thy  lungs  to  fpeak  Co  loud. 
Repair  thy  wit,  good  youth,   or  it  will  fall 
Tocurelefs  ruin.     1  ftand  here  for  law. 

Duke.  This  letter  from  Beliario  doth  commend 
A  young  and  learned  dodor  to  our  court.] 
Where  is  he  ? 

Net:  Ke  attendeth  here  hard  by 
To  know  your  anfwer,  whether  you'll  adm.it  him. 

Duke.  "With  all  my  heart.  Some  three  orfour  of  you 
Go  give  him  courteous  conduft  to  this  place. 
Mean  time  the  court  (hall  hear  Bellario's  letter. 

YOur  Grace  Jhall  unddrjfand,    that,   at  the  receipt  of 
]Our  letter,  I  .I'n   -vcrj  fick  :   tut   at  the   i!.'fta7;t 
that  pur  mejfe7:ger  came,  In  loving  vifitaiioii  ivas  -with 
meapungDoLtorofRo?/ie,    his  name  is  Balthafar.     I 
ncquainted  him  -with  the  caufe  in  controverfy  betxvee-n  the 
Je-w  arid  Af'.thofiio  the  fnerchant.     We  turned  o'er  ?nan'j 
books  together:  he  isfarnijhedii'ith  my  opinion,  "which, 
lettered  loith  his  oivn  learning,    (the  greatncfs  -whereof 
I  cannot  enough  commend),  comes   -with  hiin  at  my  itn 
tortunitj,  to  fill  zip  jour  Grace's  requefl  in  triy  ftead.     I 
befeechyou,  let  his  lack  of  years  be  no  impediment,  to  let 
him  luck  a  reverend  ejiimation  ;  for  1  never  kne-w  fe 
)Oung  a  body  -withfo  old  a  head.    I  leave  him  to  ■^ our  gra- 
cious acceptance,   'whofe  trial  Jhall  better puLIiJh  his  com- 
mendation. 

.  Enter  Portia,  dref'd  like  a  DoClor  ofLa-ws. 
Duke.  You  hear  the  learnM  Beliario*,  v  hat  he  writes. 
And  here,  I  take  it,  is  the  Doaorcome. 

Give 
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Give  me  your  hand.     Came  you  from  oid  Bellarlo  j 

Ptf/-.  I  did,  my  Lord. 

Duke.  You're  welcome  ;  takd  your  place. 
Are  you  acquainted  with  the  djiferenc^ 
That  holds  tliis  prefcnt  queftion  in  the  court? 

For.  I  am  informed  throughly  of  the  cafe. 
Which  is  the  merchant  here  ?  and  which  the  Jew  ! 

Duke.   Anthonio  and  old  Shyiock,  both  fland  forth. 

For.  Is  your  name  Shyiock  ! 

Shy.  Shyiock  is  my  name. 

For.  Of  aftrange  nature  is  the  fuit  you  follow; 
Yet  in  fuch  rule,  that  the  Venetian  law 
Cannot  impugn  you,  as  you  do  proceed. 
You  ftand  within  his  danger ;  do  j^ou  not  ?   [To  Antk. 

Af2t:  Ay,  fo  he  fays. 

For.  Do  you  confefs  the  bond?. 

Ant.  I  do. 

For.  Then  mull  the  Jew  be  merciful. 

Shj.  (3n  what  compulfion  m.uft  I?  tell  nje  that. 

For.  The  qurlitv  of  mercy  is  notflrain'd; 
It  droppeth,  as  the  gentle  rain  from  heav'n 
Upon  the  place  beneath.  It  is  twice  blcfs'd; 
It  bleltcth  hu-n  that  gives,  and  him  that  takes. 
'Tis  mightiefi;  in  the  mightiefc ;  it  becomes 
The  throned  monarch  better  than  his  crown  : 
His  fceptre  (hews  the  force  of  temporal  powV, 
The  attribute  to  awe  and  majcftj'-, 
Wherein  doth  ft  the  dread  and  fear  of  kings; 
But  m.ercy  is  above  this  (ceptcr'd  Iway,  ^ 

It  is  enthroned  in  the  hearts  of  kings  ;  JB 

It  is  an  atu-ibute  to  God  himfclf ; 
And  earthly  power  doth  then  (hew  likeft:  God's, 
When  mercy  feafons  juftice.     Therefore,  Jew, 
Tho'  juftice  be  thy  plea,  coufider  this. 
That  in  the  courfe  of  juftice  none  of  us  ? 

Should  fee  falvation.     We  do  pray  for  mercy  ; 
And  that  fame  pray'r  doth  teach  us  all  to  render 
The  deeds  of  mercy.     I  have  (poke  thus  much 
To  mitigate  the  juftice  of  thy  plea  ; 
Which  if  thou  follow,  this  flrift  court  of  Venice 
Muft  needs  give  fentencc 'gainft  the  merchant. there. 
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Skj.  My  deeds  upon  my  head  !  I  crave  the  law, 
The  penalty  and  forfeit  of  my  bond. 

Por.  Is  he  not  able  to  difcharge  the  money  ? 

Biiff.  Yes,  here  I  tender  it  for  him  In  the  court. 
Yea,  twice  the  fum. ;   if  that  will  not  fuffice, 
1  will  be  bound  to  pay  it  ten  times  o'er, 
On  forfeit  of  my  hands,  my  head,  my  heart. 
If  this  will  not  fuffice,  it  mull  appear 
That  malice  bears  down  truth.     And  I  befeech  you, 
Wreft  once  the  law  to  your  ai^thoritv. 
To  do  a  great  right,  do  a  little  wrong ; 
And  curb  this  cruel  devil  of  his  will. 

Per.  It  mud  not  be  ;   there  is  no  power  in  Venice 
Can  alter  a  decree  eftablifhed. 
'Twill  be  recorded  for  a  precedent; 
And  many  an  error,   by  the  fame  example, 
Will  rulli  into  the  date.     It  cannot  be. 

Sfjy.  A  Daniel  come  to  judgment !  yea,  a  DanlcL 
0  wife  young  judge,  how  do  I  honour  thee  ! 

Por.  I  pray  you  let  me  look  upon  the  bond. 

Shj.  Here 'tis,  Moll  Rev'rend  Doiftor,  here  it  is- 

Per.  Shylock,  there's  thrice  thy  money  offei-^d  thee. 

Sb^.  An  oath,  an  oath, — 1  have  an  oath  ill  heav'ii. 
Shall  I  lay  perjury  upon  my  foul  ? 
No,  not  for  Venice. 

Por.  Why,  this  bond  is  forfeit-, 
And  lawfully  by  this  the  Jew  may  claim 
A  pound  of  flelh,   to  be  by  him  cut  off 
Neareft  the  merchant's  heart.     Be  merciful. 
Take  thrice  thy  m.oney,  bid  me  tear  the  bond. 

Shj.  When  it  is  paid  according  to  the  tenor. 
It  doth  appear  you  arc  a  worthy  judge ; 
You  know  the  law  ;  your  expofition 
Hath  been  moft  found.     I  charge  you  by  the  law, 
Whereof  you  are  a  well-deferving  pillar, 
Proceed  to  judgment.     By  my  foul  I  fMcar, 
There  is  no  power-in  the  tongue  of  man 
To  alter  me.     I  ftay  here  on  my  bond. 

Jfit.  Moft  heartily  I  do  befeech  the  caurt 
To  give  the  ji^dgment. 

Vol.  U.  ^I  Psr. 
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Pc/:  Why,  then  thus  it  is  : 
You  mpft  prepare  your  bofom  for  his  knife. 

S'>y.  O  noble  judge  !  O  excellent  young  man  ! 

Por.  For  the  intent  and  purpofe  of  the  law 
Haih  full  relation  to  the  pena'ty. 
Which  here  appeareth  due  upon  the  bond. 

Shy.  'Tis  very  true.     O  wife  and  upright  judge, 
How  much  more  elder  art  thou  than  thy  looks  ! 

Por.  Therefore  lay  bare  your  bofbm. 

Shy.  Ay,   his  breaft; 
So  fays  the  bond  ;   doth  it  not,  noble  judge  ? 
Neareft  his  heart,    thofe  are  the  very  words. 

Por.  It  is  fo    Are  there  (bales  to  weigh  the  fledi  \ 

S'.y.  I  have  them  ready. 

Por.  Have   by  fome    furgeon,  Shylock,    on  your 
charge. 
To  ftop  his  wounds,  left  he  fhould  bleed  to  death. 

5'v.  Is  it  fo  nominated  in  the  bond  ? 

Por.  It  is  not  fo  exprcfs'd  ;  but  what  of  that? 
'Twere  good,  you  do  fo  much  for  charity. 

Sh'  I  cannot  find  it;  'tis  not  in  the  bond. 

Por.  Com.e,  merchant,  have  you  an}^  thing  to  fay? 

y4Kt.  But  little.    I  am  arm'd,  and  well  prepared. 
Give  me  your  hand,   Baflanio,  fare  yon  well  I 
Grieve  not  that  I  am  fall'n  to  this  for  you  : 
For  herein  fortune  fhews  herfelf  more  kind, 
Than  is  her  cuftom.     It  is  flill  her  ufe, 
To  let  the  wretched  man  outlive  his  wealth. 
To  view  V'ith  hollow  eye,  and  wrinkled  brow. 
An  age  of  poverty  :  from  which  lingering  penance 
'  Of  fuch  a  mifery  doth  (he  cut  me  off. 
Commen4  me  to  j'-our  honourable  wife ; 
Tell  her  the  procefs  of  Anthonio's  end  : 
Say,  how  I  lovM  you  ;  fpeak  me  fair  in  death ; 
And  when  the  tale  is  told,  bid  her  be  judge, 
Whether  EalTanio  had  not  once  a  love. 
Repent  not  you  that  you  fhall  lofe  your  friend; 
And  he  repents  not  that  he  pays  your  debt : 
For  if  the  Jew  do  cut  but  deep  enough, 
I'll  pay  it  inftantly  v  ith  all  my  heart. 
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Bujf'  Anthonio,  I  am  married  to  a  wife. 
Which  is  as  dear  to  me  as  life  itfeif ; 
But  life  itfeif,  my  wife,  and  all  the  world,. 
Are  not  with  me  efleem'd  above  thy  life.. 
I  would  lofe  all ;  a)',    facrifice  them  all 
Here  to  this  devil,  to  deliver  you. 

Por.  Your  wife  would  give  you  little  thanks  for  that. 
If  (he  were  by  to  hear  you  make  the  otter. 

Gru.  I  have  a  wife,  whom,   I  proteft,  1  love  ; 
I  would  (he  were  in  heav'n,  fo  (he  could 
Intreat  fome  pow'r  to  change  this  currifh  Jew. 

Ner.  'Tis  well  you  oifer  it  behind  her  back ; 
The  wi(h  would  make  elfe  an  unquiet  houfe. 

Shy.  Thefe  be  the  Chriflian  hnlbands.    I've  a  daugh- 
Would  any  of  the  f^ock  of  Barrabas  [ter; 

Had  been  her  hulband,  rather  than  a  Chrifiian  !  [_j^fide. 
We  trifle  time  :  1  pray  thee,   purfae  fentence. 

Por.  A  pound  of  that  fame  merchant's  fleih  is  thine; 
The  court  awards  it,  and  the  law  doth  give  it. 

S'tj.  Moft  rightful  judge  ! 

Por.  And  you  muft  cut  this  fiefh  from  off  his  breaft ; 
The  law  allows  it,  and  the  court  awards  it. 

SiTj.  Moft  learned  judge  I   a  fentence  :  come,  [pre- 
pare- 

Por.  Tarry  a  little,  there  is  fomething  elle. 
This  bond  doth  give  thee  here  no  jot  of  blood; 
The  words  exprelly  are,  a  pound  of  fiefh. 
Then  take  thy  bond,   take  thou  thy  pound  of  flclh; 
But,  in  the  cutting  it,  if  thou  doft  fhed 
One  drop  of  Chriftian  blood,'  thy  lands  and  goods. 
Are,  by  the  laws  of  Venice,  confifcate 
Unto  the  ftate  of  Venice. 

Gra.   0  upright   judge !    ir.ark,    Jew ;    O   learned 
judge  ! 

S'fj.  Is  that  the  law  ? 

Par.  Thyfelf  fhalt  fee  the  aft  : 
For  as  thou  urgeft  juftice,  be  afHir'd, 
Thou  (halt  have  juftice,  more  than  thou  defir'ft. 

Grj.  O  learned  judge  !  mark,  Jew;  a  learned  judge! 

%•  I  take  this  ofier  then,  pay  the  bond  tluice. 

M  2  And 
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And  let  the  Chriftlan  go. 

jb'i///".  Here  is  the  money. 
-    Par.  The  Jew  fhall  have  all  juftice ;  foft ;  no  hade; 
He  fhall  have  nothing  but  the  penalty. 

Gnu  O  Jew  \   an  upright  judge,  a  learned  judge! 

Par.  Therefore  prepare  thee  to  cut  off  the  flelh ; 
Shed  thou  no  blood,  nor  cut  thou  lefs,  nor  morc> 
But  juft  a  pound  of  fielh  ;  if  thou  tak^ft  more 
Or  lefs  than  a  juft  pound,  be't  but  fo  much 
As  makes  it  light  or  heavy  in  the  fubflance, 
On  the  divifion  of  the  twentieth  part 
Of  one  poor  fcruple;   nay,  if  the  fcak  turn 
Bat  iii  the  eftimation  of  a  hair, 
Thou  dieft,  and  a'l  thy  goods  are  confifcatc 

Gra.  A  fecond  Daniel,  a  Darie',  Jew  ! 
Now,  Intidei,  I  have  thee  on  the  hip. 

Par.  "v/hy  doth  the  Jew  paufc  ?   take  the  fcrfeiturr, 

Sh'i.  Give  me  my  principal,  and  let  me  go. 
•      'Bii[f.  I  have  it  ready  for  thee;  here  it  is. 

Por.  He  hath  refus'd  it  in  the  open  court ; 
He  (hall  have  mere!?  juftice,  and  liis  bond. 

Grj.  A  Danie],  ftill,  fay  1 ;  a  fecond  Daniel  ! 
I  thank  thee,  Jew,  for  teaching  n^e  that  M'ord. 

Sh).  Shall  I  not  barely  liave  n-:y  principal?  _ 

Por.  Thou  fhait  have  nothing  hut  the  forfeiture,- 
To  be  fo  taken  at  thy  peril,  Jew. 

5:^^.  Why,  then  the  devil  give  him  good  of  it . 
I'll  llay  no  longer  queftion. 

Por.  Tarry,  Jew. 
The  law  hath  yet  another  hold  on  you. 
It  is  enafted  in  the  laws  of  Venice, 
If  it  be  prov'd  againft  an  a;icn. 
That,  by  dircft  or  indireO  attempts, 
He  feeks  the  life  of  any  citizen. 
The  party  'gainft  the  which  he  doth  confriv?. 
Shall  feize  on  half  his  goods  ;  the  other  halt 
Comes  to  the  privy  coder  of  the  Hate ; 
And  the  offender's  life  lies  in  the  mercy 
Of  the  Duke  only,  'gainll  all  other  voice. 
lu  which  predicament^  I. fay,  thou  ftand'l>. 
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For  it  appears  by  manifeft  proceeding. 
That  indireftly,  and  directly  too, 
Thou  haft  contrived  again  ft  the  very  life 
Of  the  defendant;   and  thou  haft  incurr'd 
The  danger  formerly  by  me  rehears'd. 
Down,  therefore,  and  beg  mercy  of  the  Duke. 
Gra.  Beg,    that  thou  may'ft  have  leave   to   hanj 
thyfelf; 
And  yet  thy  wealth  being  forfeit  to  the  flate, 
Thou  haft  not  left  the  value  of  a  cord  ; 
Therefore  thou  muft  be  hang'd  at  the  i^te's  charge. 

Duke.  That  thou  may 'ft  fee  the  diifcrence  of  our 
I  pardon  thee  thy  life  before  thou  afk  it.  [Ipirit, 

lor  half  thy  wealth,  it  is  Anthonio's  ; 
The  other  half  comes  to  the  general  ftate, 
Which  humblenefs  may  drive  unto  a  fine. 
Por.  Ay,  for  the  ftate  ;  not  for  Anthonio. 
Slrf.  Nay,  take  my  life  and  all  :  pardon  not  that. 
You  take  my  houfe,  when  you  do  take  the  prop 
That  doth  fuftain  my  houfe  :  you  take  my  life. 
When  you  do  take  the  means  whereby  I  live. 
Por.  What  mercy  can  you  render  him,  Anthonio  ?' 
Gra.  A-hzlter  gratis ;  nothing  elfe,  for  God-'s  fake. 
Ant.  So  pleafe  my  Lord  the  Duke,  and  ali  the  court. 
To  quit  the  fine  for  one  half  of  his  goods, 
I  am  content ;  fo  he  will  let  me  have 
The  other  half  in  uie,  to  render  it 
Upon  his  death  unto  the  gentleman 
That  ktely  ftole  his  daughter- 
Two  things  provided  more,  that  for  this  favouF' 
He  pefently  become  a  Chriftian; 
The  other,  that  he  do  record  a  gift 
Here  In  the  court,  of  all  he  dies  pofTefsM, 
Unto  his  Ton  Lorenzo  and  his  daughter. 

Duke.  He  ftiall  do  this,  or  elfe  I  do  recant 
The  pardon  that  I  late  pronounced  here. 
Por.  Art  thou  contented,  Jew?  what  dofl  tliou  wy? 
%•  I  am  content. 
Per.  Clerk,  draw  a  deed  of  gift. 
Shj.  I  pray  you,  give  me  leave  to  go  from  hence ; 
lam  rnji  well ;  ftnd  the  deed  aft^sr  me, 

U  3  And'. 
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And  I  will  fign  it. 

Duki\  Get  thee  gone,  but  do  It. 

Gra.  In  chrill'ning,  thou  (halt  have  two  godfathers. 
Had  I  been  judge,  thou  fhould'ft  have  had  ten  more, 
To  bring  thee  to  the  gallows,  not  to  the  font. 

[Exit  Shylodu. 

Duke.  Sir,  I  intreatyou  home  with  me  to  dinner. 

Par.  I  humbly  do  defire  j^our  Grace  of  pardon  ; 
I  muft  away  this  night  to  Padua, 
And  it  is  meet,  I  prefently  fet  forth. 

Duke.  I'm  forry  that  your  leifure  ferves  you  not. 
Anthonio,  gratify  this  gentleman; 
For,  in  my  mind,  you  are  much  bound  to  him. 

[Exit  Duke  ivd  b:s  trcir: 
SCENE         III. 

Bajf.  Mofl  worthy  gentleman  !  I  and  my  friend 
Have  by  your  wifdom  been  this  day  acquitted 
Of  grievous  penalties  ;   in  lieu  whereof. 
Three  thoufand  ducats,   due  unto  the  Jew, 
We  freely  cope  your  courteous  pains  withal. 

^nt.  And  (land  indebted,  over  and  above. 
In  love  and  fervice  to  you  evermore. 

Per.  He  is  well  paid,  that  is  well  fatisfy'd  ;. 
And  I,  delivering  you,  am  fatisfy'd. 
And  therein  Jo  account  mvfelf  well  paid:; 
My  mind  was  never  3'^et  more  mercenary. 
I  pray  you,  know  me,  when  we  meet  again  ; 
I  wifh  you  well,  and  lb  T  take  my  leave. 

Buff.  Dear  Sir,  of  force  i  mull  attem.pt  you  further. 
Take  fome  remembrance  of  us  for  a  tribute  ; 
Not  as  a  fee  :  grant  me  two  things,  I  pray  you. 
Not  to  deny  me,  and  to  pardon  me. 

Por.  You  prefs  me  far,  and  therefore  I  will  yie!d. 
Give  me  your  gloves,  Fli  wear  'em  for  your  fake; 
And,  for  your  love,  I'll  take  this  ring  from  you. 
Do  net  draw  back  your  hand,  I'll  take  no  more ; 
And  you  in  love  fhall  not  deny  me  this. 

3ajf.  This  ring,  good  Sir,  alas,  it  is  a  trifle; 
I  will  not  fhame  myfelf  to  give  you  this. 

T.or> 
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Tor.  I  will  have  nothing  elfe,  but  only  this  ; 
Andnow,  methinks,  Ihaveamindtoit.    ^ 

£tf//:  There's  more  depends   on  this,  Uian  on  the 
value. 
The  deareft  ring  in  Venice  will  I  give  you. 
And  find  it  out  by  proclamation  ; 
Only  for  this,  I  pray  you,  pardon  me. 

for.  I  fee,  Sir,  you  are  liberal  in  oifers  ;  ^ 
You  taught  me  firft  to  beg ;   and  now,  methinks, 
You  teach  me  how  a  beggar  fhou^d  be  anfwcr'd. 

Baf  Good  Sir,  this  ring  was  giv'n  me  by  my  wifci 
And,  when  (he  put  it  on,  ihe  made  me  vow, 
That  I  (hould  neither  fell,  nor  give,  nor  lofe  It. 

Por.  That  Tcufe  ferycs  many  men  to  fave  their  gifts  ;.. 
And  if  your  wife  be  not  a  mad  woman. 
And  know  how  well  I  have  deferv'd  the  ring, 
She  wouM  not  hold  or,t  enmity  for  ever. 
For  Tivine  it  to  me.     Well,  peace  be  with  you  ! 

""  \Exh  uuith  Nerifla. 

Ant.  My  Lord  Baflanio  let  him  have  the  ring. 
Let  hif  defervings,  and  m.y  love  Vvitha!, 
Be  valu'd  'gainft  your  wife's  commandment. 

3a^.  Go,  Gratiano,  mn  and  overtake  him, 
Give  him  the  ring ;  and  bring  him  if  thou  canfr. 
Unto  Arthonio's  houfe:   away,  make  hafle. 

{Exit  Gra, 

Come,  you  and  I  will  thiithej-  prefentiy  ; 
And  in  the  morning  earty,  will  we  both 
Fly  toward  Belmont;   come,  Anthor^o.  \ExeunU 

Re-enter  Portia  ivith  Nerifla. 

Pot:  Enquire  the  Jew's  houfe  out,  give  him  this 
And  let  him  fign  it ;   we'll  away  to-night,  [deed, 

And  be  a  day  before  our  hulhands  home : 
This  deed  will  be  well  welcome  to  Lorenzo. 
Enter  Gratiano. 

Gra.  Fair  Sir,  you  are  well  o'erta'en  : 
My  Lord  Baflanio,  upon  more  advice, 
Hath  fent  you  here  this  rirg,  and  doth  Intrcat 
Your  company  at  dinner. 

Por.  That  cannot  be. 

This  ring  I  do  accept  melt  thankfully, 

An?- 
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And  Co,  I  pray  you,  tell  him  ;  furthermore, 

I  pray  you,  Ihew  my  youth,  old  Shylock's  houfe.    - 

Gra.  That  will  I  do. 

Ner.  Sir,  I  would  Ipeak  with  you. 
I'll  fee  if  I  can  get  my  hufband's  ring  :  [To  Per. 

Which  I  did  make  him  fwear  to  keep  for  ever. 

Por.  Thou  may'ft,  I  warrant.     We  fhali  have  old 
{wearing, 
That  they  did  give  the  rings  away  to  men  ; 
But  we'll  out  face  them,   and  out~fwear  them  too  : 
Away,  make  hafte,  thou  know 'ft  where  I  will  tarry. 

Ner.  Come,    good  Sir,  will  you  fhew  me  to  this 
1^'Oufe?  lExcufit. 

A  C  T    V.         S  C  E  N  E    I. 

'Bchiont.     A  grove  or  green  place  before  Portich  houfe. 

Enter  Lorenzo  and  Jelljca. 

ionT^HE  moon  fhines  bright ;  in  fuch  a  night  as 

y.       this, 
Wlien  the  fweet  wind  did  gently  kifs  the  trees. 
And  they  did  make  no  noife  ;  in  fach  a  night 
Troilus,   methinks,  mounted  the  Trojan  wall  j 
And  figh'd  his  foul  toward  the  Grecian  tents, 
Where  Creflid  lay  that  night. 

fef.  In  fuch  a  night 
Did  Thifbe  fearfull}'^  o'er-trip  the  dew; 
And  faw  the  lion's  fhadow  ere  himfelf, 
And  ran  difmfiy'd  away. 

her.  In  fach  a  night 
Stood  Dido  with  a  Vv'illow  in  her  hand 
Upon  the  wild  fea-banks,  and  wav'd  her  love 
To  come  again  to  Carthage. 

fcf.  In  fuch  a  night 
Medea  gather'd  the  inchanted  herbs,. 
That  did  renew  old  /£fou. 

hor.  In  fuch  a  night 
Did  Jellica  fteal  from  the  wealthy  Jew, 
And  v;:th  an  unthrift  ioYC  did  run  from  Venice, 
As  far  as  Belmont, 
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Jef.  And  in  fuch  a  night 
Did  young  Lorenzo  fwear  he  lov'd  her  well ; 
Stealing  her  foul  with  many  vows  of  faith. 
And  ne'er  a  trwe  one. 

Lor.  And  in  fuch  a  night 
Did  pretty  Jeffica,  (like  a  little  (hrew). 
Slander  her  love,  and  he  forgave  it  her. 

'Jef.  I  would  out-night  you  did  no  body  come  2 
Bi'.t  hark,  I  hear  the  footing  of  a  man. 
Enter  Stephano. 

Lor.  Who  comes  fo  faft  in  fiience  of  the  night? 

Mef.  A  friend. 

Lor.  What  friend  ?  Your  name,  T  pray  you,  friend? 

Mef.  St.:phano  is  my  name,  and  I  bring  word, 
My  miftrefs  wiil  before  the  break  of  day 
Be  here  at  Belmont :   (he  doth  flray  about 
By  holy  croffes,  where  (he  kneels,  and  prays. 
For  happy  w  cdlock  hours. 

Lor.  Who  comes  with  her? 

Mef.  None  but  a  holy  hermit  and  her  maid. 
I  pray  you,  is  my  mafter  yet  returned  ? 

Lor.  He  is  not,  nor  have  we  yet  heard  from  him. 
But  go  we  in,  I  pray  thee,  Jedica, 
And  ceremonioudy  let  us  prepare 
Some  welcome  for  the  miftrefs  of  the  houfe. 
Kntcr  Launcelot. 

Latin.  Sola,  fola,  wo  ha,  ho,  fo!a,  fola  ! 

Lor.  Who  calls  \ 

Latin.  Sola  !  did  you  fee  Mafter  Lorenzo  and  Mi- 
ftrefs Lorenzo  \  fola,  fola  ! 

Lor.  Leave  hollowing,  man:  here. 

Latin.  Sola!   where?   where? 

Lor,  Here. 

Laun.  Tell  him,  there's  a  poftjK)m.e  from  my  ma- 
fter, with  his  horn  full  of  good  vM%.  My  mafter  will 
be  here  ere  morning. 

Lor.  Sweet  love,  let's  in,  and  there  expert  their 
And  yet  no  matter  :  why  (houM  we  go  in  i  [coming.. 
My  friend  Stephano,  figuify,  I  pray  you, 

Within 
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Witliin  the  houfe,  your  miflrefs  is  at  hand ; 

A    J ,    .  ,.    ^     ,  .  lh:xit.  Stephana 

And  bring  your  niufic  forth  into  the  air. 

Kow  fweet  the  moonlight  fleeps  upon  this  bank  ' 

Here  will  we  fit,  and  Jet  the  founds  of  mufic 

Creep  in  our  ears  ;  foft  ftilinef^,  and  the  nirht 

Becoine  the  touches  of  fweet  harmony. 

Sit,  Jeflica  :  leok  how  the  f]oor  of  heav'n 

Is  thick  iniay'd  with  patents  of  bright  o-old? 

There's  not  the  fma'Jex^t  orb  which'^thoj  behold'il, 

Biit  in  his  motion  iike  an  angel  fngs. 

Still  quiring  to  the  young-ey'd  cherubims; 

Such  harmony  is  in  immortal  founds  ! 

But  whilft  this  muddy  ^eflure  of  decay 

Both  grofiy  clofe  us  in,  we  cannot  hear  it. 

Come,  ho,  and  wake  Diana  with  a  hymn  ; 

With  fweetefl  touches  pierce  your  m'illrefs'  ear. 

And  draw  her  home  with  )r;u(:c. 

Jef.  I'm  never  merry  when  I  hear  fweet  mufic. 

\Mufw. 
l^or.  The  reafon  is,  your  fpirits  are  attentive; 
For  io  but  note  a  wild  and  wanton  herdj 
Or  race  of  youthful  and  unhandled  colts,. 
Fetching  mad  bounds,   bellowing  and  neighing  loud; 
(Which  is  the  hot  condition  of  their  blood). 
If  they  perchance  but  hear  a  trumpet  founds 
Or  any  air  of  mufic  touch  their  ears,, 
You  fliall  perceive  them  make  a  mutual  fland; 
Their  favage  eyes  turn'd  to  a  modeft  gaze. 
By  the  f\veet  power  of  mufic.     Therefore  the  poet 
Did  feign  that  Orpheus  drew  trees,  (tones,  and  floods; 
Since  nought  fo  flockifli,  hard,  and  full  of  rage. 
But  mufic  for  the  time  doth  change  his  nature. 
The  man  that  hath.§D  mufic  in  himfelf. 
Nor  is  not  mov'd  #Tth  concord  of  fweet  founds, 
Is  fit  for  tfeafons,  ftratagems,  andfpoils; 
The  motions  of  his  fpirit  are  dull  as  night, 
And  his  afr£(fl:ions  dark  as  Erebus  : 

Let  no  fuch  man  be  trufted ^Mark  the  ir.ufic 

Enter 
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Enter  Portia  ai2d  NerifTa. 

For.  That  light  we  fee,   is  burning  in  my  hall : 
How  far  the  little  candle  throws  his  beams  ! 
So  (hincs  a  good  deed  in  a  naughty  world.  [candle. 

K^r.  When  the  moon  (hone,  we  did  not  fee  the 

For.  So  doth  the  greater  glory  dim  the  lefs  ; 
Afubftitute  Ihines  brightly  as  a  King, 
Until  a  King  be  by  ;   and  then  his  Hate 
Empties  itfelf,  as  doth  an  inland  brook 
Into  the  main  of  waters.     Mufc,  hark  !  [Mufts. 

Ner.  It  is  the  miiHc,  Madam,  of  your  houfe. 

For.  Nothing  is  good,  I  fee,  without  refpeft  : 
Methinks  it  founds  much  fweeter  than  by  day. 

Ner.  Silence  beftows  the  virtue  on  it.  Madam. 

For.  The  crow  doth  fing  as  fw'eetly  as  the  lark, 
When  neitlier  is  attended;  and,  I  think. 
The  nightingale.    If  Ihe  fhould  flng  by  day. 
When  every  goofe  is  cackling,  would  be  thought 
No  better  a  mufician  than  the  wren. 
How  many  things  by  feafon  feafon'd  are 
To  their  right  praife,  and  true  perfeftion? 
Peace  !  how  the  moon  fleeps  with  Endymion, 
And  would  not  be  awakM  !  {Mujic  ccnfcs. 

Lor.  That  Is  the  voice. 
Or  I  am  much  decelvM,  of  Portia. 

For.  He  knows  me  as  the  blind  man  knows  the  cue* 
By  the  bad  voice.  [kow. 

Lor.  Dear  Lad^r,  welcome  home.  • 

For.    We   have  been   praying   for  our  hufband^s 
healths. 
Which  {peed  we  hope  the  better  for  our  words. 
Are  they  return'd  ! 

Lor.  Madam,  they  are  not  yet ;     -. 
But  there  Is  come  a  mefTengcr  befor^ 
To  fignify  their  coming. 

Por.  Go,  NerifTa,       . 
Give  order  to  my  fervants,  that  they  take 
No  note  at  all  of  our  being  abfent  hence  ; 
Nor  you,  Lorenzo;  JefTica,  nor  you. 

iA  tucket  founds. 
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Lor.  Your  huiband  is  at  hand,  1  hear  his  trumpet : 
We  are  no  tell-tales,  Madam,  fear  you  not. 

Por.  This   Right,    methinks,    is  but  the  day-light 
fick; 
It  looks  a  little  paler ;  'tis  a  day, 
Such  as  the  day  is  when  the  fun  is  hid. 
Enter  BalTanio,    Anthonio,   Gratiano,    ci72d  their  foi- 

loixjtrs. 

Bdjf.  We  ihould  hold  day  with  the  Antipodes, 
If  you  would  walk  in  abfence  of  the  fun. 

For.  Let  me  give  light,  but  let  me  not  be  light; 
For  a  light  wife  doth  make  a  heavy  hufoand ; 
And  never  be  BafTanio  fo  from  me  ; 
But  God  fort  all !  You're  welcome  home,  my  Lord. 

Baif.  I  thank  you,    Madam  :    give  welcome  to  my 
friend; 
This  is  the  man,  this  is  Anthonio, 
To  whom  I  am  fo  infinitely  bound. 

Por.  You  (liould  in  all  fenfe  be  much  bound  to  him; 
For,  as  1  hear,  he  was  much  bound  for  you. 

^iit.  No  more  than  I  am  well  acquitted  of. 

Por.  Sir,  you  are  very  welcome  to  our  houfe ; 
It  mufl  appear  in  other  w  ays  than  words ; 
Therefore  I  fcant  this  breathing  courtefy. 

Gra.  By  yonder  moon  I  fwear  you  do  me  wrong ; 
In  faith,  I  gave  it  to  the  judge's  clerk.         \Tq  NerilTa. 
Would  he  were  gelt  that  had  it,  for  my  part. 
Since  vou  do  take  it,  love,  fo  much  at  heart. 

Por.   A  quarrel,  ho,  already  !   what's  the  matter : 

Gra.  About  a  hoop  of  gold,  a  paltry  ring, 
That  fhe  did  give  me,  wTiofe  poefy  was, 
For  ail  the  world,  like  cutlers  poetry 
Upon  a  knife  :  L^e  me^  and  leave  me  mt. 

Ner.  What,  wk  you  of  the  poefy,  or  the  value? 
You  fwore  to  me,  when  I  did  give  it  you, 
That  you  would  wear  it  till  your  hour  of  death ; 
And  that  it  fhould  lie  with- you  in  your  grave  : 
Though  not  for  me,  yet  for  your  vehem.ent  oaths. 
You  fhould  have  been  rcfpciftive,   and  have  kept  it. 
Gave  it  a  judge's  clerk !  but  well  I  know, 
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The  clerk  will  ne'er  wear  hair  on's  face  that  had  it. 

Gra.  He  will,  an'  if  he  live  to  be  a  man. 

]Sfer.  Ay,  if  a  woman  live  to  be  a  man. 

Gra.  Now,  by  this  hand,  I  gave  it  to  a  youth. 
A  kind  of  boy,  a  little  fciubbed  boy. 
No  higher  than  thyfelf,  the  judge's  clerk  ; 
A  prating  boy,  that  begg'd  it  as  a  fee  : 
I  could  not  for  my  heart  deny  it  him  .  ^ 

Par.  You  were  to  blame,  I  muft  be  plain  with  you. 
To  part  fo  flightly  with  your  wife's  firft  gift ; 
A  thing  ftuck  on  with  oaths  upon  your  finger, 
And  riveted  with  faith  unto  your  flefh. 
I  gave  my  love  a  ring,  and  made  him  f^.vear 
Never  to  part  with  it ;  and  here  he  flands, 
I  dare  be  fworn  for  him,  he  woiild  not  leave  It, 
Nor  pluck  it  from  his  finger,  for  the  wealth 
That  the  world  niafters.     Now,  in  faith,  Gratiano, 
You  give  your  wife  too  unkind  a  caufe  of  grief; 
An  'tu'ere  to  me,  I  fhould  be  mad  at  it. 

Bajf.  Why,  I  were  beft  to  cut  my  left  hand  off, 
And  fwcar  I  loft  the  ring  defending  it.  \_AfiJe-. 

Grit.  My  Lord  SalTanio  gave  his  ring  away 
Unto  the  judge  that  begg'd  it,  and  indeed 
Deferv'd  it  too  ;  and  then  the  boy  his  clerk. 
That  took  fomc  pains  in  writing,  he  begg'd  mine; 
And  neither  man  nor  mafler  would  take  aught 
But  the  two  rings. 

Por.  What  ring  gave  you,  my  Lord? 
Not  that,  I  hope,  which  you  receiv'd  of  me. 

Biif.  If  I  could  add  a  lie  unto  a  fault, 
I  would  deny  it ;  but  you  fee  my  finger 
Hath  not  the  ring  upon  it,  it  is  gone. 

Por,  Even  fo  void  is  your  falfc  heart  of  tnich. 
By  heav'n,  I  will  ne'er  come  In  your  bed, 
Until  I  fee  the  rins- 

-NVr.  Nor  I  in  your's. 
Till  I  again  fee  mine. 
Bjjf  Sweet  Portia, 
If  you  did  know  to  whom  I  gave  the  ring, 

N  if 
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If  you  did  know  for  whom  I  gave  the  ring. 

And  would  conceive  for  what  I  gave  the  ring,  ' 

And  how  unwillingly  I  left  the  ring, 

Whea  nought  would  be  accepted  but  the  ring, 

You  would  abate  the  flrength  of  your  difpleafure. 

For.  If  you  had  know  n  the  virtue  of  the  ring,  * 
Or  half  her  worthinefs  that  gave,  the  ring. 
Or  your  own  honour  to  retain  the  ring, 
You  would  not  then  have  parted  witli  the  rins. 
What  man  is  there  fo  much  unreafonable, 
If  you  had  pleas'd  to  have  defended  it 
With  any  terms  of  zeal,  wanted  the  modefty 
To  urge  the  thing  held  as  a  ceremony? 
NerifTa  teaches  me  what  to  believe ; 
I'll  die  for't,  but  fome  woman  had  the  ring. 

Bajf.  No,  by  mine  honour,  Madam,  by  my  foul, 
No  woman  had  it  but  a  civil  doftor, 
Who  did  refufe  three  thoufand  ducats  of  me. 
And  begg'd  the  ring  ;  the  which  I  did  deny  him, 
And  fujferM  him  to  go  difpleas'd  away ; 
JE^x'n  he  that  did  uphold  the  very  life 
Of  my  dear  friend.     What  fliould  I  fay,  fwect  Lady? 
I  was  inforcM  to  fend  It  after  him  ; 
I  was  befet  with  fhame  arwi  courtefy :         , 
My  honour  would  not  let  Ingratitude 
So  much  befinear  it.     Pardon  me,  good  Lady  ; 
And  by  thefe  blefTcd  candles  of  the  night. 
Had  you  been  there,  I  think  you  would  have  beggM 
The  ring  of  me  to  give  the  worthy  Doftor. 

Por.  Let  not  that  Doftor  e'er  come  near  my  houfcj 
Since  he  hath  got  the  jewel  that  I  lov'd. 
And  that  which  you  did  fwear  to  keep  for  me : 
I  will  become  as  liberal  as  you ; 
I'll  not  deny  him  any  thing  I  have. 
No  not  my  body,  nor  my  hufband's  bed ; 
Know  him  1  (hall,  I  am  well  flire  of  It. 
Xie  not  a  night  from  home ;  watch  me,  like  Argust 
If  you  do  not,  if  I  be  left  alone, 
Now,  by  mine  honour,  which^is  yet  my  owd^ 
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I'll  have  that  Dcftor  for  my  bedfellow. 

^V.  And  I  his  clerk  ;  therefore  be  well  advis'd, 
How  you  do  leave  me  to  mine  own  prote£lion. 

Grai   Well,    do  you  fo  ;    let   me   not   take  him 
then: 
For  if  I  do,  Fll  mar  the  young  clerk's  pen. 

/int.  I  am  th'  unhappy  fubje£l  of  thefe  quarrels. 

Per,  Sir,  grieve  not  you ;   you  are  welcome,  not- 
withftanding. 

Bajf.  Portia,  forgive  me  this  inforced  v/rong. 
And  in  the  hearing  of  thefe  many  friends, 
I  fwear  to  thee,  ev'n  by  thine  own  fair  eyes, 
Wherein  I  fee  myfeif 

Pfr.  Mark  you  but  that ! 
In  both  mine  eyes  he  doubly  fees  hlmfelf; 
In  each  eye,  one  ;  (wear  by  your  double  felf^ 
And  there's  an  oath  of  credit ! 

Sajf.  Nay,  but  hear  me  : 
Pardon  this  faulty  and  by  my  foul  I  fwear 
I  never  more  will  break  an  oath  with  thee. 

//;?.  I  once  did  lend  my  body  for  his  weal ; 
■^^Tiich  but  for  him  that  had  your  hulband's  ring, 

[To  Portia; 
Had  quite  mifcarry'd.     I  dare  be  bound  again, 
My  foul  upon  the  forfeit,  that  your  Lord 
Will  never  more  break  faith  advifedly. 

For.  Then  you  fhall  be  his  iurety  ;  give  him  this. 
And  bid  him  keep  it  better  than  the  other. 

j^fit.    Here,    Lord  BafTanio,     fwear   to    keep   this 
ring. 

Baf.  By  heav'n,  it  is  the  fame  I  gave  the  Doftor. 

Por.  I  had  it  of  him  :  pardon  me,  Baflanio ; 
For  by  this  ring  the  Do£lor  lay  with  me. 

Net.  And  pardon  me,  my  gentle  Gratiano, 
For  that  fame  fcrubbed  boy,  the  Doctor's  clerk, 
In  lieu  of  this,  laft  night  did  lie  with  me. 

Gra.  Why,  this  is  like  the  mending  of  high-wayS 
In  fummer,  where  the  ways  are  fair  enough  : 
What !  are  we  cuckolds  ere  we  have  defcrved  It? 

S  2  Per. 
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For.  Speak  not  fo  grofsly ;  you  are  all  amazM :       ' 
Wtxt  is  a  letter,  read  it  at  your  Icifure  \ 
It  comes  from  Padua,  from  Bellarlo  : 
There  you  fhall  find,  that  Portia  was  the  Do£lor  J         j 
Neriffa  there,  her  clerk.     Lorenzo,  here,  I 

Shall  witnefs  I  fet  forth  as.foon  as  yoii. 
And  even  but  now  returnM  :  I  have  not  yet  1 

Enter'd  my  houfe.     Anthonio,  you  are  welcome  ; 
And  I  have  better  news  in  ftore  for  you. 
Than  you  expefH: :  unfeal  this  letter  foon  ; 
There  you  (hall  find,  three  of  5-our  Argofies 
Are  richly  come  to  harbour  fuddenly. 
You  fhall  not  know  by  what  flrange  accident 
I  chanced  on  this  letter. 

Ant.  I  am  dumb. 

Bajf.    Were   you   the  Do£lor,    and    I    knew  you 
not? 

Gra.  Were  you  the  clerk  that  is  to  make  me  cuc- 
kold ? 

'N'cr.  Ay,  but  the  clerk  that  never  means  to  do  it, 
Unlefs  he  live  until  he  be  a  man. 

Ba^.  Sweet  Doftor,  you  fhall  be  my  bedfellow; . 
When  I  am  abfent,  then  lie  with  my  wife. 

Ant.  Sweet  Lady,  you  have  giv'n  nie  life  and  li* 
ving  ; 
For  here  ,f  lead  for  certain,  tliat  my  fhips 
Are  fafcly  come  to  road. 

For.  How  now,  Lorenzo  ? 
My  clerk  hath  fome  good  comforts  too  for  you. 

TSier.  Ay,  and  I'll  give  them-  him  without  a  fee. 
There  do  I  give  to  you  and  Jertica, 
From  the  rich  Jew,  a  fpccial  deed  of  gift. 
After  his  death,  of  all  he  dies  pofTefs'd  of 

Lor.  Fair  Ladies,  you  drop  manna  in  the  way 
Of  ftarvcd  people. 

For.  It  is  almoll:  morning. 
And  yrt  Fm  fure  you  are  not  fatisfy'd 
Of  thefe  events  at  full.     Let  us  go  in, 
And  durge  us  there  upon  interr'gatorlcs, 


Sc.  I.         The  Merchant  of  Venice.  14^ 

And  we  will  anfvi'er  all  things  faithfully. 

Gra.  Let  it  be  fo.     The  firfr  interrogatory, 
That  my  NerllTa  fhall  be  fworn  on,  is, 
Whether  till  the  next  night  Ihe  had  rather  flay. 
Or  go  to  bed  now,  being  two  hours  to  day  ? 
But  were  the  day  come,  I  fliould  wifh  it  dark. 
Till  I  were  couching  with  the  Doflor's  clerk. 
Well,  while  I  live,  I'll  fear  no  other  thing 
Sofore^  as  keeping  fafe  NerifTa's  ring. 

[Exeunt  omnts. 
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the   Kim 
his  retirement. 
"I  Lords,    attending 

Don  Adriano  de  Armado, 

afa7:taftical  Spcniiard, 
Kathanlel,    a  curate. 
Dull,   a  confiable. 
Holofernes,  afchoolmajler. 

SCENE,    the  King  of 
country   7iear  it. 


Coflard,  a  clown. 
Moth,  page  to  Don  Adri- 
ano de  Armado, 
A  Forever, 

Frincefs  of  France. 
Rofaline,     "|  Ladies  atteni- 
Maria,  ^i"g     on    the 

Catharine,  jPrincefs. 
Jaquenetta,  a  cou77tryivench. 

Officers,  a?ii  others,  at' 
tendants  upon  the  King 
and  Princefs. 

Navarre*s  palace,  and  the 


*^^^U'|Ul^^^'^'^■i^*J^^^^'^J|^^^i^'^■^J|^^^^^J^^if^^if 


ACT 


N   E     I. 


I.        S    C   E 

The  palace. 

Enter  the  Km^,  Biron,  Longaville,  and  Du\na.in.' 
Kin<^.  T  ■■'  ET  fame,  that  all  hunt  after  in  their  lives, 
I         Live  regiftred  upon  our  bi-azen  tombs  f ; 
■*  '"^   When,   ipight  of  cormorant  devouring 
time, 

*  In  this  play  are  to  be  perceived  feveral  Jlrohs  of 
$hakefpear^s  pen,  hut  the  ivhok  ought  by  no  means  topafs 
for  the  -work  of  it. 

\  —  ,.,  ■      ~brAzen  tombs ; 

^  Ad 
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Th'  endeavour  of  this  prefent  breath  may  buy- 
That  honour  which  (hall  ^bate  his  (cy  the^s  keen  edge^ 
And  make  us  heirs  of  all  eternit5^ 
Therefore,  brave  conquerors  !  for  fo  you  are, 
That  war  again  ft  your  own  affetflions, 
And  the  huge  army  of  the  world^s  defires ; 
Our  late  edift  ihall  flrongly  (land  in  force. 
Nav'arre  fhall  be  the  wonder  of  the  world  j 
Our  court  fhall  be  a  little  academy. 
Still  and  contemplative  in  living  arts. 
You  three,  Biron,  Dumain,  and  Longaville, 
Have  Iworn  for  three  years'  term  to  live  with  me^ 
My  fellow-fcholars  ;  and  to  keep  thofe  flatutes, 
That  are  recorded  in  this  fchedule  here. 
Your  oaths  are  pafs'd,  and  now  fubfcribe  your  names  : 
That  his  own  hand  may  flrike  his  honour  down. 
That  violates  the  fmalleft  branch  herein  : 
If  you  are  armM  to  do  as  fw'crn  to  do, 
Subfcribe  to  your  deep  oaths,  and  keep  them  too. 

Long.  I  am  refolvM ;  'tis  but  a  three  years*  fad  i  J 
The  mind  ftiail  banc^uet  though  the  body  pine  ; 
Fat  paunches  have  lean  pates  ;  and  dainty  bits 
Make  rich  the  ribs,  but  bankerout  the  wits. 

Dm?t.  My  loving  Lord,  Dumain  is  mortify'di 
The  grofier  manner  of  thefe  world's  delights 
He  throws  upon  the  grofs  world's  bafer  Haves  : 
To  love,  to  wealth,  to  pomp,  I  pine  and  die; 
With  ail  thefe  living  in  philofophy* 

Biron.  I  can  but  fay  their  p.  oteftation  over, 
So  much  (dear  Liegcj  I  have  already  {w'orn, 
That  is,  to  live  and  ftudy  here  three  years. 
But  there  are  ether  flriiCt  obfervances : 
As,,  not  to  fee  a  wcrnan  in  that  term  ; 
Which  1  hope  veil  is  not  inrolled  there  : 
And  ore  day  in  a  v.eek  to  touch  no  food. 
And  hut  one  meal  on  every  day  befide; 
The  which  I  hope  is  not  inrolled  there  : 

And  thenvfMce  us  in  the  difgrace  of  death ; 
When,  fpight  of,  &c. 

And 
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And  then  to  fleep  but  three  hours  In  the  night 
And  not  be  feen  to  wmk  of  all  the  day ; 
(When  I  was  wont  to  think  no  harm  all  night, 
And  make  .a  dark  night  too  of  half  the  day) ; 
Which  I  hope  well  is  not  inroiied  there. 
O,  thefe  are  barren  tc^fks,  too  hard  to  keep ; 
Not  to  fee  ladies,  ftudy,  faft,  not  fleep. 
K/fig.  Your  oath  is  pafs'd  to  pafs  away  from  thcfc. 
Biron.  Let  me  fay,  No,  my  Liege,  an'if  you  plcafcj 
I  only  fwore  to  Hudy  with  your  Grace, 
And  Hay  here  in  your  court  for  threec  years'  fpace. 
Lo;/?.  You  fwore  to  that,  Biron,   and  to  the  reft. 
JB^ron.  By  yea  and  nay.  Sir,  then  I  fwore  in  jeft. 
What  IS  the  end  of  ftudy  ?  let  me  know. 

/i%.  Wh}^  that  to  know,  which  elfe  we  fliould  not 

know. 
jBJron.  Things  hid  and  barr'd  (you  mean)  fromcom- 

mon  fenfe. 
King.  Ay,  that  is  ftudy's  god-like  recompence. 
Biro;:.  Come  on  then,  I  will  fwear  to  ftudy  fo, 
To  know  the  thing  I  am  forbid  to  know  , 
As  thus  ;  to  ftudy  where  I  well  may  dine. 

When  I  to  feaft  exprefsly  am  forbid ; 
Or  ftudy  where  to  meet  fome  miftrefs  fine. 

When  miftreftes  from  common  fenfe  are  hid: 
Or,  having  fworn  too  hard-a-keeping  oath. 
Study  to  break  it,  and  not  break  my  troth. 
If  ftudy's  gain  be  this,  and  this  be  fo,  ] 

Study  knows  that  which  yet  it  doth  not  know ;      ^ 
Swear  me  to  this,  and  I  will  ne'er  fay.  No.  J 

K/;.;o-.  Thefe  be  the  ftops  that  hinder  ftudy  quite, 
Aad  train  our  inteliecfts  to  vain  delight. 

B/ro;t.  Why,  all  deaghts  arc  vain  ;  but  that  moft 
Which,  with  pain  purchased,  doth  inherit  pain  ;  [vain^ 
As,  pamfuily  to  pore  upon  a  book. 

To  feek  the  light  of  truth ;  while  truth  the  while 
Doth  falfely  blind  the  eyc-fight  of  his  look'! 

Light,  feeking  light,  doth  light  of  light  beguiles 
So,  ere  you  find  where  light  in  darknefs  lies. 
Jour  light  grows  dark  by  iQfwg  of  your  eyes. 

Study 
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Stvidy  me  how  to  pleafe  the  eye  Indeed, 

By  fixing  it  upon  a  fairer  eye ; 
Who  dazzling  fo,  that  eye  fliall  be  his  heed, 

And  give  him  light,  that  it  was  blinded  by. 
Study  Is  like  the  heaven's  glorious  fun, 

That  will  not  be  dcep-fearch'd  with  fawcy  looks  j. 
Small  have  continual  plodders  ever  won. 

Save  bafe  authority  from  others'  books. 
Thefe  earthly  godfathers  of  heaven's  lights 

That  give  a  name  to  every  f xed  ftar. 
Have  no  more  profit  of  their  fiiining  nights. 

Than  thofc  that  walk,  and  wot  not  what  they  are. 
Too  much  to  know,  is  to  know  nought :  but  feign  ; 
And  every  godfather  can  give  a  name. 

King'  How  well  he's  read,  to  reafon  agalnft  readings 

Du77j.  Proceeded  well,  to  flop  all  good  proceeding. 

Lang.  He  weeds  the  corn,  and  flill  let's  grow   the 
weeding. 

311011.  The  fpring  is  near  when  green  geefe  are  i- 
breeding. 

J)uin.  How  follows  that? 

Biro/i.  Fit  in  his  place  and  tim.e. 

Dum.  In  reafon  nothing. 

Biron.  Something  then  In  rhime. 

Lof7g.  Biron  is  like  an  envious  fneapJng  froft. 

That  bites  the  fril-born  infants  of  the  fpr-ng.f 

Biron.  Well ;  fay,  I  am  ;  why  fhould  proud  fummc? 
boafl". 

Before  the  birds  have  any  caufe  to  fing ; 
Why  fhou'd  I  joy  in  an  abortive  birth: 
At  Chriftmas  I  no  more  defire  a  rofe, 
Than  wifli  a  fnow  in  May's  new-fangled  fhows  : 
But  like  of  each  thins  that  in  feafon  grows. 
So  you,  to  ftudy  now  it  is  too  late, 
Climb  o'er  the  honfc  t'unlock  the  little  gate. 

King.  Well,  fit  you  out — Go  hom.e,  Biron:  ad^eu! 

Biroiu  No,  my  good  Lord,  I've  fworn   to  flay  with 
you. 
And  though  I  have  for  barbarlfm.  fpoke  more, 

Than  for  that  angel  knowledge  you  can  fay ; 
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Yet  confident  Tli  keep  whatl  have  fworc. 

And  'bide  the  penance  of  each  three  years'  day. 
Give  me  the  paper,  let  me  read  the  fame ; 
And  to  the  ftrift'f];  decrees  I'll  write  my  name. 

Kjn£.  How  well  this  yielding  refcues  thee  from 
fhame  ! 

Brion.  Item,  [reading.']  That  no  woman  fhall  come 
within  a  mile  of  my  court. 
Hath  this  been  proclaim.ed  \ 

hong.  Four  days  ago. 

Bitotu  Let's  fee  the  penalty. 
On  pain  of  lofing  her  tongue.       -  [reading. 

Who  devis'd  this  penalty  ? 

Long.  Marry,  that  did  I. 

Biro.t.  Sweet  Lord,   and  why  ? 

Lof2g.  To  fright  them  hence  with  that  dread  pe- 
naitv. 

Biron.   A  dangerous  law  againfr  gentility  ! 
-  Item,   [n'ading.']  If  any  man  be  Ceen  to   talk  with  a 
woman  wlth'n  the  term  of  three  years,  he  fiiail  endure 
Tuch  public  fharne  as'-the  reft  of  the  court  can  polfibiy 
devife. 
This  article,  my  Liege,  ^rourfeif  muP-  break  : 

For,  well  you  know,  here  Cvomes  in  embaily 
The  French  King's  danghter,  with  yourfelf  to  lpeak> 

A  maid  of  grace  and  ccmpleat  majefly, 
About  furrender  up  of  Aquitain 

To  her  decrepit,  fjck,   and  bed-rid  father  : 
Therefore  this  article  is  made  in  vain, 
Or  vainly  comes  th'  adm.ired  Princefs  hither. 

King.  What  fay  you,  Lords  ?  why,   this  was  c^ulte^ 
forgot. 

Biroft.  So  ftudy  evermore  is  overfhot ; 
While  it  doth  ftudy  to  have  what  it  would, 
3t  doth  forget  to  do  the  thing  it  fhould  : 
And  when  it  hath  the  thing  it  huntcth  moft, 
'Tis  won,  as  towns  with  fire  ;  fo  won,  fo  loft. 

King.  We  muft,  offeree,  difpenfe  with  this  decree; 
She  muft  lie  here  on  mere  necefllty. 
Biron.  NecelHty  will  make  us  ail  forfworn 

Three 


Sc.  I.  LoTe*s  Labour's  led.  15^ 

Three  thoufand  times  within  this  three  years* 
fpace  : 
For  every  man  with  his  afre<n:s  is  bom  : 

Not  by  might  mafler'd,  but  by  fpecial  grace. 
If  I  break  faith,  this  word  fhali  {peak  for  me  : 
I  am  forfworn  on  mere  neceflity.— 
So  to  the  laws  at  large  I  write  my  name, 

And  he  that  breaks  them  in  the  leaft  degree, 
Stands  in  attainder  of  eternal  fliame. 

Siiggeflions  are  to  others,  as  to  me ; 
But  I  believe,  although  I  feem  Co  loth, 
I  am  the  laft  that  will  iaft  keep  his  oath. 
But  is  there  no  quick  recreation  granted? 

Khg.  Ay,  that  there  is ;  our  court,  you  know,  Is 
haunted 

"With  a  refined  traveller  of  Spain, 
A  man  in  all  the  world's  new  faihion  planted. 

That  hath  a  mint  of  phrafes  in  his  brain  : 
One,  whom  the  mufic  of  his  own  vain  tongue 

Doth  ravifh,  like  inchanting  harmony  : 
A  man  of  compliments,  whom  right  and  wrong 

Have  chofe  as  umpire  of  their  mutiny. 
This  child  of  fancy,  that  Arm  ado  hight. 

For  interim  to  our  ftudies,  ihall  relate 
In  high-born  words  the  worth  of  many  a  knight 

From  tawny  Spain,  lofl  in  the  world's  debate. 
How  you  delight,  my  Lords,  I  know  not,  Ij  1 
But,  I  proteft,  I  love  to  hear  him  lie  ;  ^ 

And  I  will  ufe  him  for  my  minflrelfy.  J 

Biro/i.  Armado  is  a  moft  illuftrious  wight, 
A  man  of  fire-new  words,  fafhion's  own  knight. 

Long.  Coftard  the  fwain,  and  he  Ihall  be  our  fporl  ; 
And,  fo  to  fludy,  three  years  are  but  Ihort. 
SCENE    11.     Enter  Dull  and  Coftard  ivith  a  letter. 

Dull.  Which  is  the  King's  own  perfon  ? 

Biron.  This  fellow ;  what  would's  ? 

D«<//.  Imyfelf  reprehend  his  own  perfon,  fori  am 
his  Grace's  Tharborough:  but  I  would  fee  his  own  per- 
fon m  flelh  and  blood. 

Bipcn,  This  is  he. 

DuU, 
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Dull.  Signior  Arme, Arme——— commends  you. 

There's  villany  abroad ;  this  letter  will  tell  you  more. 

Cojt.  Sir,  the  contempts  thereof  are  as  touching 
jne. 

K/fig'  A  letter  from  the  magnificent  Armado. 

Biron.  How  low  foever  the  matter,  I  hope  in  God 
for  high  words. 

Long.  A  high  hope  for  a  low  having :  God  grant  ui 
patience  ! 

Biron.  To  hear,  or  forbear  hearing  ? 

Long.  To  hear  meekly,  Sir,  to  laugh  moderately, 
or  to  forbear  both. 

Biron.  Well,  Sir,  be  It  as  the  fryle  (hall  give  us 
caufe  to  climb  in  the  merrinefs. 

Coft.  The  matter  is  to  me,  Sir,   as  concerning  Ja- 
quenetta. 
The  manner  of  it  is,  I  was  taken  in  the  manner. 

Biro;?.  In  what  manner? 

Coji.  In  manner  and  form,  following.  Sir  ;  all  thofc 
three.  I  was  feen  with  her  in  the  manor-houfe,  fitting 
with  her  upon  the  form,  and  taken  following  her  in- 
to the  park  ;  which,  put  together,  is,  in  manner  and 
form  following.  Now,  Sir,  for  the  manner  :  it  is  the 
manner  of  a  man  to  fpeak  to  a  woman  ;  for  the  form, 
in  fome/orm. 

Biron.  For  the  following,  Sir  ? 

Coft.  As  it  (hall  follow  in  my  correction ;  and  God 
defend  the  right ! 

King.  Will  you  hear  the  letter  with  attention  ! 

Biron.  As  we  would  hear  an  oracle. 

Coft.  Such  is  the  fimplicity  of  a  man  to  hearken  af- 
ter die  fle(h. 

King,  [reads.']  Great  deputy,  the  Vfelkift's  z-icegerent, 
(indfole   doniinator  of  Nav.irre,  m;j  foiiTs  earth's  God, 

and  hodfs  foftering  patron 

Coft.  Not  a  word  of  Coflard  yet. 

Ki'i'^'  So  it  is .     . 

Coft.  It  may  be  fo  ;  but  if  he  fay  It  is  Co^  he  is,  in 
telling  true,  but  fo,  fo. 

2^;,,^.  Peace ^^^^ 
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Cofl.  Be  to  me,  and  every  man  that  dares  not  fight'. 

Kifi^-  No  words 

Cojh  Of  other  mens  fecrets^  I  befeec^.  yon. 

Kirg-  So  it  is,  bsj\cged  with  fabk-cohnred  77i:h7:t'loh''» 
I  dii  comme?id  the  bhck  opprejjing  humour  to  the  mofi 
•whlfomc  phsfrc  ef  tljy  health-giving  air;  and  as  I  ain 
agentiet7ian,  betook  tnyfclf  to  walk.  The  time,  when? 
about  the  ftxth  hour,  when  bs.ijls  woft  graze,  birds  be  ft 
peck,  and  men  [it  down  to  that  nourijhrnent  which  is 
called  [tipper  :  [0  n:uch  [or  the  time  when.  'N'ow  [or 
the  ground,  -which?  which,  I  mean,  I  walled  upon ;  it 
is  jckped,  f>)^  park.  Then  [or  the  place,  where  ?  where^ 
I  mean,  I  did  encounter  that  oh[cene  and  mofl  prepofte- 
roiis  event,  that  draw eth  [r on  my  [now-white  ptn,  the 
ebon-colo'tr'd  ink,  which  here  thou  vieweft.  beholde[ty 
fnrvejeft,  or  [eft.  But  to  the  place,  where  ?  it  ft  and- 
eth  7tortk-;:6rth-eaft,  and  by  eaft  [rom  the  weft- corner  of 
thj  curious-knotted  garden.  There  did  I  [ee  that  low- 
fpiritcd  [wain,  that  ha[e  inijiow  o[  thy  mirtb,  (Coft. 
Me?),  that  unletter\i [mall-kixwing  [oul,  (Coft.Me^.), 
that  pallow  Vdj[dl,  (Coft.  Still  me  ?),  which,  as  I  re- 
mmther,  hight  Coftard,  (Coft.  O  me?),  [orted  and  con- 
forted,  cofitrarj  to  thy  eftahlift^ed  proclaimed  edicl  and 
contineirt  canon,  -with,  with, — — 0  with,-<'-^but  with 
this  I paftion  to  [ay  wherewith  : 

Coft.  With  a  vench. 

Ki-'g.  With  a  chili  oft  our  grandmother  Eve,  a  female  ; 
or  [or  thj  more  underftandi-ng-,  a  woman;  him,  I  (as 
fny  evcr-eftcemed  duty  pricks  me  on)  have  [etit  to  thee, 
to  receive  the  need  o[  puniftmient,  by  th/y  [wect  Grace* s 
'Officer,  Antho7ry  Dull,  a  man  of  good  repute,  carriage^ 
bearing,  an  i  eftimation. 
I     Dull  Me,    an't  fhall  pleafe  you:    I  am  Anthony 

,  King.  Forjaquenetta,  ([0  is  the  weaker  ve[fclcan'd), 

tvhich  I  apprehejjded  with  the  a[ore[aid  [wain,  I  keep 

her  as  a  vaj[al-o[  thy  law's [ury,  and  ftiall  at  the  leaft  of 

j  thyfweet  notice  bring  her  to  trial.     Thins  in  all  compli" 

\  mcnts  of  devoted  and  heart-burning  heat  of  duty. 

•     .  Don  Adriano  de  Arxrido. 
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Birort.  This  is  not  fo  well  as  I  looked  for,  but  the 
befi:  that  ever  I  heard. 

King.  Ay ;  the  befl  for  the  worft.     But,  firrah,  what 
lay  you  to  this. 

Cofi.  Sir,  I  confefs  the  wench. 

King.  Did  you  hear  the  proclan-iation  ? 

Coft.  I  do  confefs  much  of  the  hearing  It,  but  little 
of  the  marking  of  it. 

King.  It  was  proclaimM  a  year's  imprifonment,  to 
be  taken  with  a  wench. 

Coft.  I  was  taken  with  none,  Sir,  I  was  taken  with« 
damofel. 

King.  Well,   it  was  proclaimed  damofel. 

Cc/?.  This  was  no  damofel  neither.  Sir,  fhe  wasi 
virgin. 

King.  It  is  fo  varied  too,    for  It  was  proclaim'd 
■virgin. 

Coft.  If  it  were,  I  deny  her  virginity  :  I  was  taken 
with  a  maid. 

Kifig'  This  maid  will  not  fcrve  your  turn.  Sir. 

Coft.  This  maid  will  ferve  my  turn,  Sir. 

King.  Sir,  I  will  pronounce  fcntence ;  you  fhall  faft 
a  week  with  bran  and  water. 

Coft.  I  had  rather  pray  a  month  with  mutton  and 
porridge. 

King.  And  Don  Armado  (hall  be  your  keeper.    My 
Lord  Biron  fee  him  dellver'd  o'er. 
And  go  we,  Lords,  to  put  in  practice  that, 

Which  each  to  other  hath  fo  ftrongly  f\vorn. 

[Exeaul. 

"Biron.  I'll  lay  my  head  to  any  good  man's  hat, 
Thefe  oaths  and  laws  will  prove  an  idle  fcorn. 
Sirrah,  com.e  on. 

Coft.  I  fufTer  for  the  truth.  Sir  :  foi*  true  it  is,  I  was 
taken  with  Jaquenetta,  and  Jaquenetta  is  a  true  girl; 
and  therefore  welcome  the  four  cup  of  profperity: 
afBiiftion  may  one  day  fmile  again,  and  until  then,  fit 
tlice  down,  forrow.  [Exeunt, 

S  C  E  N  fi 
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SCENE     III.  Ch.wges  to  Armado's  hoiife. 

Enter  Armado,  attd  Moth. 

A'm.  Bo)',  what  fign  is  it,  when  a  man  of  great 
fpirit  grows  melancholy  ? 

Moth.  A  great  fign.  Sir,  that  he  will  look  {ad. 

yirm.  Why,  fadnefs  is  one  and  the  felf-famc  thing, 
dear  imp. 

Moth.  No,  no  ;  O  Lord,  Sir,  no. 

JrrK.  How  canft  thou  part  fadnefs  and  melancholy, 
my  tender  juvenile  ? 

yioth.  By  a  familiar  demonftration  of  the  working, 
my  tough  Signior. 

Arm.  Why,  tough  Signior?  why  tough  Signior? 

Moth.  Why  tender  juvenile?  why  tender  juvenile? 

Ann.  I  fpoke  it,  tender  juvenile^  as  a  congruent 
tpitheton,  appertaining  to  thy  young  days,  which  we 
may  nominate  tender. 

Motk.  And  I,  tough  Signior,  as  an  appertinent  title 
to  your  old  time,  which  we  may  name  tough. 

Arm.  Pretty  and  apt. 

Moth.  How  mean  you.  Sir?  I  pretty,  and  my  fay- 
ing apt  ?  or  I  apt,  and  my  faying  pretty  ? 

Ann.  Thou  pretty,  becaiife  little. 

Moth.  Little  !  prett}',  becaule  little ,  wherefore 
apt? 

Arm.  And  therefore  apt,  becaufe  quick. 

Motk  Speak  you  this  in  my  praife,  Mailer  ?  • 

Arm.  In  thy  condign  praife. 

Moth.  I  will  praife  an  eel  with  the  fame  prailc. 

Arm.  What  ?  that  an  eel  is  ingenious. 

Moth.  That  an  eel  is  quick. 

Arm.  I  do  fay,  thou  art  quick  in  anfw'ers.  Thorn 
neat'ft  my  blood. 

Moth.  I  am  anfwer'd,  Sir. 

Arm.  I  love  not  to  be  crofs'd. 

Moth.  He  fpeaks  the  clean  contrary,  crofTes  *  love 
not  him. 


*  niiar.ing,  money. 
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Arm.  I  have  promis'd  to  (tudy  threee  years  with  th.    i 
King. 

Moih.  You  may  do  It  In  an  hour.  Sir. 

Arm.  ImpofTible* 

Moth.  How  many  Is  one,  thrice  told. 

An72.  I  am  ill  at  reckoning,  it  fits  the  fplrlt  of  a 
tapfler. 

Moth.  You  are  a  gentleman,  and  a  gamefter. 

Arm.  I  confefs  both ;  they  are  both  tlie  varnllh  of 
a  conipleat  man. 

Mot.b.  Then,  I  am  fure,  you  know  how  much  the 
erofs  fum  of  deuce- ace  amounts  to. 

Arm.  It  doth  amount  to  one  more  than  two. 

Met/'j.  Which  the  bafe  vulgar  call  three. 

Arm.  True. 

Malh.  Why,  Sir,  Is  this  fuch  a  piece  of  fhidy! 
Now  here's  three  fludied  ere  you'll  thrice  wink;  and 
how  eafy  is  it  to  put  years  to  the  word  three,  and  ftu- 
dy  three  years  in  two  words,  the  dancing  horfe  will 
tell  you. 

Arm.  A  mofl  fine  figure. 

T'.'^otk.  To  prove  you  a  cypher. 

Arm.  I  will  hereupon  confefs,  I  am  in  love ;  and^ 
as  it  Is  bafe  for  a  foldler  to  love,  fo  I  am  in  love  with 
a  bafe  wench.  If  drawing  my  fword  againfl:  the  hu- 
mour of  affecftion  would  deliver  nic  from  the  reprobate 
thought  of  it>  I  would  take  defire  prifcner;  and  ran- 
fbm  him  to  any  french  courtier,  for  a  new-devis'd 
curttfy.  1  think  it  icorn  to  figh;  methinks  1  Ihould 
oi'.t-fwear  C  lipid.  Comfort  me,  boy;  what  great  mea 
have  been  in  love? 

Moth.  Hercules,  Maf^er.    ' 

Ann.  VxoHi  fwcct  Plercules  !    More  authority,    dear? 
boy,  name  more ;  fweet  my  child,  let  them  be  men 
cf  good  repute  and  carriage. 

Moth.  Samfon,  Mafter  ;  he  was  a  man  of  good  car- 
jiage  ;  great  carriage ;  for  he  carried  the  town-gates  oa 
his  back  like  a  porter,  and  he  was  in  love. 

Ar7n.  O  weii-knit  Samfon,  faong-jointed  Samfon  ! 
I  do  excel  thee  isx  my  rapier,  as  much  as  thou  didft 

me 
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me  in  carrying  gates.     I  am   in  love  too.     Who  was 
Samfon's  love,  my  dear  Moth? 

Moth.  A  woman,  Mafter. 

,4r;n.  Of  what  complexion  ? 

MoHk  Of  all  the  four,  or  the  three,  or  the  vxo,  or 
one  of  the  four. 

Arm.  Tell  me  precifely,  of  what  complexion  *. 

Moth.  Of  the  fea-water  green,  Sir. 

Aff/2.  Is  that  one  of  the  four  complexions  ? 

Moth.  As  I  have  read.  Sir,  and  the  beft  of  them 
too. 

Arm.  Green,  indeed,  is  the  colour  of  lovers;  but 
to  have  a  love  of  that  colour,  methinks,  Samfon 
had  fmall  reafon  for  it.  He,  furely,  affeded  her  for 
her  wit. 

Moth.  It  was  Co,  Sir,  for  fne  had  a  green  wit- 

Aff/t.  My  love  is  mod  immaculate  white  and  red. 

Moth.  Moft  maculate  thoughts,  Mafter,  are  malk'^ 
under  fuch  colours. 

Arm.  Define,  define,  well-educated  infant. 

Moth.  My  father's  wit,  and  my  mother's  tongue, 
aflift  me  ! 

Arm.  Sweet  invocation  of  a  child,  moft  pretty  anA 
psthetical ! 

Moth.  If  (he  be  made  of  white  and  red,  .. 
Her  faults  will  ne'er  be  known ; 
For  blufhing  cheeks  by  faults  are  bred. 

And  fears  by  pale -white  Ihown  : 
Then  if  (he  fear,  or  be  to  blame. 
By  this  you  (hall  not  know ; 
For  ftili  her  cheeks  pofTefs  the  fame,   - 

Which  native  (he  doth  owe. 
A  dangerous  rhime,  mafter,  againft  the  reafon  of  white 
and  red. 

Arm.  Is  there  not  a  ballad,  bo}^,  of  the  king  and 
the  bego'ar. 

Moth.  The  world  was  guilty  of  fuch  a  ballad  fome 
three  ages  fince,  but,  I  think,  new  'tis  not  to  be 
found;  or  if  it  were,  it  would  neither  fcrve  for  the 
writing,  nor  the  time. 

O3  4^rm, 
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j^rm.  I  will  have  that  Tubjea  newly  writ  o'er,  that 

I  may  example  my  digremon  by  fome  mighty  prea- 

dent.     Boy,  I  do  love  that  country-girl,  that  I  took 

in  the  park  with  the  rational  hind  Coilard;  (he  de- 

fcrves  wcU' ■ 

:^1oih.  To  be  whlpp'd;  and  yet  a  better  love  than 
m  y  in  £;fter  deferv  e  s .  [^//rfc. 

yirm.  Sing,  boy;  my  fpirit  grows  heavy  in  love. 
Moth.   And  that's  greater  inarvel  loving   a  light 
wench.  ** 

Ann.  I  fey,  fiiig. 

Moth.  Forbear,  till  this  company  is  pafs'd. 
SCENE         IV. 
Enter  Coftard,  Dull,  Jaqiienetta  a  maid. 
Dull.  Sir,    the  King's  pieafure   is,    that  yon  keep 
Coltard  lafe ;  and  you  muft  let  him  take  no  delight, 
nor.no  penance  ;  but  he  muft  faft  three  days  a  week, 
for  this  damfel,  I  muft  keep  her  at  the  park,  (he  is 
allow'd  for  the  day-woman.     Fare  you  well. 

Arm.  I  do  betray  myfelf  with  blufhJng.  Maid, 

'Jeq.  Man, 

Arf?i.  \  will  vifit  thee  at  the  lodge^ 
^    "Jaq.  That's  here  hy. 

Arj72.  I  know  where  it  is  fitnate, 

'Jaq.  Lord,   how  wife  you  are  I 

Arf?i.  I  will  tell  thee  wonders. 

Jaq.  With  tliat  face  ? 

Arm.  I  love  thee. 

'Jiiq.  So  I  heard  you  fay. 

Arm-  And  fo  farcwei. 

Jaq.  Fair  weather  after  yovl  ? 

Dull.  Come,  Jac^uenetta,  away. 

lExaiijt  Dull  ^z;/i/ Jaquenett?. 
Arm.  Villain,  thou  (halt  faft  for  thy  olfence,  erf 
thou  be  pardoned. 

Cofi.  Well,  Sir,  I  hope,  when  I  do  it,  I  (hall  do  it 
«n  a  Rill  ftomach. 

Arm.  Thou  (hait  be  heavily  punifh'd. 
Co]}.  I  am  more  bound,  to  you,  than  your  followers^ 
C».r  tl->£y  are  Uut  lightly  rewaj  ded. 
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Jinn.  Take  away  this  villain,  fhut  him  up. 

Moth.  Come,  you  tranfg,reiring  flave,  away. 

Ctf/?.  Let  me  net  be  pent  up,  Sir ;  1  will  fail,  being 

loofe. 
Jsloth.  No,  Sir,  that  were  faft  and  loofc ;  thou  (halt 

to  prifon. 

Coji.  Well,  if  ever  I  do  fee  the  merry  days  of  de« 
foiation  that  I  have  feen,  fome  (hall  fee 

Moth.  What  ihall  fome  fee  I 

Cojl.  Nay,  nothing,  Mr.  Moth,  hut  wnat  they  look 
upon.  It  is  not  for  prifoners  to  be  fiient  in  their 
words,  and  therefore  1  will  fay  nothing  ?  Inhank  God, 
I  have  as  little  patience  as  another  man,  and  therefore 
I  can  be  quiet.  [Exetint  Moth  ajid  CoHard:. 

Arm.  I  do  affeft  the  very  ground  (which  is  bafe) 
where  her  Ihoe  (which  is  bafer)  guided  by  her  foot, 
(which  is  bafefl)  doth  tread.  I  fnall  be  forfworn, 
which  is  a  great  argument  of  failhood,  if  I  love.  And 
how  can  that  be  true  love,  which  is  faifely  attempted? 
Love  is  a  familiar,  love  is  a  devil :  there  is  no  evil 
angel  but  love;  yetSamfon  was  fo  tempted,  and  he 
had  an  excellent, ftrength  ;  yet  was  Solomon  fo  fedu- 
ced,  and  he  had  a  very  good  wit.  Cupid's  but-fliaft  is 
too  hard  for  Hercules's  club,  and  therefore  too  much 
ortds  for  a  Spaniard's  rapier :  the  firft  and  fecond  caufc 
will  not  ferve  my  turn  ;  the  PaiTado  he.  refpefts  not, 
the  Duello  he  regards  not;  his  difgrace  is  to  be  call'd 
boy  ;  but  his  glory  is  to  fubdue  men.  Adieu,  valour-! 
ruft,  rapier!  be  ftill,  drum  !  for  your  manager  is  in 
love ;  yea,  he  loveth.  AlTiil:  me,  fome  extemporal 
god  of  rhiire,  for  I  am  fure  I  ftiall  turn  fonneteer. 
Devife  wit,,  write  pen,  for  I  am  for  whole  volumes  In 
folio.  \Exi%, , 

A  C  T    n.        SCENE,!.. 

Before  the  King  of  Na-vaTn^s pahics. 

Enter  thi  Prhjccfs  of  France,  Rofaline,  Maria,  Cathjt- 
rlae,  Boyet,  LordSf  and  other  a'tettra-its. 

^"J'*"  ^T^^^j    Madam,   fummon  up  ycur  dc3ireft 
iN  fpirits; 

Confides^ 
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Confider,  whom  the  King  your  father  Tends; 

To  whom  he  fends,  and  what^s  his  embaffy. 

Yourfelf,  heM  precious  in  the  world's  eftcem, 

To  parley  with  the  fole  inheritor 

Of  ail  perfedioRS  that  a  man  may  owe, 

Matchlefs  Navarre;   the  plea,   of  no  lefs  weight 

Than  Aquitain,  a  dowry  for  a  Queen. 

Be  now  as  prodigal  of  ail  dear  grace. 

As  nature  was  in  making  graces  dear,  * 

When  (he  did  Harve  the  general  world  befidc,    ' 

And  prodigally  gave  them  all  to  you. 

Pr//h  Good  Lord  Boyet,  my  beauty,  though  but 
mean, 
Needs  not  the  painted  flounfn  of  your  praife ; 
Beauty  is  bought  by  judgment  of  the  eye, 
Not' utter 'd  by  bafe  faie  of  chapmeus  tongues. 
I  am  lefs  proud  to  hear  you  teJl  my  worth. 
Than  you  much  willing  to  be  counted  wife. 
In  {pending  thus  your  wit  in  praife  of  mine. 
But  now,  to  tafli  the  tafker ;   good  Boyct, . 
You  are  not  ignorant,  all-tel!in<j  fame 
Doth  noife  abroad,  Navarre  hath  made  a  vow. 
Till  painfiil  ftudy  fhall  out-wear  three  years. 
No  woman  may  approach  his  filent  court ; 
Therefore  to  us  feems  it  a  needful  courfe. 
Before  we  enter  his  forbidden  gates, 
To  know  his  pleafure ;   and  in  that  behalf) 
Bold  of  yovi"  worthinefs,  we  fingle  you 
As  our  beft-moving  fair  folicitor. 
Tell  him,  the  daughter  of  the  King  of  France, 
On  ferious  bufinefs,  craving  quick  dilpatch. 
Importunes  perfonal  conference  with  his  Grace. 
Hafte,  f^gnify  fo  much,  while  we  attend. 
Like  humbJe-vifag'd  fuitors,  his  high  will. 

Bo'jet.  Proud  of  employment,  willingly  I  go. 

[Exit, 

Pnn.  All  pride  is  willing  pride,  and  your's  is  fo. 
Who  are  the  votaries,  my  loving  Lords, 
That  are  vow- fellows  with  this  virtuous  King? 

Lord,  Longayillc  is  ons. 
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Prifi>  Know  ye  the  man  ? 

Mar.  I  knew  him,  Madam,  at  a  marrlage-fcalt^ 
Between  Lord  Perlgort  and  the  beauteous  heir 
Of  Jaques  Faulconbridge  folemnized. 
In  Normandy  Taw  1  this  Longaville, 
A  man  of  fovcreign  parts  he  is  efteem'd; 
Well  fitted  in  the  arts,  glorious  in  arms. 
Nothing  becomes  him  ill,  that  he  would  well. 
The  only  foil  of  his  fair  virtue's  glofs, 
(If  virwe's  glofs  will  ftain  witH  any  foil,)_ 
Is  a  (harp  wit,  match'd  with  too  blunt  a  wiJl ; 
Whofe  edge  hath  power  to  cut,  whofe  will  ftill  wills 
It  (hould  fpare  none  that  come  within  his  power. 

Pria.  Some  merry  mocking  Lord,  belike;   is^t  fo? 

Mar.  They  fay  fo   moft,  that  moft  his  humours 
know. 

Prin.  Such  Ihort-lir'd  wits  do  wither  as  they  grow. 
Who  are  the  reft  ? 

Cdtk    The    young    Dumain,     a   >veII-acfompiiftr*^ 
Of  all  that  virtue  love,  for  virtue  lov'd.       ^     [youth, 
Mofl  power  to  do  moft  harm,  left  knowing  ill  j 
For  he  hath  wit  to  make  an  111  ftiape  good, 
And  (hape  tc  win  grace,   though  he  had  no  wit. 
I  faw  him  at  the  Duke  Alanfon's  once, 
And  much  too  little  of  that  good  I  faw. 
Is  my  report  to  his  great  worthinefs. 

Rof.  Anodier  of  thefe  ftudents  at  that  titne 
Was  there  with  him,   as  I  have  heard  a  truth ; 
Biron  they  call  him  ;  but  a  merrier  man, 
Within  the  limit  of  becoming  mirth, 
I  never  fpent  an  hour's  talk  withal. 
His  eye  begets  occafton  for  his  wit ; 
For  every  obje£V  that  the  one  doth  catch. 
The  other  turns  to  a  mirth-moving  jeft ; 
Which  his  fair  tongue  (conceit's  expofitor) 
Delivers  in  fuch  apt  and  gracious  words. 
That  aged  ears  play  truant  at  his  tales  ; 
And  younger  hearings  are  quite  ravifticd; 
So  fweet  and  voluble  is  his  difcourfe. 
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Pr/n.  God  blefs  my  ladies,  are  they  all  in  love, 
That  every  one  her  own  hath  garnifned 
With  fich  bedecking  crnamenis  of  praife  ! 
iVl/r.  Here  comes  Eoyet. 

Enter  Boyet. 
P/-//7.  Now,  what  admittance,  Lord? 
Boyct.  Navarre  had  notice  of  your  fair  approach; 
And  he  and  his  competitors  in  oath 
Were  ail  addrefs'd  to  nieet  yon,  gent'e  Lady, 
Before  I  came.     Marry,  thus  much  Tve  learnM, 
He  rather  means  to  lodge  you  in  the  fitlil, 
Like  one  that  comes  here  to  befiege  his  court. 
Than  feek  a  dlfpenfatior  for  his  oath. 
To  kt  you  enter  his  unpeopled  houfe. 
Here  comes  Navarre. 

S  C  E  N  E    11. 
Efiter  the  King,  Longavillc,  Dumain,  Biron,  and  c^ 
tefidtijjts. 
King'  Fair  Princefs,  welcome  to  the  court  of  Navarre. 
Ptif2.  Fair  I  give  you  back   again;  and  welcome  I 
have  not  yet:  the  roof  of  this  court   is  too  high  to 
be  your's  ;  and  welcome  to  the  wide  fields,  too  bafc 
to  be  mine.  -    W- 

K'tf'g'  Yon  (hall  be  welcome.  Madam,  to  my  court. 
Prin.  I  will  be  welcome  then  ;  conduct  me  thither. 
KiJ^g.  Hear  me,  dear  lady,   1  have  fworn  an  oath. 
Prhi.  Our  Lady  help  my  Lord !  he'ii  be  forfworo. 
Khig.  Not  for  the  world,  fair  Madam,  by  my  will 
Pr/«.  Why,  will  (hall  break  its  will,  and  nothing  cl(e. 
King.  Your  Ladyflilp  is  ignorant  what  it  is. 
Pr/«.  Were  my  Lord  fo,  his  ignorance  were  wife, 
Where  now.  his  knowledge  mufl  prove  ignorance. 
I  hear  your  Grace  hath  fworn  out  houfe-keeping  : 
*ris  deadly  fm  to  keep  that  oath,  my  Lord  j 
Not  fin  to  break  it-— — 
Bat  pardon  m.e,  J  am  too  fudden  bold  : 
To  teach  a  teacher  ill  befeemeth  me. 
Vouchfafc  to  read  the  purpofc  of  my  coming, 
And  fr.ddenly  rcfolve  me  in  my  fuit. 
Kin?'  Madam,  Iv/ill,  if  fuddcnly  I  may. 
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Prin.  You  will  the  fooner,  that  I  were  away ", 
for  you'll  prove  perjur'd,  if  you  make  me  flay. 

Brrori.  Did  not  I  dance  with  you  in  Brabant  once  ? 

Rof.  Did  not  I  dance  with  you  in  Brabant  once  ? 

Sir  Of?.  I  know  you  did. 

Rof.  How  needlefs  was  it  then  to  afk  the  qucftion  ? 

BirOfi.  You  muft  not  be  Co  quick. 

Rof.  'Tis  long  of  you,  that  fpur  me  with  fuch  quc- 
fiions. 

Bfron.  Your  wit's  too  hot,"  it  fpeeds  too  faft,  'twiU 
tire. 

Raf.  Not  till  it  leave  the  rider  in  the  mire. 

Biron.  What  time  o'day  ? 

Rof  The  hour  that  fools  fhould  afk. 

Biro}!.  Now  fair  befal  your  malk  ! 

Rof  Fair  fall  the  face  it  covers  ! 

Biron.  And  fend  you  many  lovers  ! 

Rof.  Amen,  fo  you  be  none  ! 

Biro;2.  Nay,  then  will  I  be  gone. 

King.  Madam,  your  father  here  doth  intimate 
The  payment  of  a  hundred  thoufand  croAvns  ; 
Being  but  th'  one  half  of  an  entire  fum, 
Dilburfed  by  my  father  in  his  wars. 
But  fay,  that  he,  or  we>_  as  neither  have 
Receiv'd  that  fum  ;  yet  there  remains  unpaid 
A  hundreci  thoufand  more ;  in  furety  of  the  which, 
One  part  of  Aquitain  is  bound  to  us, 
Although  not  valu'd  to  the  money's  worth  : 
If  then  the  King  your  father  will  reftore 
But  that  one  half  which  is  nnfitisfy'd,  * 

Wc  will  give  up  our  right  in  Aquitaln, 
And  hold  fair  friendHiip  with  his  Majefly. 
But  that  it  feems  he  little  purpofcth. 
For  here  he  doth  demand  to  have  repaid 
An  hundred  thoufand  crowns,  and  not  demands, 
On  payment  of  an  hundred  thoufand  crowns. 
To  have  his  title  live  In  Aquitaln  ; 
Which  we  much  rather  had  depart  withal, 
And  have  the  money  by  our  father  lent 
'  Tlian  Aquitaln  fo  gdded  as  it  is. 

Pear 
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Dear  Princefs,  were  not  his  requefts  fb  far 
From  reafun's  yielding,  your  fair  feif  fhould  make 
A  yielding  'gainft  fome  teafon  in  my  breaft ; 
And  go  well  fatisSed  to  France  again. 

Prin.  You  do  the  King  my  father  too  much  wrong, 
And  wrong  the  reputation  of  your  name, 
In  fo  unfeeming  to  confefs  receipt, 
Of  that  which  hath  £o  faithfully  been  paid. 

King.  I  do  proteft  I  never  heard  of  it ; 
And  if  you  prove  it,  I'll  repay  it  back, 
Or  yield  up  Aquitain. 

Prin.  V/e  arrefl  your  word. 
Boyet,  you  can  produce  acquittances 
For  fuch  a  fum,  from  fpecial  officers 
Of  Charles  his  ntli-er. 

King.  Satisfy  me  fo. 

Bojct.  So  pleafe  your  Grace,  the  packet  is  not  come 
Where  that  and  other  fpecialties  are  bound  : 
To-morrow  you  (hall  have  a  fight  of  them. 

King.  It  iTiall  fuffice  me  ;   at  which  interview. 
All  liberal  reafon  I  will  yield  unto  : 
Mean  time  receive  foch  welcome  at  my  hand, 
As  honour  without  breach  of  honour  may 
Make  tender  of,  to  thy  true  worthinefs. 
You  may  not  come,  fair  Princefs,  in  my  gates,  . 

But  here,  without,  you  (hall  be  fo  receiv'd,  \ 

As  you  (hall  deem  yourfelf  lodgM  in  my  heart: 
Though  fo  deny'd  fair  harbour  in  my  houfe  : 
Yeur  own  good  thoughts  excu{e  me,  and  farewel; 
To-morrow  we  (hall  vifit  you  again. 

Prin.    Sweet  health  and  fair   defires  confort  your 
Grace  ! 

KifJg'  Thy  own  wifli  wl(h  I  thee  in  every  place. 

\FiXitt 

3iron.  Lady,  I  will  commendi  you  to  my  cwn  hcait« 
B-of.  I  pray  you,  do  my  commendations  i 
I  would  be  glad  to  fee  it. 

Biroji.  I  would  you  heard  it  gronc 
J?*/.  Is  the  +  fool  fick  ^ 

t  fo"^' 

dim 
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Bit- 071.  Sick  at  the  heart- 
Kof,  Alack,  let  it  bi«cd. 
Btrott.  Would  that  do  it  goodi 
Kof.  My  phyfic  fays,  Ay. 
3ire7u  Will  you  prick't  with  your  eye  ? 
Kof.  Ko,  povtt,  with  my  knife. 
Btron.  Now,  God  fave  thy  life  ! 
Kof.  And  your's  from  long  living  ! 
Biron.  1  cannot  flay  thankfgiving.  _  Exit, 

Dum.  Sir,  I  pray  you   a  word  :  what  lady  is  that 

fame? 
Bo'jet  The  heir  of  Alanfon,  RofaBne  her  name 
Dwn.  A  gallant  lady ;  Monfieur,  fare  y  ou  well. 

[Exit. 

Long'  I  befeech  j'-ou  a  word:  what,   Is  fae  In  white. 

Bo^et.    Awoman  fometimes,  if  you  faw  her  in  the 

light. 
Long.  Perchance  light  In    the  light.  I  defire  her 

name. 
Boyet.  She  hath  but  one  for  herfelf ;  t»  defire  tliat 

were  a  ftiame. 
Long.  Pray  3'^ou,  Sir,  whofe  daughter? 
Boyct.  Her  mother's,  I  have  heard. 
Long.  God's  blclfing  on  your  beard  I 
[    Boyet.  Good  Sir,  be  not  offended. 

She  is  an  heir  of  Faulconbridge 
I    Long.  Nay,  my  choller  is  ended  : 
She  is  a  moft  fweet  lady  . 

Boyet.  Not  unlike.  Sir;  that  may  be.      Ea/V  Long. 
Biron.  W^hat's  her  name  in  the  cap  : 
Boyet,  Catharine,  by  good  hap. 
Bifi)n.  Is  Ihe  wedded,  or  no  ? 
Boyet.  To  her  will.  Sir,  or  fb. 
Biron.  You  are  welcome,  Sir  :  adieu  ! 
Boyet.  Farewel  to  me,  Sir,  and  welcome  to  you. 

lExit  Biron. 

Mar.  That  !aft  is  Biron,  the  merry  mad-cap  lord ; 
Not  a  word  witJi  him  but  a  jeft. 
Boy."^.  And  every  jeft  but  a  word. 
J'rh.  It  was  well  done  of  you  to  take  him  at  his 

word. 
Vol.  1L  •    p  Sojet, 
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I     Bojet.  I  was  as  willing   to   grapple  as  he  was  to 
board. 
Mar.  Two  hot  fheeps,  mirry. 
Boyet.  And  whierefore  not  fhips  \ 
No  fheep,  (fweet  Iamb),  unlefs  we  feed  on  j'oiir  lips. 
Mar.  You   Iheep,  and  I  paflure ;  fliali  that  finifli 

the  jeft  ? 
Bojet.  So  you  grant  pafture  for  me. 
Mar.  Not  fo,  gentle  beaft; 
My  lips  are  no  common,  though  feveral  they  be. 
Bojct.  Belonging  to  whom  ? 
Mar.  To  my  fortunes  and  me. 
Prin.  Good  wits  will  be  jangling ;  but,  gentles, 


agreee. 


This  civil  war  of  wits  were  much  better  usM ! 
On  Navarre  and  his  book-men  ;  for  here  'tis  abus'd. 
If  my  obfervation,  (which  very  feldom  lies). 
By  the  heart's  liill  rhetoric,  difclofed  with  eyes,  ] 
Deceive  me  not  now,  Navarre  is  infected. 
C     Prin.  With  whj.t? 

I     Bojct.  With  that  which  we  lovers  intitle  affefted. 
Prh?.  Your  reafon  ? 

Bojet.  Wh}^,  ail  his  behaviours  did  make  their  re- 
tire 

To  the  court  of  his  eye,  peeping  thorough  defirc  : 
His  heart,  like  an  agat  with  your  print  imprefled, 
Proud  with  his  form,  in  his  eye  pride  exprefled: 
His  tongue,  all  impatient  to  fpeak  and  not  fee. 
Did  ftumble  with  hafte  tn  his  eye-fight  to  be  : 
All  fenfes  to  that  fenfe  did  make  their  repair. 
To  feel  only  looking  on  faireft  of  fair; 
Methought  all  his  fenfes  were  locked  in  his  eye. 
As  jewels  in  cryllal  for  fome  prince  to  buy; 
Who  tend'ring  their  own  worth,    from  whence  they 

were  glafs'd, 
Did  point  out  to  buy  them,  along  as  you  pafs'd. 
His  face's  own  margent  did  quote  fuch  amazes. 
That  all  eyes  faw  his  eyes  inchantcd  with  gazes  : 
I'll  give  you  Aquitain,  and  all  that  is  his. 
An'  you  give  him  for  my  fake  buti^ne  loving  kift.^ 

Priru 
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Prin-  Come,  to  our  pavilion  :   Boyet  is  dilpos'd — 
Boyct.  But  to  fpeak  that  in  words  which  his  eye  hath 
difclos'd ; 
I  only  have  made  a  mouth  of  his  eye. 
By  adding  a  tongue  which  I  know  will  not  lie. 
Rof.  Thou  art  an  old  love -monger,  and  fpeakefl  fkil- 

fully. 
Mar.  He  is  Cupid's  grandfather,    and  learns  news 

of  him. 
Rof.  Then  was  Venus  like  her  mother,  for  her  fa- 

ther  is  but  grim. 
Bojct.  Do  you  hear,  my  mad  wenches  ? 
Mar.  No. 

Bo-/et.  What  then  ?   do  you  fee  ? 
Rof.  Ay,  our  way  to  be  gone. 
Bojet.  You  are  too  hard  for  me.  [^Exeuf^t, 

ACT    III.        S  C  E  N  E    I. 
The  pj!-k,  fie ar  the  palace. 
Enter  Arrnado  a72d  Moth. 
Aim.  "XT  TArble,  child ;  make  pa/Iionate  my  fenfe  of 
tT      hearing. 

Ii/iOth.  Concolinel [Singing. 

Arm.  Sweet  air  !  go,  tend ernefs  of  years;  take  this 
key,  give  enlargement  to  the  fw-ain  ;  bring  him  fefii- 
nately  hither :  I  mufl  employ  him  in  a  letter  to  my 
love. 

Moth.  Mafter,  will  you  win  your  love  with  a  French 
brawl  \ 
Arm.  How  mean'ft  thou,  brawling  in  French  ? 
Moth.  No,  my  compleat  Mafter ;    but  to  jig  off  a 
tune  at  the  tongue's  end,  canary  to  it  with  your  feet, 
humour  it  with  turning  up  your  eye-lids  ;    figh  a  note 
and  fing  a  note;    fometimes  through  the  throat,   as  (if 
you  fwallow'd   love  with  finging   love  ;    fometimes 
through  the  nofe,   as  if  you  fnuff'd  up  love  by  fmell- 
Ing  love  ;  with  your  hat  penthoufe-like,  o'er  the  fhop 
of  your  eyes;  with  your  arms  crofs'd  on  vour  thin- 
belly  doublet,  like  a  rabbet  on  a  fpit ;   or  your  hands 
in  your  pocket,  like  a  man  after  the  old  painting  ;  and 

P  2  keep 
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keep  not  too  long  In  one  tune,  but  a  fnip,  and  away  : 
thefe  are  'compliftiments,  thefe  arc  humours;  thefc 
betray  nice  wenches  that  would  be  betrayM  without 
thefe,  and  make  them  men  of  note  (do  you  note  me?) 
that  are  moil  afFedcd  to  thefe  ? 

Arn7.  How  haft -thou  purchas'd  this  experience  \ 

'Moth,  By  my  pen  of  obfervatlon. 

Am?.  But  O,  but  C 

J\hth.  The  boblTj-horfs  zs  forgot*. 

Arm.  Cairft  thou  my  love  hohhj-horfe  F 

Moth.  No,  Mafter,  the  hobby-horfe  is  but  a  colt, 
and  your  love  perhaps  a  hackney:  but  have  you  for- 
got your  love? 

Arm.  Almoft  I  had- 

Moth.  Negligent  ftudent !  Icarn  her  by  heart. 

Arm.  By  heart,  and  in  heart,  boy. 

Moth.  And  out  of  heart,  Mafter :  all  thofe  three  I 
will  prove. 

Arm.  What  wilt  thou  prove  ? 

Moth.  A  man,  if  I  live  :  and  this  by,  hi,  'and  cut  of, 
upon  the  inftant :  bj  heart  you  love  her,  bccaufe  your 
heart  cannot  come  by  her ;  in  heart  you  love  her,  b^ 
caufc  your  heart  is  in  love  with  her ;  and  out  c/heart 
you  love  her,  being  out  of  heart  that  you  cannot  en- 
joy her. 

An-i.  I  am  all  thefe  three. 

Moth.  And  three  times  as  much  more ;  and  yet  no- 
thing at  ail. 

Ar}7z.  Fetch  hither  the  fwain,  he  muft  carry  me  a 
letter. 

Mot'i.  A  meffage  well  fympathiz'd  ;  a  horfe  to  be 
cmbalfador  for  an  afs. 

Ar?n.  Ha,  ha  ;  wlist  fay'ft  thou  ? 

Moth.  Marry,  Sir,  you  muft' fend  the  afs  upon  ike 
horfe,  for  he  Is  very  flow-gated  :   but  I  go. 

Arm-  The  way  is  but  fhort;   away. 

Moth.  As  fwlft  as  lead,  Sir. 

Ar',)!.  Thy  meaning,  pretty  ingenious? 

*  Tie  burthen  of  an  oU  fong. 

*"  Is 
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Is  not  lead  of  metal  heavy,  dull,  and  (low  ? 
lAoth.  Mitiime^  honeft  Mailer ;   or  rather,  Mailer, 

no. 

yirm.  I  fay,  lead  Is  flow. 

yioth.  You  are  too  fwift.  Sir,  to  fay  fo. 
Is  that  lead  flow.  Sir,  which  is  fir'd  from  a  gun  ? 

Arm^  Sweet  fmoke  of  rhetoric  1 
He  reputes  me  a  cannon  ;  and  the  bullet,  that's  he  : 
I  Ihoot  thee  at  the  fwain. 

Moth.  Thump  then,  and  I  fly.  [Exit. 

jirm.  A  moll  acute  juvenile,  voluble,  and  free  of 

grace ; 
By  thy  favour,  fweet  welkin,  I  mull  figh  in  tliy  face. 
Mod  rude  melancholy,  valour  gives  thee  place. 
My  herald  is  returned. 

SCENE     II.         Vic-enter  Moth  and  Cofrard. 
f    Moth.  A  wonder.  Mailer ;  here's  a  Collard  broken 

j  in  a  (bin. 

Arm.  Som.e  enigma,  fomc  riddle ;  come,  thy  Ven-' 

voj  begin. 

Coji.  No  enigma,  no  riddle,  no  renvoj ;  no  falve 
in  the  male,  Sir.  O  Sir,  plantan,  a  plain  plantan ; 
no  I'efwo'i,  no  Vcnvo),  or  falve,  Sir,  but  plant-n. 

Arm.  "By  virtue,  thou  enforceft  laughter ;  thy  fiily 
thought,  my  fpleen  ;  the  heaving  of  my  lungs  pro- 
vokes me  to  ridiculous  fmiiing  :  O  pardon  me,  my 
ftars  !  doth  the  inconfiderate  take  falve  for  Penvojf 
and  the  word  F envoy  for  a  falve  ? 

Moth.  Doth  the  wife  tliink  them  other?  Is  nof 
Pennoj  a  falve  ? 

Arm.  No,  page,  It  is  an  epilogue  or  difcourfe,  to 
make    plain 
Some  obfcure  precedence  that  hath  to  fore  been  fain. 
I  will  example  It.    Now  will  I  begin    your  moral, 

and  do  you  follow  with  my  I' envoy. 
The  fox,  the  ape,  and  the  humble  bee, 
Were  fl:ill  at  odds,  being  but  three. 
There's  the  mora?,  now  the  refrooy. 

Moth.  I  will  add  the  Penvoy  ;  fay  the  moral  again. 
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y4rm.  The  fox,  the  ape,  and  the  humble  bee, 
V/cre  fllll  at  odds,   being  but  three. 

Moth.  Until  the  goofe  came  out  of  door. 
And  flayM  the  odds  by  adding  four. 
A  good  renvoy,  ending  in  the  goofe  :  would  you  de- 


fire 


more 


Coji.  The  boy  hath  fold  him  a  bargain ;  a  goofe 
that's  flat ; 
Sir,  your  pennyworth  is  good,  an*  your  goofe  be 

fat. 
To  fell  a  bargain  well  is  as  cunning  as    faft  aud 
loofe.  sjf. 

Let  me  fee  a  fat  Fenvoy  ;  I,  that's  a  fat  goofe.  > 

j4r?n.  Come  hither,  come  hither; 
How  did  this  argument  begin  ? 

Moth.  By  fa3ang,  that  a  Coftard  was  broken  in  a 
Then  calFd  you  for  a  Vcirvo'^.  [(hia. 

Cofl.  True,  and  I  for  a  plantan ; 
Thus  came  the  argument  in  ; 

Then  the  boy's  fat  V envoy,  the  goofe  that  you  bought, 
And  he  ended  the  market. 

Atm.  But  tell  me,  how  was  there  a  Coflard  bro- 
ken in  a  fhin  ? 
Math.  I  will  tel!  you  fenf-bly. 
Qol}.  Thou  haft  no  feeling  of  it,  Moth. 
\  will  fpeak  that  Pefrjo-h 
Coftard  running  out,   that  was  fafely  within. 
Fell  over  the  threfhold,  and  broke  my  fnin. 
^nn.  We  will  talk  no  more  of  this  matter- 
CoJ}.  Till  there  be  more  matter  in  the  (hin. 
Arm.  Sirrah,   Coftard,  I  will  infranel.ife  thee. 
Cofr.  O,  marry  me  to  one  Fiancis,  I  fmell  fomt 
l\nvo-^y  fbme  goofe  in  this. 

Arm.  By  my  fweet  foul,  I  mean  fetting  thee  at  !«• 
berty;  enfreedoming  thy  perfon ;  thou  wert  immur'd, 
reftrained,  captivated,  bound. 

Coil.  True,  true;   and  now  you  will  be  my  purga* 
\t\oxi,  and  let  me  loofe. 

Arm.  I  give  thee  thy  liberty,  fet  thee  from  durance  J 
Jnd,  \\x  lieu  thereof)  impofe  en.  thee  nothing  but  this; 

bear 
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bear  this  fignificant  to  the  country-maid  Jaquenetta; 
there  is  remuneration  ;  for  the  beft  ward  of  mine  hoi 
nours  is  rewarding  my  dependents.    Moth,  follow.— 

[Exit, 
Moth.  Like  the  Tequel,  L    Signior  Coftard,  sdieu  ! 

[Exh. 

Coft.  My  Iwect  onnce  of  man's  fieHi,  my  in-cony 
jewelj  Now  will  I  look  to  his  remuneration.  Remu- 
neration !  O,  that's  the  Latin  word  for  thcee  farthings-! 
three  farthings,  remuneration.  What's  the  price  of 
this  incle>  a  penny.^  No,  I'll  give  you  a  remunerati- 
on: why,  it  carries  it.  Remuneration  ! — why  it  is  a 
fairer  name  than  a  French  crown.  I  will  never  buy 
and  fell  out  of  this  word 

SCENE     III.         Enter  Biron. 

Bimt.  O  my  good  knave  Coftard,  exceedingly  well 
met. 

Coft.  Pray  you,    Sir,  how  much  carnation  ribbon 
may  a  man  buy  for  a  remuneration  ? 

Biron.  What  is  a  remuneration  ? 

Coft.  Marry,  Sir,  half-penny  farthing. 

Birofi.  O,  why  then  three  farthings  worth  of  filk* 

Coft.  I  thank  your  Worfhip,  God  be  with  you. 

Biron.  O  ftay,  flave,  I  mull  employ  thee  t 
As  thou  wilt  win  my  favour,  my  good  knave, 
Do  one  thing  for  me  that  I  (hall  in  treat. 

Coft.  When  would  you  have  it  done.  Sir  J 

Biron.  O,  this  afternoon. 

Ceft.  Well,  I  will  do  it.  Sir :  fare  you  well. 

Biron.  O,  thou  knowefl  not  what  it  is. 

Coft.  I  fnall  knew.  Sir,  when  I  have  done  it. 

Biron.  Why,  villain,  thou  muft  know  firft. 

Coft.    I   will  come    to   your  Worfliip    to-morrow 
morning. 

Btron.  It  muft  fee  done  this  afternoon. 
Hark,  flave,  it  is  but  this  : 
The  Princefs  comes  to  hunt  here  in  the  park  : 
And  in  her  train  there  is  a  gentle  lady  ; 
When  tongues  fpeak  fweetly,    then  they  name  ht^ 
And ii<?^//«e  they  call  her;  a'fk  for  her,  [name. 

And: 
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And  to  her  fweet  hand,  fee  thou  do  commend 
This  feal'd-up  counfel.     There's  thy  guerdon  ;  go. 

Coft.  Guerdon, O  fweet  guerdon  !    better  tKan 

remuneration,  eleven  pence  farthing  better;  moft  fwcct 
guerdon  1  1  will  do  it,  Sir,  in  print.  Guerdon,  remu- 
neration.   _  {Exit, 

Biron.  O  1   and  I,   forfooth,  in  love  ! 
I,  that  have  been  love's  whip  ; 
A  very  beadie  to  a  humorous  figh  : 
A  critic ;  nay,  a  night-watch  conllable ; 
A  domineering  pedant  o'er  the  bo}^. 
Than  whom  no  mortal  more  magnificent. 
This  whimpled,  whining,  purblind,  wayward  boy, 
This  Signior  Junio's  giant-dwarf,  Dan  Cupid, 
Reo-ent  of  love  rhimes,  lord  of  folded  arms, 
Th'' anointed  fovereign  of  fighs  and  groans  : 
Liege  of  all  loiterers  and  m.alecontents: 
Dread  prince  of  plackets,  king  of  codpieces  : 
Sole  imperator,  and  great  general 
Of  trotting  parators  :  (O  my  little  heart !) 
And  I  to  be  a  corporal  of  his  file. 
And  wear  his/o'ours  !  likf  a  tumbler,  ftoop  ! 
What?  I  love  !  I  fuc  !  I  feek.  a  wife  ! 
A  woman,  that  is  like  a  German  clock, 
Still  a  repairing  ;   ever  out  of  frame, 
And  never  going  aright,  being  a  watch. 
But  being  watch'd,  that  it  may  ffiH  go  right . 
Nay,  to  be  perjur'd,  which  is  worft  of  all : 
And,  among  three,  to  love  the  worft  of  all; 
A  whitely  wanton,  with  a  velvet  brow. 
With  two  pitch-balls  ftuckin  her  face  for  eyes; 
Ay,  and  by  Heav'n,  one  that  will  do  the  deed, 
Though  Argus  were  her  eunuch  and  her  guard ; 
And  I  to  figh  for  her  1  to  watch  for  her  ! 
To  pray  for  her  !  go  to  :— it  is  a  plague. 
That  Cupid  will  in.pofe  for  my  negleft      • 
Of  his  almighty,  d:  eadful,  little,  might.  ^ 

Well,  -I  will  love,  write,  figh,  pray,  fue,  and  groan- 
Some  men  muft  love  ir.y  Lady,  and  fomc  Joan. 

ACT 
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ACT        IV.  SCENE        L 

•  A piiviUon  in  the  park  near  the  palace. 

Enter  the  Pritiafs,  Rofalhie,  Maria,  Catharine,  LorJSf 

attendants,  and  a  Forejlir. 

Pfin,  \jiTA. S  that  the  King  that  fpurr'd  his  horfe  fo 

VV  hard 

Af^ainft  the  fteep  uprifing  of  the  hill  ? 
Boyet.  I  know  »ot,  bv.tl  think  it  was  not  he. 
Pri/i.  V/hoe'er  he  was,  he"{hcw'd  a  mounting  mind 
Well,  Lords,  to-day  we  (hall  have  our  difpatch  : 
On  Saturday  we  will  return  to  France. 
Then,  Forefrcr,  my  friend,  where  is  the  bufh. 
That  we  snuft  ftand  and  play  the  mnrdcrer  in  ? 

For.  Here  by,  upon  the  edge  of  ^''ondcr  coppice; 
A  {land,  where  you  may  make  the  faired  (hoot. 
Prh:.  I  thank  my  beauty,  I  am  fair,  that  fhoot : 
And  thereupon  thou  fpeak^ft  the  faireft  fhoot. 
For.  Pardon  me,  Madam  ;  for  I  n-,cant  not  fo. 
Pr'i7U    Vv'hat,    what  ?    firfl  praife  me,  then  again, 
fay,  no  ? 
0  (hort-Iiv'd  pride  !  not  fair  ?  alack,  for  wo  ! 
For.  Yes,  Madam,   fair. 
Prin.  Nay,  never  paint  me  now  ; 
Where  fair  is  not,  praife  cannot  mend  the  brow. 
Here,  good  my  glafs,  take  this  for  telling  true; 
Fair  payment  for  foul  words  is  more  than  cue. 
For.  Nothing  but  fair  is  that  which  vou  ir.herlt. 
Pr/n.  See,  fee,  my  beauty  will  be  fav'd  by  merit. 
0  herefy  in  fair,  fit  for  thefe  days  ! 
A  giving  hand,  though  foul,  fhall  have  fair  praife. 
But  come,  the  bow  ;  now  mercy  goes  to  kill. 
And  (hooting  well  is  then  accounted  ill. 
Thus  will  I  fave  my  credit  in  the  fhoot, 
Not  wounding,  pity  would  not  let  me  do^t : 
ff  wounding,  then  it  was  to  (hew  my  (kill ; 
That  more  for  praife,   than  purpofe,  mer.nt  to  kfll. 
And,  ont  of  queftion,  fo  it  is  fometimes  ; 
Glory  grows  guilty  of  detefled  cilnies ; 

Whca 
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When  for  fame's  fake,  for  praife,  an  outward  part, 
We  bend  to  that  the  working  of  tjic  heart. 
As  I  for  praife  alone  now  feek.to  fpill 
The  poor  deer's  b'ood,  &iPt  vaj  heart  means  no  ill. 
Bojet.   Do    not    curs'd  wives    hold  that  felf-fo- 
vereienty, 
Only  for  praifefake,  when  they  flrlve  t«  be 
Lords  o'er  their  lords  ? 

Pr/n.  Only  for  praife  ;  and  praife  we  may  afford 
To  any  lady  that  fubdues  her  lord. 
Enter  Coftard. 
Boyef.  Here  comes  a  member  of  the  commonwealth. 
Co/}.  God  dig  you  den-all;  pray  you,  which  is  the 
head  Isdy  ? 

Prm.  Thou  ftialt  know  her,  fellow,  by  the  reft 
that  have  no  heads. 

Co  ft.  Whicli  is  the  greatefl:  lady,  the  higheft? 
Prhi.  The  thickefl  and  the  talleft. 
Ceft.  The  thickeft  and  the  tallePc;  it  is  fo,  truth  is 
truth. 
An'  my  wade,  miflrefs,  were  as  (lender  as  yoor  wit, 
One  o'  thcfe  maids  girdles  for  my  waf-e  fhou.'d  be  fit. 
Are  net  3/0U  the  chief  woman?  you  are  the  thickeft 
here. 
Pr/a.  What's  your  will.  Sir?  what's  j'-our  will ? 
Cofi.  I  have  a  letter  from  Monfieur  Biron,  to  one 

Lsdy  Rofaline. 
Pr!/7.  O  thy  letter^  thy  letter  :  he*s  a  good  friend 
of  mine. 
Stand  zfide,  good  bearer. — Boyet,  you  can  carve : 
Break  up  this  capon  *. 

Boyet.  I  am  bound  to  ferve. 
This  letter  is  miflook,  it  Importcth  none  here; 
It  is  writ  to  Jaquenetta. 

PHn.  We  will  read  it,  I  fwear. 

Break  the  neck  of  the  wax,  and  every  one  give  car. 

*  Meaning  the  letter,  ss  potilct  in  French,  fignifies 
both  a  chicken,  and  a  bvc-httcr. 

Boyet 
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Boyet  reads. 

BY  heavef7,  that  thou  art  fair,  is  moft  infaUibk  ;  true^ 
that  thou  art  beauteous;  truth  itfelf,  that  thou  art 
loveh  ;  more  fairer  than  fair,  beautiful  than  beauteous, 
truer  than  truth  itfelf ;  have  commiferation  on  thy  heroi- 
alvajja!.  The  magnanimous  ami  moji  illufirate  King  Co- 
pktua  fet  eye  upon  the  pernicious  and  indubitate  beggar 
Zcnelophon  ;  and  he  it  was  that  might  rightly  fay,  Veni, 
vidi,  vici;  ivhich  to  anato?nize  ifi  the  vulgar,  (0  bafe 
mi  olfcure  vulgar !),  videlicet.  He  came,  faiv,  and  o« 
vcrcame :  he  came,  one  ;  farcu,  two  ;  overcame,  three  * 
Who  c.ime  ?  the  Ki-ng.  Why  did  he  come  ?  to  fee.  Why 
did  he  fee!  to  overcome.  To  ivhom  came  he  F  to  the  beg- 
liir.  What  faiu  he?  the  beggar.  Who  overcame  he? 
the  beggar.  The  conclufion  is  viftory  ;  on  ivhofe  fide  ? 
the  King^s,  the  captive  is  inrich'd:  on  ivhofe  fide? 
the  beggar's.  The  cat af  raphe  is  a  nuptial:  on  ivhofe  fide? 
the  King's :  no,  o?t  both  in  otie,  or  one  in  both.  I  am 
the  King,  (for  fo  Jlands  the  comparifon)  ;  thou  the  beg- 
lar,  for  fo  witneff'cth  thy  loivlinefs.  Shall  I  command  tlrf 
love?  I  may?  Shalll  inforce  thy  love?  I  could.  Shall  I 
tntreat  thy  love  ?  I  will.  What  Jhalt  thou  exchange  for 
ra^s?  robes;  for  tittles?  titles:  for  thy f elf?  me.  Thus 
(Xpecling  thy  reply,  I  profane  my  lips  on  thy  foot,  my 
tyes  on  thy  ptdfure,  and  my  heart  on  thy  every  part. 
Thine  in  the  deareft  defign  of  indnftry, 

Don  Adriano  de  Armado 
Thus  doft  thou  hear  the  Nemean  lion  roar 

'Gainft  thee,  thou  Iamb,  that  f^andefl  as  his  prey; 
SubmifTive  fall  his  princely  feet  before,  t 

And  he  from  forage  will  incline  to  play. 
But  if  thou  flrive,  (poor  foul),  what  art  thou  then  ? 
Food  for  his  rage,  repaflure  for  bis  den. 

Pr/«.  What  plume  of  feathers  is  he  that  indited  this 
letter  \ 
What  vane?   what  weathercock?    did  you  ever  hear 
better  ? 

"Boyet.  I  am  much  deceived,  but  I  remember  the  ftyle. 

Vrin.  Elfe  your  mcmorj'  is  bad,  going  o'er  it  ere 
while. 
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Boyet.  This  Armado  is  a  Spaniard  that  keeps  here  in 
court, 
A  phantafrn,  a  monafcho,  and  one  that  makes  fport 
To  the  Prince,  and  kis  book-mates. 

Prin.  Thou,  feilow,  a  word  : 
Who  gave  thee  this  letter  ? 
Coft.  I  told  you ;  my  Lord. 
Prin.  To  whom  fhould'ft  thou  give  It? 
Cojh  From  my  Lord  to  my  Lady. 
Prtn.  From  which  Lord  to  lA^hich  Lady? 
Go  ft.  From  my  Lord  Berown,  a  good  mafter  of  mine, 
To  a  Lady  of  France,  that  he  calFd  Rofaiine. 

Prin.  Thou  haft  miftaken  his  letter.     Come,  Lords, 
away. 
Here,  fweet,  put  up  this;  'twill  be  thine  another  day. 

[Exit  Princefs  attended 
'    Boyet.  Who  Is  the  fhooter?  who  is  the  fliooter? 
RoJ.  Shall  I  teach  you  to  know  ? 
Bojet.  Ay,  my  continent  of  beauty. 
Rof.  Why,  file  that  bears  the  bow.    Finely  put  off. 
Bojet.  My  Lady  goes  to  kill  horns :  but  if  thou  mar- 
Hang  me  by  the  neck,  if  horns  thatyear  mifcarry.  [ry, 
Finely  put  on.— — 

Rof.  Well  then,  I  am  the  ihooter. 

Bojet.  And  who  is  your  deer  ? 

Rof.  If  we  chufe  by  horns,  yourfelf;  come  not  near. 

Finely  put  on  indeed. 

Mar.  You  ftill  wrangle  with  her,  Boyet,  and  flic 

fliikes  at  the  brow. 
Bojet.  But  fhe  herfelf  is  hit  lower.    Have  I  hit  her 


now ' 


Rof.  Shall  I  come  upon  thee  with  an  old  iaying, 
that  was  a  man  when  King  Pippin  of  France  was  a  lit- 
tle boy,  as  touching  the  hit  it? 

Bojtt.  So  I  may  anfwer  thee  with  one  as  old,  that 
was  a  woman  when  Queen  Guinover  of  Britain  was  a 
little  v^ench,   as  touching  the  hit  it. 
j     Rof  Tkeu  c.ni'ft  jiot  hit  it,  hit  it,  hit  it;  [Singing. 
\Thoii  CiUift  net  bit  it,  nrj  goodtnan, 

Bojet. 
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Boyet.  Ari^  I  cannot^  cmnot,  camiot; 
Ail  Icamot,  another  c.^ii.  {Exit  Rof. 

Coji.  By  my  troth,  moft  pleafant ;  hew  both  did 

fit  it. 
Miir.  A  mark  marvellous  well  fhot ;  for  they  both 

did  hit  it. 
Bo^et.  A  mark?  O,  mark  but  that  mark!   a  mark^ 

fays  my  Lady ; 
Let  the  m.ark  have  a  prick  ir/t;  to  meet  at,  if  It  may 

be. 
Mar.  Wide  o'  th'  bow-hand;  i'  faith,  your  hand  is 

out. 
CoJl.  Indeed  a'muft  fhoot  nearer,  or  he'll  ne'er  hit 

the  clout. 
Bojet.  An'  if  my  hand  be  out,  then,  belike,  your 

hand  is  in. 
CoJl.  Then  v.ill  ftie  get  the  upihot  by  cleaving  the 

pin. 
Mar.  Come,  come,  you  talk  greafily;  your  lips 

grow  foul. 
Coji,  She's  too  hatd  for  you  at  pricks,  Sir,  chal- 
lenge her  to  bowl. 
Bojet.  I  fear  too  much  rubbing;  goodnight,  my 

good  owl. 

\Exetmt  all  tut Coftaid. 
Cofl.  By  my  foul,  a  £v,'zm  ;   a  moll  fimple  clown  I 
Lord,  Lord !  how  the  ladies  and  I  have  put  him  down ! 
0' my  troth,  moft  fweet  jefts,  mofl  in-cony  vulgar 

W!t> 

Wheniteomes  fo  fmocthly  off,  fo  obicenely;  as  it 

were,  fo  fit. 
Armado,  o'  th'  one  fide, — O,  a  moft  dainty  man ; 
To  fee  him  walk  before  a  lady,  and  to  bear  her  fan. 
To  fee  him  kifs  his  hand,  and  how  moft  fweetly  he 

will  fwear ; 
And  his  page  o'  t'  other  fide,  that  handful  of  wit  •• 
Ah,  hea\'ns  !  it  Is  a  moft  pathetical  nit. 

[Exit  Coftard. 

[S!:oot!f.'g  ivlthin, 

Q  SCENE, 
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SCENE       II. 
Enter  Dull,  Holofernes,  <;;?-i' 5/>  Nathaniel. 

Natk  Very  reverend  fport,  tnily;  and  done  in  the 
teftimony  of  a  good  confeience. 
^  Hoi.  The  deer  was  (as  you  knovi)  fanguis,  in  blood; 
ripe  as  a  pomwater,  who  now  hangeth  like  a  jewel  in 
the  car  of  cxlo,  the  fky,  the  welkin,  the  heav'n ;  and 
anon  falleth  like  a  crab  on  the  face  of  terra,  the  foil, 
the  land,  the  earth. 

Niith.  Truly,  Mafter  Holofernes,  the  epithets  arc 
fweetly  varied,  like  a  fcholar  at  the  leaft.  But,  Sir,  I 
aflure  ye,  it  was  a  buck  of  the  firft  head. 

Hoi.  Sir  Nathaniel,  haud  credo. 

Dull'  'Twas  not  a  haud  credo  ^  'twas  a  pricket. 

HoL  Moft  barbarous  intimation;  yet  a  kind  ofinfi- 
MUation,  as  it  were  in  via,  in  way  of  explication ;  fa- 
cere,  as  it  were,  replication  ;  or  rather,  ojientare,  to 
Ihow,  as  it  were,  his  inclination ;  after  his  undreflcd, 
tinpoliflied,  uneducated,  unpruned,  untrained,  or  ra- 
ther unlettered,  or  rathereft  unconfirmed  falhion,  to  in- 
lert  again  my  haud  credo  for  a  deer. 

Dull  I  faid,  the  deer  was  not  a  hmtd  credo  ;  'twas  a 
pricket. 

Hoh  Twice  fod  fimplicity,  his  co^us ;  O  thou  mon- 
ftcr  Ignorance,  how  deformed  doll  thou  look? 

Wath.  Sir,  he  hath  never  fed  on  the  dainties  that  are 
bred  in  a  book.  He  hath  not  eat  paper,  as  it  were;  he 
hath  not  drunk  ink.  His  inteileft  is  not  replenifhed. 
He  is  only  an  animal,  only  fenfible  in  the  duller  parts; 
and  fuch  barren  plants  are  fet  before  us,  that  we  thank- 
ful fhould  be  for  thofe  parts  (which  we  tafle  and  feel, 
ingradare)  that  do  fruftify  in  us,  more  than  he. 
For  as  it  would  ill  become  me  to  be  vain,  indiftreet,  or 

a  fool ; 
So  were  there  a  patch  fet  on  learning,  to  fee  him  in  2 

fchool. 
But  omne  bene,  fay  I;  being  of  an  old  father's  mind, 
Many  can  brook  the  weather,  that  love  not  the  wind. 

pulL  You  two  are  book-men;  can  you  tell  by  your 

wit,     ' 

-  What 
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VTjat  was  a  month  old  at  Cain's  birth,  that's  not  five 
weeks  old  as  yet  I 
UoL  Di^ynna,  good  man   DuU  ;  Diftynna,  good 

man  Dull- 
Dull.  What  is  Dirtynna? 
ffath.  A  title  to  Phoebe,  to  Luna,  to  the  Moon. 
Hoi.  The  moon  was  a  month  eld,  when  Adam  was 
no  more  : 
And  rought  not  to  five  weeks,  when  he  came  to  five- 

fcore. 
Th'  allufion  holds  in  the  exchange. 

Dull.  'Tis  true,  indeed;  the  coilufion  holds  In  the 
exchange. 

Hoi.  God  comfort  thy  capacity  !  I  fay,  the  allufion. 
holds  in  the  exchange. 

Dull.  And  I  fay,  the  pollution  holds  in  the  exchange ; 
for  the  moon  is  never  but  a  month  old ;  and  I  fay  be- 
Cde,  that  'twas  a  pricket  that  the  Piincefs  kili'd. 

Hoi.  Sir  Nathaniel,  v.ill  you  hear  an  extemporal  e- 
pitaph  on  the  death  of  the  deer?  and  to  humour  the 
ignorant,  I  have  called  the  deer  the  Princefs  kiil'd,  a 
prickjt. 

Nath.  Ferge,  good  Mafter  Holofernes,  pcrge  ;  fo  it 
(hall  pleafe  you  to  abrogate  fcurrility. 

Hoi.  I  wUl  fomething  affeft  the  letter ;  for  it  argues 
facility. 

The  praifeful  Priticefs  plerdd  a?id  prickt 

A  pretty  pleafnig  pricket ; 
Some  fay,  a  fore  ;  but  not  a  fore, 

Till  7201V  made  fore  -with  fhooting. 
The  dogs  did  yell ;  put  L  to  fore. 

Then  forel  jumpt  from  thicket  ; 
Or  pricket  fore,  or  elfe  forel, 
The  people  fall  a  booting. 
If  fore  before,  then  L  to  fore 

Makes  fifty  fores  of  forel. 
Of  one  fore  I  an  hundred  innkey 
By  adding  but  one  more  L. 
^ath.  A  rare  talent ! 

Q,  2  Dull, 
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Dull  If  a  talent  be  a  claw,  look  how  he  claws  him 
with  a  talent. 

Hel.  This  is  a  gift  that  I  have,  fimple,  fimple ;  a 
fooliQi  extravagant  fpirit,  full  of  forms,  figures,  ihapes, 
objecfls,  ideas,  apprehcnfions,  motions,  revolutions. 
Thcfe  are  begot  in  the  ventricle  of  memory,  nouri(h'd 
in  the  womb  o^pia  mater,  and  delivered  upon  the  mel- 
lowing of  occafion ;  but  the  gift  is  good  in  thofe  in 
whom  it  is  acute,  and  I  am  thankful  for  it 

"NAth.  Sir,  I  praifc  the  Lord  for  you,  and  fo  may  my 
parifhioners  ;  for  their  fons  are  well  tutor'd  by  you, 
and  their  daughters  profit  very  greatly  under  you; 
you  are  a  good  member  of  the  commonwealth. 

tich  'NUherck,  if  their  fons  be  ingenuous,  they 
ihall  want  no  inftruftion ;  if  their  daughters  be  ca- 
pable, I  will  put  it  to  them.  But  virfapit,  qui paudi  k- 
cuitur  ;  a  foul  feminine  faluteth  us. 

SCENE  III.    E^itcr  Jaquenctta,  aud  Coftard. 
jFj^.  God  give  you  good  morrow,  Mafter  Parfon. 

Hoi.  Matter  Parfon,  ^//rt/'?  Perfon.  And  if  one  (hould 
be  piercM,  which  is  the  one  ? 

Co  ft.  Marry,  Matter  Schoolmafter,  he  that  is  likeft 
to  a  hogfhead. 

Ho/.  Of  piercing  a  hogfhead.  a  good  luftre  of  con- 
ceit in  a  turf  of  earth,  fire  enough  for  a  fiint,  pearl 
enough  for  a  fwine  :  'Tis  pretty,  it  is  well. 
Jaq.  Good  Matter  Parfon,  be  To  good  as  read  me 
this  letter ;  it  was  givtn  me  by  Cofiard,  and  fent  me 
from  Don  Armatho ;  1  befeech  you,   read  it. 

[Nath.  reads  to  hhnfclf. 

Hoi,  Faufte,  precor,  gelida  quanio  pans   omne  fuh 

umkra 

Rumrnat,  and    fo  forth.     Ah,  good  old  Mantuan,  I 

may  fpeak  of  thee  as  the   traveller  doth  of  V^^nice; 

Yinegtai  Vinegh  I  qui  mn  te  vedi,  ei  77onte  pregiu.  Old 

t  He  mecns  Baptifta.  Spagnolus,  y}/r;7^;.wr/MantuanuS, 
from  thi  place  of  his  birth,  a  'writer  of  poem  f,  ivho  liv- 
ed  toivarJs  tbc  aid  of  the  fifteenth  dnturj. 

M^.ntuani 
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jylaniuan,  old  Mantuan  !  who  underftandeth  thee  not' 
loves  thee  not : — ut  refol  la  mi  fe..  Under  pardon,  Sir* 
vhat  are  the  contents  \  Or  rather,  as  Horace  fays  in 
his :  What !  my  foul !  verfes? 

l^nth.  Ay,  Sir,  and  very  learned. 

Yinl.  Let  me  hear  a  Aaff,  a  ftanza,  a  verfe ;  Lege, 

Domine.  /,    n  t  r 

tiath.  If  love  make  mc  forfworn,  how  Ihall  i  Iwear 

to  love  I 
Ah,  never  faith  could    hold,  if   not    to  beauty 

vow'd ; 
The'  to  my felf  forfworn,  to  thee  Til  faithful  prove ; 
Thofe  thoughts  to  me  were  oaks,  to  thee   likc- 
ofiers  bovvM. 
Study  his  bias  leaves,  and  ^makes  his  book  thine 

eyes; 
Where  all  thofe  pleafures  live,  that  art  would  com- 
prehend : 
If  knowledge  be  the  mark,  to  know  thee  fliall  fuf- 
fice; 
Well  learned  is  that  tongue,  that  well  can  thec 
commend. 
All    ignorant    that    foul,  that  fees     thee  without 
wonder : 
Which  is   to   me  fome  pralfe,  that  I  thy  parts 
admire ; 
Thy  eye  Jove's  lightning  bears,  thy  voice  his  dread- 
ful thunder ; 
Which,  not  to  anger  bent,  is  mufic,  and  fwect 
fire. 
Celeftial  as  thou  art,  oh  pardon,   love,   this  wrong. 
That  fmgs    heav'n's    praife  with  fuch   an  earthly 


tongue. 


Hj/.  You  find  not  the  apoftrophes,  and  Co  mifs  the 
accent.  Let  me  fupervife  the  canzonet.  Here  are  on- 
ly numbers  ratify'd ;  but  for  the  elegancy,  facility, 
and  golden  cadence  of  poefy,  caret.  Ovidius  Nafo  was 
the  man.  And  why,  indeed,  .NI//0  ;  but  for  fmelHng 
out  the  odoriferous  flowers  of  fancy  ?  the  jerks  of  in- 
vention J  imitari,  is  nothing:  fo  doth  the  hound  his 

maflcr 

Q-3 


r 
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jmaftcr,  the  ape  his  keeper,  the  try'd  horfe  his  rider. 
iJiU,  D.unofella  Virght,  was  this  diredly  to  you  ? 

'Jaq.  Ay,  Sir,   from  one  Moiifieur  Biron,  to  one  of 
the  ftrange  Queen's  ladies. 

lioL  1  wiU  overglance  the  fliperfcript.  To  the  ft:oiv 

ivliie  hand  of  the  moft  beauttous   Lady  Rofalitie.    I  will 

loo 'i  again  on  the  intelleft  of  the  letter,  for  the  no- 

jTiination  of  the  party   writing  to  the  perfon   written 

unto. 

Your  Ladijhip^s  in  aU  dcftrcd  employment ,  BiRON. 
This  Biron  is  one  of  the  votaries  with  the  King ;  and 
here  he  hath  fram'd  a  letter  to  a  fequent  of  the  ftranger 
Qiieen's,  which  accidentally,  or  by  the  way  of  pro- 
greftion,  hath  mifcarry'd.  Trip  and  go,  my  fweet; 
deliver  this  paper  into  the  hand  of  the  King ;  it  may 
concern  much  ;  flay  not  thy  compliment ;  I  forgive 
thy  duty.   adie«. 

''Jaq.  "Good  Coftard;   go  with   me.    Sir,   God  favc 
your  life. 

C(?/r.  Have  with  thee,  my  girl. 

Exeunt  Coiiafidjii]. 

Nah.  Sir,  you  have  done  this  in   the  fear  of  God, 

■very  religioufiy  :  and  as  a  certain  father  faith 

■  Jtiol.  Sir,  tell  not  me  of  the  father,  I  do  fear  co- 
lourab'e  colours.  Bi.t,  to  return  to  the  verfes.;  did 
they  p  cafe  you.  Sir  NathanicH 

Ndth.  Marve'loLS  well  for  the  pen. 

Ho!.  I  do  duie  to-day  at  the  father's  of  s  certain  pu- 
pl  of  mine  ;  where  if  (being  repaft)  it  (hall  pleafe  yoy 
to  grat'fy  the  table  with  a  grace,  I  will,  on  my  privi- 
ie^  1  have  with  the  parents  of  the  aforefaid  child' or 
pi.^n',  undertake  your  ten  -cenuto  ;  where  will  1  prove 
thofe  verfes  to  be  very  unlearned,  neither  favouring 
of  poetry,   wit,  nor  invention.     1  befeech  your  foci- 

Nath.  And  thank  you  too  :  for  fociety  (faith  the 
text)  is  the  happinefs  of  life. 

Bol  And,  certes,  the  text  moft  infallibly  concludes 

-  it.  Sir,  I  do  invite  you  too  ;  \To  Dull.]  you  fhall  not 

lav  me,  Nay  •*  P^ucu  bcrba.     Away,  the  gentles  areat- 

''  ■'  their 


\ 
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their  game,  and  we  v  ill  to  our  recreation^ 

SCENE  IV. 
Enter  Biron,  ii'/th  a  paper  in  hh  hand,  alone. 
"Birofj.  The  King  is  hunting  the  ,deer,  I  am  courfing 
mylelf.  They  have  pitcht  a  toil,  I  am  toiling  in  a 
pilch ;  pitch,  that  defiles ;  defile  1  a  foul  word  :  well, 
fet  thee  down,  forrow  ;  for  fo  they  fa}'' the  fool  faid, 
and  fo  fay  I,  and  I  the  fool.  Well  prov'd  wit.  By 
the  Lord,  this  love  is  as  mad  as  Ajax,  it  kills  fiieep,  it 
kills  me,  I  a  flieep.  Weil  prov'd  again  on  my  fide, 
I  will  not  love;  if  I  do,  hang  me  ;  i'faith,  I  will  not. 
0,  but  her  eye  :  by  this  light,  but  for  her  eye,  I  would 
not  love ;  yes,  for  her  two  eyes.  Well,  1  do  nothing 
in  the  world  but  iie,  and  lie  in  my  throat.  By  hea- 
ven, I  do  love  :  and  it  hath  taught  me  to  rhime,  and 
to  be  melancholy  ;  aad  here  is  part  of  my  rhime,  and 
here  my  melancholy.  Well,  (he  hath  one  o'  my  fon- 
nets  already  ;  the  clown  bore  it  ;  the  fool  fent  it, 
and  the  lady  hath  it :  fvveet  clown,  fvceeter  fool,  fwcet- 
eft  lady  !  Ey  the  world,  I  w  ould  not  care  a  pin  if  the 
other  three  were  in.  Here  comes  one  witli  a  pa- 
per; God  give  him,  grace  to  grone  !  [He  ftands  afule. 
Enter  the  King. 
King.  Ay  me  ! 

Biron.  Shot,    by   heav'n  !  proceed,  fweet  Cupid ; 
thou  haft  thumpt  him  with  th}-^  bird-bolt  under  the  lefi. 
pap  :  in  faith,   fecrets.-— — 
King,  [f-eads.']  So  f\veet  a  kifs  the  golden  fim  gives 
not 
To  thofe  frefh  morning-drops  upon  the  rofe. 
As  thy  eye-besms,  when  their  frefh  rays  have  froote 
The  night  of  dew,  thst  on  my  cheeks  down  flows  ; 
Nor  Ihines  the  filver  moon  one  half  fo  bright. 
Through  the  tranfparent  bofom  of  the  deep. 
As  doth  thy  face  through  tears  of  mine  give  light} 

Thou  fhin'ft  in  ev'ry  tear  that  I  do  weep  j 
No  drop,  but  as  a  coach  doth  carry  thee. 
So  rideft  thou  triumphing  in, my  woe. 
Do  bi,t  behold  the  tears  that  fweli  in  me, 
And  they  thy  giory  through  my  grief  will  Ihew  | 
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But  do  not  love  thyfelf,  then  thou  wilt  keep 
My  tears  for  glalTes,  and  ftill  make  me  weep. 
O  Queen  of  Queens,  how  far  doft  thou  excel ! 
No  thought  can  think,  no  tongue  of  mortal  tell.— i* 
Kow  fhall  (he  know  my  griefs  ?  I'll  drop  the  paper; 
Sweet  leaves,  Ihade  foily.     Who  is  he  comes  here? 

[The  King  Jiej)f  afiie, 
'  Enter  Longaviile. 
What !  Longaviile  !   and  reading  !  iiften,  ear. 

Biron.  Now  in  thy  likenefs  one  more  fool  appears, 

hong.  Ay  me  !  I  am  forfworn. 

Biron.  Why,  he  conies  in  like  a  perjure,  wearing 

papers. 
King.  In  love,  I  hope ;   iweet  fellowfliip  in  Ihamc. 
Biron.  One  drunkard  loves  another  of  the  name. 
Long.  Am  I  the  firfi:  that  have  been  perjur'd  fo  ? 
Biron.  I  could  put  thee  in  comfort :  not  by  two  that 
I  know: 
Thou  mak'ft  the  triumviry,  the  three-corner-cap  of  fo* 

ciety, 
The  fliape  of  love's  Tyburn,  that  hangs  up  fimplicity.     j 
Long.    I  fear,  thefe  flubborn  lines  lack  power  to 
move  : 
O  fweet  Maria,  Emprefs  of  my  love,  ^ 
Thefe  numbers  will  I  tear,  and  write  in  profe. 

Biron.   O,  rhimes  are  guards  on  vv?anton  Cupid's 
hofe  : 
Disfigure  not  his  flop. 

Long.  The  fame  {ball  go.   ^       [H^  reads  the  fonntl 
Pid  not  the  hcav'nlj  rhetoric  of  thine  eje 

('Gainft  whom  the  ivor Id  cannot  hold  argument) 
Perfuade  vvj  heart  to  this  falfe  perjurj? 

Vows,  for  thee  broke,  deferve  not  pufiijlrment : 
Ji  woman  I  forfwore  ;  hut  I  will  prove. 

Thou  being  a  goddefs,  I  forfwore  not  thee.  ^^ 

JWji  vow  was  earth-^,   thou  a  heai^nlj  love  ;  _      -  ,  j^| 

7'/)y  grace  being  gaiiid,  cures  all  dif grace  in  ^^^^|^H 

Vows  are  but  breath,  and  breath  a  vapour  is  ;    ^  ^^« 

Then  thou  fair  fun.  which  on  mj  earth  doJlf>i>^^> 
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Exhal'ft  this  vapour-vow  ;  in  thee  it  is  ; 
If  broken  then,  it  fs  no  fault  of  mine  ; 
Ifhj  me  broke,  'what  fool  is  t;ot  fo  vjifs 
To  hfe  an  oath  to  win  apara.iife  ^ 
Biron.  This  is   the  liver-vein,   which  makes  flefli  a 
deity ; 
A  green  goofe  a  goddefs  :  pure,  pure  idolatry. 
God  amend  us,  God  amend,  we  are  much  out  o'  th' 
way. 

Enter  Dumain. 

Long.  By  whom  (hall  I  fend  this  \ company . 

(lay. ' 

Birort.  All  hid,  all  hid,  an  old  infant  play ; 
Like  a  demy-god,  here  fit  I  in  the  Iky, 
And  wretched  fools'  fecrets  headfuUy  o'er-eye  : 
More  facks  to  the  mill !  O  heav'ns,  I  have  my  wilh; 
Dumain  transform'd,  four  woodcocks  in  a  di(h  \ 
Dum.  O  moft  divine  Kate  ! 

Biron.  O  moft  profane  coxcomb  !  {.^fi^f* 

t>um.  By  heav'n,  the  wonder  of  a  mortal  eye! 
Biron.  By  earth,  (he  is  but  corporal ;  there  you  lie. 

lafik. 
Dum.  Her  amber  hairs  for  foul  have  amber  coted. 
Biron.  An  amber-colour'd  raven  was  well  noted. 

laftde, 
Dum.  As  upright  as  the  cedar. 
Biron.  Stoop,  I  fay  ; 
Her  (houlder  is  with  child.  L^^^'f* 

Dum.  As  fair  as  day. 

Biron.  Ay,  as  fom'e  days ,    but  then  no  fun  muft 
fliine.  lafide, 

Dum.  O  that  I  had  my  wi(h  ! 

Long.  And  I  had  mine  !  l^f'^^' 

K/«^.  And  mine  too,  good  Lord!  {ajide. 

Biron.  Amen,  fo  I  had  mine  1    Is  not  that  a  good 
word  ?  lefide. 

Dum.  I  would  forget  her,  but  a  fever  (he 
Reigns  in  my  blood,  and  will  remembred  be. 

Biron.  A  fever  in  your  blood  I  why  then,  incifion 
Would  let  her  out  in  fawcers,  fweet  miC^nCion.    [afide. 

Dum* 
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Dum.  Once  more  I'll  read  the  ode,  that  3  have  writ. 
l&iorn.  Once  more  Fil  mark  how  love  can  vary  wit 

[afule. 
Dumasn  reads  hh  fonnet. 

On  a  d(t^,   (ahck,  the  day  l) 

Love,  ivhofe  month  is  ever  Maj, 

Spfd  a  bloifom  pajfing  fair. 

Playing  in  the  ivanton  air  : 

Through  the  velvet  /eaves  the  ivind. 

All  Ufjjeen,  'gun  pajfage  find  ; 

That  the  lover,  fick  to  death, 

Wijh'd  himfelf  the  heaverh  breath, 

Air,  (quoth  he),  thy  cheeks  may  bloiv 

Air,  -would  I  fnight  triumph  Jo  I 

But,  alack,  my  hand  is  [-worn, 

Nc^er  to  pluck  thee  from  tby  thorn: 

Vow,  alack,  for  youth  unmeetf 

Youth  fo  apt  to  pluck  afiveet. 

Do  not  Call  it  fin  in  me, 

That  1  am  fo  rfxvorn  for  thee  : 

Thou,  for  -whom  ev'n  Jove  "would  f-wcar, 

Juno  hut  an  Ethiope  -were  ; 

And  deny  hin^j^lf  for  Jove, 

Turning  mortal  for  th'i  love. 
This  will  I  fend,  and  fometh'ing  elfe  more  plain, 
That  ni;^l!  exprefs  my  true  love's  feftring  pain  ; 
O,  would  the  King,  Biron,  and  Longaviile, 
Were  lovers  too  !   IH,  to  exaoiple  ill. 
Would  froii  my  forehead  wipe  a  perjur'd  note  : 
For  none  cferd,  where  all  alike  do  doat. 

Long.  Dumain.  t!->v  love  is  far  from  charity, 
That  in  love's  grief  defir'll  focif-tv :     {coming  forwurL 
Yovr  may  look  "pale  ;  Bv,t  T  fhouid  bluOi,  I  know, 
To  be  o'er-heard,  and  taken  napping  fo. 

King.  Com,  Sir,  you  biufh  ;  as  hi;,,  your  cafe  is  fuch; 

[coming  forwiira< 
You  chide  at  him,  offending  twice  as  much. 
You  do  not  love  Maria  ?  Longaviile 
Did  never  fonnet  for  her  fake  compile? 

Nor  never  laid  his  wreathed  arms  athwart 

His 


Sc,  A,  Love's  Labour's  lofl.  191 

His  loving  bofom,  to  keep  down  his  heart? 
I  have  been  cloiely  Ihrowded  in  this  bu(h, 
And  mark'd  you  both,  and  for  you  both  did  blufh. 
I  heard  your  guilty  rhimes,  obferVd  your  falTiion  9 
Saw  fighs  reek,  from  you,  noted  well  your  paflion. 
Ay  me  !  fays  one ;  O  Jove  !  the  other  cries ; 
Her  hairs  were  gold,  cryllal  the  other's  eyes. 
You  would  for  paradlfe  break  faith  and  troth ;     ' 
And  Jove,  for  your  love,  would  infringe  an  oath. 
What  will  Biron  fay,  when  that  he  Ihall  hear 
A  faith  infringed,  which  fuch  zeal  did  fwear  ? 
How  will  he  fcorn  ?  How  will  he  fpend  his  wit? 
How  will  he  triumph,  geap,  and  laugh  at  it? 
For  all  the  wealth  that  ever  I  did  fee, 
I  would  not  have  him  know  fo  much  by  me, 

Biron.  Now  ftep  I  forth  to  whip  hypocrify. 
Ah,  good  my  Liege,  I  pray  thee,  pardon  me. 

[co  f?iing  forward. 
Good  heart,  what  grace  has  thou  thus  to  reprove 
Thefe  worms  for  loving,  that  art  moft  in  love? 
Your  eyes  do  make  no  coaches  in  your  tears, 
There  is  no  certain  Princefs  that  appears  ? 
You'll  not  be  perjur'd,  'tis  a  hateful  thing  ; 
Tu(h  ;  none  but  minftrels  like  of  fonnetting. 
But  are  you  not  afham'd?  nay,  are  you  not 
All  three  of  you,  to  be  thus  much  o'erfhot ; 
You  found  his  mote,  the  king  your  mote  did  fee  i 
But  I  a  beam  do  find  in  each  of  three. 
0,  what  a  fcene  of  fool'ry  have  I  feen, 
Offighs,  of  groans,  of  forrow,  and  of  teen? 
0  me,  -with  -what  ftrift  patience  have  I  fat. 
To  fee  a  King  transformed  to  a  knot  ! 
To  fee  great  Hercules  whipping  a  gigg. 
And  profound  Solomon  tuning  a  jlg;.T  ! 
And  Neftor  play  at  pulh-pin  -with  the  boys. 
And  Cynic  Timon  laugh  at  idle  toys  ! 
\Vhere  lies  thy  grief?  O  tell  me,  good  Dumain  ; 
And  gentle  Longaville,  where  lies  thy  pain  ? 
And  where  my  Liege's  \  all  about  the  bread  ? 


A  candle,  hoa! 


K/«jf. 
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Kifig.  Too  bitter  U  thy  jeft. 
Are  we  betray'd  thus  to  thy  over-view  ? 

Biron.  Not  you  by  me,  but  I  betray M  by  you. 
I  that  am  honeft,  I  that  hold  it  fin 
To  break  the  vow  I  am  engaged  in, 
I  am  betray'd  by  keeping  company 
With  vane-iikc  men,  of  itrange  inconftancy. 
When  {hall  you  fee  me  write  a  thing  in  rhime  ? 
Or  grone  for  Joan  ?  or  fpend  a  minute's  time 
In  pruning  me  ?  when  fliall  you  hear,  that  I 
Will  praife  a  hand,  a  foot,  a  face,  an  eye, 
A  gate,  a  ftate,  a  brow,  a  breaft,  a  waftc,  ^ 

A  leg,  a  limb  ? 

King.  Soft,  whither  away  fo  faft  ? 
A  true  man  or  a  thief^  that  gallops  fo  ? 

Biro7u  I  pod  from  love;  goodJover,  let  me  go, 
Evhr  Jaquenctta  t/WCoftard. 

Jiiq.  God  blefs  the  King  ! 

King.  What  prefent  haft  thou  there  ? 

Co]}.  Some  certain  treafon. 

King.  What  makes  treafon  here? 

Cofl.  Nay,  it  makes  nothing.  Sir. 

Kifjg.  If  It  mar  nothing  neither, 
Thejreafbn  and  you  go  in  peace  away  together. 

Jaq.  I  befeech  your  Grace,  let  this  letter  be  read, 
Our  Parfon  mifdoubts  it :  It  was  treafon,  he  laid. 

King.  Biron,  read  it  over.         JH^  reads  the  letter* 
Where  hadft  thou  it? 

Jaq.  Of  Coftard, 

King.  Where  hadft  thou  It  ? 

Coft.  Of  Dun  AdramadIo,  Dun  Adramadlo. 

King.  How  now,    what  is  In  you  I   why  doft  thou 
tear  It  ? 

Biroji.  A  toy,  my  Liege,  a  toy:  your  Grace  cccds 
not  fear  It.  i 

Long.  It  did  move  him  to  palTion,  and  therefore  lew 
hear  It. 

Dun.  It  Is  Biron's  writing,  and  here  Is  his  name. 

Biron.  Ah,  you  whorefon  loggerhead,  you  were  born 
to  do  me  Ihame.  \To  CollarA 

Giiilty» 


Sci  4»  Love's  Labour's  lofl.  193 

Guilty*  my  Lord,  guilty:  I  confefs,  I  confefs. 

KitJg.  What? 

Biro/!.  That  you  three  fools  lackM  me  fool  to  make 
up  the  mefs. 
He,  he,  and  you  ;  and  you,  my  Liege,  <and  I 
Are  pick-purfes  in  love,  and  we  deferve  to  die. 
0,  difmifs  this  audience,  and  I  Ihail  tell  you  more. 

Dum.  Now  the  number  is  eien. 

Binn.  True,  true ;  we  are  four : 
Will  thefe  turtles  be  gone^? 

King.  Hence,  Sirs,  away. 

Coft.  Walk  afide  the  true  folk,   and  let  the  traitors 
(by.  Exfunt  Coft.  and  Jaquen. 

BiroK.   Sweet  Lords,    fwcet  lovers,    O,  let  us  em- 
brace : 

As  true  we  are  as  flelh  and  blood  can  be. 
The  fea  will  ebb  and  flow,  heaven  will  Ihew  his  face  : 

Young  blood  doth  not  obey  an  old  decree. 
\re  cannot  crols  the  caufe  why  we  were  born, 
Therefore  of  all  hands  muft^we  be  forfworn. 

King.  What,  did  thefe  rent  lines  fiiew  fome  love  of 


thine 


B/V!7«.  Did  the}^,  quoth  you?    Who  fees  the  Iiea- 

venly  Rofaline, 
That  (like  a  rnde  and  favage  man  of  Inde, 

At  the  firft  openino;  of  the  gorgeous  eafl:) 
Bows  not  his  vaffal  head,   and,   flrucken  blind, 

Ki.Tes  the  bafe  ground  with  obedient  breaft? 
What  peremptory  eagle-figl:ted  eye 

Dares  look  upon  the  heaven  of  her  brow, 
That  is  not  blinded  by  her  majelly  i 
Kf'^.   WhcLt  zeal,    what  fury,    hath  InfpirM   thee 


now  ^ 


My  love  (her  miftrefs)  is  a  gracious  moon ; 
She  {an  attending  ftar)  fcavce  feen  a  light. 
BtroH.  My  eyes  are  then  no  eyes,  nor  I  Biron. 
0,  but  for  my  love,  day  would  turn  to  night. 
Of  ail  complexions  the  culi'd  fovereignty 
Do  meet,  as  at  a  fair,  in  her  fair  cheek ; 
Voi,,  IL  .  15.  Where 
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Where  feveral  worthies  make  one  dignity ; 

Where  nothing  wants,  that  want  itfelf  doth  fcek. 
Lend  me  the  flourilh  of  all  gentle  tongues ; 

Fie,  painted  rhetoric !   O,  fhe  needs  it  not : 
To  things  of  ialc  a  feller's  praife  belongs  : 

She  pafles  praife ;  the  praife,  too  fhort,  doth  blot 
A  wlther'd  hermit,  fivefcore  winters  worn. 

Might  fhake  off  fifty,  looking  in  her  eye: 
Beauty  doth  varnifti  age,  as  if  new-born. 

And  gives  the  crutch  the  cradle's  infancy; 
O,  'tis  the  fun  that  maketh  all  things  (hine. 
King'  By  heav'n,  thy  love  is  black  as  ebony, 
Biron.  Is  ebony  like  her?  O  wood  divine  I 
A  wife  of  fuch  wood  were  felicity. 
O,  who  can  give  an  oath  ?  where  is  a  book, 

That  I  may  fwear.  Beauty  doth  beauty  lack, 
If  that  fhe  learn  not  of  her  eye  to  look  ? 

No  face  is  fair,  that  is  not  full  fo  black  ? 
King.  O  paradox,  black  is  the  badge  of  hell : 
The  hue  of  dungeons,  and  the  fcowl  of  night; 
And  beauty's  crete  becomes  the  heavens  well. 

£/>(?«.  Devils  foonelt  tempt,  refembling  fpirits  of 
light : 
O,  if  in  black  my  Lady's  brow  be  deck't. 

It  mourns,  that  painting  and  ufurping  hair 
Should  ravifh  doaters  with  a  falfe  afpe6l  : 

And  therefore  is  fhe  born  to  make  black  fair. 
Her  favour  turns  the  fafhion  of  the  days. 

For  native  blood  is  counted  painting  now ; 
And  therefore  red,  that  would  avoid  difpralfe, 
Paints  itfelf  black  to  imitate  her  brow. 
Dum.  To  look  like  her  are  chimney-fweepers  buck. 
Long.  And  fince  her  time  are  coUiers  counted  bright. 
Ki?ig.    And  Ethiops  of  their    fweet   complexion 

crack.  .      , 

D/w;.  Dark  needs  no  candles  now,  for  dark  is  lignt- 
'Bireti.  Your  miflrefTes  dare  never  come  In  rain, 
For  fear  their  colours  fhould  be  wafh'd  away. 
King.  'Twere  good,  your's  did  :  for,  Sir,  to  tell  you 
plain,  j,U 
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I'll  find  a  fairer  face  not  walh'd  to-day. 

5;V(,„.  ril  prove  her  fair,    or  talk  till  dooms-day 
here. 

jUfig.  No  devil  will  fright  thee  then  fo  much  as  ihe. 

D«w.  I  never  knew  man  hold  vile  ftufffo  dear. 

Lof3g.  Look,  here's  thy  love;  my  foot,  and  her 
face,  fee. 

^iron.  O,  if  the  Greets  were  paved  with  thine  eyes. 
Her  feet  weie  much  too  dainty  for  fuch  tread. 

Dum.  O  vile  !  then  as  (he  goes,  what  upward  lies 

'  The  ftreet  (hould  fee  as  ihe  walkM  over-head. 

King.  But  what  of  this,  are  we  not  all  in  love  ? 

Biron.  Nothing  fo  fure,  and  thereby  all  forllvorn. 

K/.VO-.  Then  leave  this  chat ;  and,  good  Biron,  now 
Our  loving  lawful,  and  our  faith  not  torn.  [prove 

Dum.  Ay,  marry,  there ; fome  flattery  for  this 

evil. 

Lof!g.  O,  fome  authority  how  to  proceed ; 
Some  tricks,  fome  quillets,  how  to  cheat  the  devil. 

Daw.  Some  falve  for  perjury. 

Biron.  O,  ^tis  more  than  need. 
Have  at  you  then,  AfTeftion's  men  at  arms  ; 
Conl'ider  what  you  firfl  did  fwear  unto  : 
To  faft,  to  ftudy,  and  to  fee  no  woman ; 
Flattrcafon  'gainft  the  kingly  ftate  of  youth. 
Say,  can  you  faft?  your  ftomachs  are  too  young; 
And  abftinence  ingenders  maladies. 
And  where  that  you  have  vow*d  to  ftudy,  (Lords,) 
In  that  each  of  you  hath  forfworn  his  book. 
Can  you  ftlU  dream,  and  pore,  and  thereon  look  ? 
For  when  would  you,  my  Lord,  or  you,  or  you,. 
Have  found  the  ground  of  ftudy's  excellence. 
Without' the  beauty  of  a  woman's  face  i 
Why,   univcrfal  plodding  prifons  up 
The  nimble  fpirits  in  the  arteries  ; 
As  motion  and  long-during  aftion  tries 
The  fmewy  vigour  of  the  traveller. 
Now,  for  not  looking  on  a  woman's  face,. 
You  have  in  that  forfworn  the  ufe  of  eyes;  - 

And  ftudy  too,  the  caufer  of  your  vo^. 


1 96  Love's  Labour's  loft.        Ad  iv. 

For  where  is  any  author  in  the  wor'd 

Teaches  fuch  duty  as  a  woman's  eye? 

Learning  h  but  an  adjun£l  to  ourfelf ; 

And  where  we  are,  our  le^frning  likewife  is. 

Then,  when  ourfelvcs  we  fee  in  ladies'  eyeSf 

Do  we  not  Hkewi/e  fee  our  learning  there  ! 

O,  we  have  made  a  vow  to  fiud}''.  Lords  ; 

And  in  that  vow  we  have  forfworn  our  books  : 

For  when  would  you,  my  Liege,   or  you,  or  you^ 

In  leaden  contemplation  have  found  out 

Such  fiery  numbers,  as  the  prompting  eyes 

Of  beauteous  tutors  have  enrichM  you  with  J 

Other  flow  arts  entirely  keep  the  brain  ; 

And  tlierefore  finding  barren  praftifers, 

Scarce  fhew  a  harveft  of  their  heavy  toil. 

But  love,  firft  learned  in  a  lady's  eyes. 

Lives  not  alone  immured  in  the  brain  : 

But  with  the  motion  of  ail  elements, 

Courfes  as  fv^ift  as  thought  in  every  power, 

And  gives  to  every  power  a  double  power, 

Above  their  funftions  and  their  offces. 

It  adds  a  precious  feeing  to  the  eye  : 

A  lover's  eyes  wiil  gaze  an  eagle  blind  ! 

A  lover's  car  will  hear  the  loweft  found, 

When  the  fufpicious  head  of  theft  is  ftopt. 

Love's  feeling  is  more  foft  and  fenfible,  ^ 

Than  are  the  tender  horns  of  cockled  fnalls.^ 

Love's  tongue  proves  dainty  Bacchus  grofs  in  taftc; 

For  valour,  is  not  Love  a  Hercules, 

Still  climbing  trees  in  the  Hefpcrides  ? 

Subtle  as  Sphinx;  as  fweet  and  mufcal 

As  bn;];ht  Apollo's  lute,  ftrung  with  his  hair  t 

And  when  Love  fpeaks  the  voice  of  all  the  gods, 

Mark,  heaven  drowfy  with  the  harmony! 

Never  durft  poet  touch  a  pen  to  write, 

Until  his  ink  were  temperd  with  Love's  (ighs; 

O  then  his  lines  would  ravifh  ffvage  ears, 

And  plant  in  tyrants  mild  humility.—— 

From  womens'  eyes  tliis  doftrine  I  derive  : 

Thfy 
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They  fparkle  ftlU  the  right  Promethean  fire ; 
They  are  the  books,  the  arts,  the  academiies, 
That  fliew,  contain,  and  nouri(h  all  the  world ; 
Elfe  none  at  all  in  aught  proves  excellent. 
Then  fools  you  were  thefe  women  to  forftvear  : 
Or,  keeping  what  is  fworn,  you  will  prove  fools. 
For  Wifdom's  fake,  (a  word  that  all  men  love  ;) 
Or  for  Love's  iake,  (a  word  all  women  love ;) 
Or  for  mens'  fake,  (the  author  of  thefe  women ;) 
Or  womens'  fake,  (by  whom  we  men  are  men  :) 
Let  us  once  lofe  our  oaths  to  find  ourfelves  ; 
Or  elfe  we  lofe  ourfelves  to  keep  our  oaths. 
It  is  religion  to  be  thus  forfworn, 
Foi  charity  itfelf  fulfils  the  law  : 
And  who  can  fever  love  from  charity  ? 

Kiftg.  Saint  Cupid,    then!    and,    foldiers,    to   the 
field ! 

B;V*«.  Advance  your  ftandards,    and  upon  them^ 
Lords ; 
Pell-mell,  down  with  them  ;  but  be  firft  advis'd, 
In  confli£l  that  you  get  the  fun  of  them. 

Long.  Now  to  plain-dealing,  lay  thefe  glofTes  by ; 
Shall  we  refolve  to  woo  thefe  girls  of  France  ? 

King.  And  win  them  too ;  therefore  let  us  devife 
Some  entertainment  for  them  In  their  tents. 

Biron.  Firft,  from  the  park  let  us  conduft  thcjn 
thither ; 
Then  homeward  every  man  attach  the  hand 
Of  his  fair  miftrefs  ;  in  the  afternoon 
We  will  with  feme  ftrange  paftime  folace  them. 
Such  as  the  fhortnefs  of  the  time  can  Ihape  : 
For  revels,  da»ces,  mafks,  and  merry  hours. 
Forerun  fair  love,  ftrewing  her  way  with  fiowerSs 

King.  Away,  away !   no  time  (hall  be  omitted. 
That  will  be  time,  and  m.5y  by  us  be  fitted. 

Biron.   AUons !    Allons !    fown  cockle  reapM  nc 
corn ; 

And  juftice  always  whirls  In  equal  meaflire  ; 
Light  wenches  may  prove  plagues  to  men  forfworn  ; 

Iffo;  our  copper  buys  no  better  treafure.    [Exeunt, 
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ACT        V.  SCENE       L 

The  Jtreet. 

Kfiter  Holofcrnes,  Nathaniel,  and  DulL 

Hot.  Q^Atis,  qz{odfufficit.  ^ 

»3  Kath.  1  praife  God  for  you,  Sir,  your  rca« 
fons  at  diuner  have  been  (harp  and  fententious;  plea>. 
fant  without  fcurrllity,  witty  without  affeOation,  aU" 
dacious  without  impudency,  learned  without  opinioD, 
and  ftrange  without  herefy.  I  did  converfe  this 
quojidam  day  with  a  companion  of  the  ling's,  who 
is  intitJed,  nominated,  or  called,  Don  Adrhtio  de  Ar- 
7na  io. 

HoL  Kfovi  homhicm,  tanquam  te.  His  humour  is 
lofty,  his^  dilcouvft  peremptory,  his  tongue  filed,  his 
eye  ambitious^  his  gate  majeftical,  and  his  general  be- 
haviour, vain,  ridiculous,  and  thrsfonical.  He  is  too 
piqued,  too  fpruce,  too  affe£lcd,  too  odd,  as  it  were; 
too  peregrinate,  as  I  may  call  it- 

Nath.  A  mofi:  fmgular  and  choice  epithet. 

[Draivs  out  kis  table-booh 

Hoi.  He  draweth  out  the  thread  of  his  verbofity,  fi- 
ner than  the  ftaple  of  his  argument-  I  abhor  fuch  pha- 
natical  phantafms,  fach  infociable  and  point-devifj 
companions  :  fuch  rackers  of  orthography,  as  do  fpeak 
dout  fine,  when  he  fhould  fay  doubt ;  det,  when  he 
Should  pronounce  debt;  d,  e,  b,  t;  not  d,  e,  t:he 
clepeth  a  calf,  cauf ;  half,  hauf ;  neighbour  -vocatur 
nebour ;  neigh  abbreviated  ne.  This  is  abominable, 
which  we  would  call  abhominable  :  it  infinuateth  me 
of  infanity :  Nc  intelligis,  Dcmins,  to  make  frantic, 
lunatic  ? 

Nath.  Laus  Deo,-  bone,  hiteUigo. 

Hoi.    BoneP-^ lone,    for  hene ;   Prifcian  a  little 

fcratchM ;  'twill  fcrve. 

SCENE      II.         Ente}-  Armado,    Moth,   end 
Coftard. 

N.ath.  Videfne  quh  vcnh? 

HoJ.  Video f  &paudie. 
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^rm.  Chlrra. 

Hoi.  Quare  cKwtdi,  notfirrah? 

^rm.  Men  of  peace,  well  encounter'd. 

Hoi  Mofl  military  Sir,  falutation. 

Moth.  They  have  been  at  a  great  feaft  of  language?^ 
and  ftole  the  fcraps. 

Coft.  O,  they  have  livM  long  on  the  alms-bafket  of 
words.  I  marvel  thy  mafter  hath  not  eaten  thee  for  a 
word ;  for  thou  art  not  fo  long  by  the  head  as  hotiori- 
fcabllitudimtatibus :  thou  art  cafier  fwaliowM  than  a 
flap-dragon. 

Moth.  Peace,  the  peal  begins. 

Arm.  Monfieur,  are  you  not  letterM? 

Moth.  Yes,  yes,  he  teaches  boys  the  horn-book  ; 
What  is  A  B  fpelt  backward  with  a  horn  on  his  head  ? 

H<7/.  Ba,  pueritia,  with  a  horn  added. 

Moth.  Ba,  moft  filly  (heep,  with  a  horn.  You 
hear  his  learning. 

Bol  Qids,  quis,  thou  confonant  ? 

Moth.  The  third  of  the  five  vowels,  if  you  repeat 
them ;  or  the  fifth,  if  I. 

Ho/.  I  will  repeat  them,  a,  e,  I.-- 

Moth.  The  fheep ;   the  other  two  concludes  it,  o,  vu 

^fn.  Now,  by  the  fait  wave  of  the  Mediterraneum, 
a  (\\'eet  touch,  a  quick  vcnew  of  wit;  fnip,  fnap, 
quick  and  home  ;  it  rejoiceth  my  intelletl ;   true  wit. 

Moth.  Oifer'd  by  a  child  to  an  old  man  :  which  is 
wit-old. 

Hoi.  What  is  the  figure  ? 

Moth.  Horns. 

H(?/.  Thou  diiputeft  like  an  infant;  go,  whip  thy 

mi- 

Moth.  Lend  me  your  horn  to  make  one,  and  I  will 
whip  about  your  infamy  clrcum  circa  ^  a  gigg  of  a  cuc- 
kold's horn.  '. 

Coft.  An'  I  had  but  one  penny  in  the  v/orld,  thou 
fhouldft  have  it  to  buy  ginger-bread;  hold,  there  is  the 
very  remuneration  I  had  of  thy  mafler,  thou  halfpen- 
»y  purfe  of  wit;  thou  pidgcon-cgg  of  difcretlon.    O, 

that.: 
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that  the  heavens  were  fo  pleafed,  that  thou  wert  but  my 
baftard  !  what  a  joyful  father  would'ft  thou  make  me* 
go  to,  thou  haft  it  ad  dunghill;  at  the  finger's  ends, 
as  they  (ay, 

Hi?/.  O,  I  fmell  falfe  Latin,  dunghiU  for   unguem. 

Arm.  Arts-man,  prxai^zbula  ;  we  will  be  fingied  from 
the  barbarous.  Do  you  not  educate  youth  at  the  charge- 
houfe  on  the  top  of  the  mountain  \ 

ihl  Or  mons  the  hill. 

Arin.  At  your  fweet  pleafure,  for  the  mountain; 

Ho/.  I  d.o,fans  quifilon. 

Arm.  Sir,  it  is  the  King's  moft  f\veet  pleafure  and 
affeftion,  to  congratulate  the  Princefs  at  her  pavilion, 
in  the  pojieriors  of  this  day,  which  the  rude  multitude 
call  the  afternoon. 

Hoi.  The pojrer/or  of  the  ddy,  moft  generous  Sir,  is 
liable,  congruent,  and  mesfurable  for  the  afternoon:" 
the  word  is  well  culPd,  choice,  fweet,  and  apt,  I  do 
aflure  you.  Sir,  1  do  afiure. 

Arm.  Sir,  the  King  is  a  noble  gentleman,  and  my 
familiar ;  I  do  aftiire  you,  my  very  good  friend ;  for 

what  is  inward  between  us,  let  it  pafs 1  do  beleech 

thee,  remember  thy  curtefy 1  befeech  thee,  appa- 
rel thy  head; and  among  other  importunate  and 

moft  ferious  defigns,  and  of  great  import  indeed  too 
•—but  let  that  pafs  : — for  I  muft  tell  thee,  it  will  pleafe 
his  Grace  (by  the  world)  fometime  to  lean  upon  my 
poor  fliouider,  and  with  his  royal  finger  thus  dally  wioJ 
my  excrement,  with  my  muftachio ,  but,  fw'eet  heart, 
let  that  pafs.  By  the  world,  I  recount  no  fable;  fome 
certain  ifcecla'  honours  it  pleafeth  his  Greatnefs  to  im- 
part to  Arniado,  a  foidier,  a  man  of  travel,  that  hath 
feen  the  world;  but  let  that  pafs — the  very  all  of  ail 
is — but,  f^\-eet  he^.rt,  I  do  implore  fecrecy — that  the 
King  would  have  me  prefent  die  Princefs  (fvi-eet  thuck) 
with  fome  delightful  oftentation,  or  fhcw,  or  pageant 
©r  antic,  or  fire-work.  Now,  underftanding  that  the 
curate  and  your  fweet  felf  are  good  at  fuch  eruptions, 
and  fudden  breaking  out  of  mirth^  (as  it  were),  I  have 

ac^uaintcol 


sir,  you  fliall  prefent  before  her  the  nine  v/or* 
Sir,  as  concerning  feme  entertainrpentof  time. 
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acquainted  you  withal,  to  the  end  to  crave  your  aflift- 

ance. 

Bol. 
thies. 

fome  fhow  in  the  pojierior  of  this  day,  to  be  rendered 
by  our  affiflants  at  the  King's  command,  and  this  moft 
gallant,  illnftrate,  and  learned  Gentleman,  before  the 
Princefs  :  I  fay,  none  fo  fit  as  to  prefent  the  nine  wor- 
thies. 

Niith.  Where  will  j'^ou  find  men  worthy  enough  to 
prefent  them  ? 

Eol.  Jofhua,  yourfelf ;  this  gallant  man,  Judas  Mac- 
cabeus; this  (wain  (becaufe  of  his  great  limb  or  joint) 
fliall  pafs  Pom pey  the  great;  and  the  page,  Hercules. 

^rm.  Pardon,  Sir,  error  :  he  is  not  quantity  enough 
for  that  worthy's  thumb  ;  he  is  net  fo  big  as  the  enci 
of  his  club. 

Eol.  Shall  I  have  audience  ?  he  fhall  prefent  Her- 
cules in  minority  ;  his  jLv.ter  and  K'^it  (hall  be  Wran- 
gling a  fnake ;  and  I  will  have  an  apology  for  that  pur- 
pofe. 

Moths  An' excellent  de%-ice  :  for  if  any  of  the  audi- 
ence hifs,  you  may  cry  ;  "  Well  done,  Hercules^  now 
"  thou  crufhefi:  the  fnake  ;"  that  is  the  way  to  make 
an  offence  gracious,  tho'  few  have  the  grace  to  do  it. 

Ann.  For  the  reft  of  the  worthies, 

Eol.  I  will  play  three  myfelf. 

Moth.  Thrice-worthy  gentleman ! 

Arm,  Shall  I  tell  you  a  thing  ? 

"Eel.  We  attend. 

Arm,  We  will  have,  if  this  fadge  no^  an  antic.  I 
befetch  you,  follow. 

Eol,  Vial  good  man  Dull,  thou  haft  fpoken  no  word 
all  this  while. 

Hull.  Nor  underftood  none  neither.  Sir. 

Eol.  Allans  ;  we  will  employ  thee. 

Dull.  I'll  make  one  in  a  dance,  or  fo  :  or  I  will  play 
on  the  tabor  to  the  worthies,  and  let  them  dance  the 
hay. 
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Hoi.  Moft  dull,  honeft,  Dull,  to  our  fport  away. 

SCENE     ni.     Before  the  Frlnccf^s  fcilioT 
Efiter  Princefs  on  I  La  Ues. 

Trln.  Sweet  hearts,  we  iliali  be  rich  ere  we  depart, 
If  fairings  come  thus  plentifully  in. 

A  lady  wallM  about  with  diamonds  ! 

Look  you,  what  I  have  from  the  loving  King. 

Rcf.  Madam,  came  nothing  elfe  along  with  that ^ 

Pr'in.  Nothing  but  this?  yes,  as  muciriove  in  rhimc, 
As  would  be  cramm'd  up  in  a  fheet  of  paper, 
Writ  on  both  fides  the  leaf,  margent  and  all; 
That  he  was  fain  to  feal  on  Cupid's  name. 

Rof.  That  vyas  the  way  to  make  his  godhead  wax, 
For  he  hath  been  five  thoufand  years  a  boy. 

C.ith.  A)'-,  and  a  flirewd  unhappy  gallows  too. 

Kof.  You'll  ne'er  be  friends  with  him ;  he  kiil'dyour 
fifter. 

Cath.  He  made  her  melancholy,  fad  and  heavy. 
And  io  Ihe  died ;   had  ihe  been  light,  like  you, 
Of  fuch  a  merry,  nimble,  ftirring  Ipirit. 
She  might  have  been  a  grandam  ere  file  dy'd. 
And  fo  may  you  ;  for  a  light  heart  lives  long. 

Kof.  ^Vhat's  your  dark  meaning,  moufe,  of  this  light 
word  ? 

Cath.  A  light  condition,  in  a  beauty  dark. 

Rof.  We  need  more  light  to  f  nd  your  meaning  out. 

Cath.  You'll  mar  the  light,  by  taking  it  in  fnuff: 
Therefore  I'll  darkly  end  the  argurr.ent. 

Rof.  Look,  what  you  do  ;  and  do  it  ftill  i'  th'  dark. 

Cath.  So  do  not  you,  for  you  are  a  light  wench. 

Rof  Indeed,  I  weigh  not  you ;  and  therefore  light 

Cath.  You  weigh  me  not ;  O,  that%  you  care  not 
for  me. 

'R.of.  Great  reafon  ;  for  pafl:  cure  Is  flill  paftcarc 

Vrin.  Well  bandied  both  ;  a  fet  of  wit  well  play'^ 
But,  Rofaline,  you  have  a  favour  too. 
Who  fent  it  ?  and  what  is  it  J 

Rof  I  would  you  knew. 

And  if  my  face  were  but  as  fair  as  your's, 

My 


Sc,  3.  Love's  Labour's  lofl.  203 

My  favour  were  as  great;  be  witnefs  this. 

Nay,  I  have  verfes  too,  I  thank  Biron. 

The  numbers  true,  and  were  the  numb'ring  toO| 

I  were  the  faircft  goddefs  on  the  ground. 

I  im  compared  to  twenty  thoufand  fairs. 

0,  he  hath  drawn  my  picCture  in  his  letter. 

Prin.  Any  thing  like  ? 

Rof.  Much  in  the  letters,  nothing  in  the  praife. 

Prifi-  Beauteous  as  ink ;  a  good  conclufion.  , 

Cath.  Fair  as  a  text  B  in  a  copy-book. 

Rof.  Ware  pencils  *.     How  I  let  me  not  die  youif 
debter, 
My  red  dominical,  my  golden  letten 
0,  that  your  face  were  not  fo  full  of  Oes  ! 

Cith.  Pox  of  that  jeft,  and  I  hefhrew  all  Ihrex^-s. 

Priu.  But  what  was  fent  to  you  from  fair  Dumain? 

Cath.  Madam,  this  glove. 

prin.  Did  he  not  fend  you  twain  ? 

Cath»  Yes,  Madam;   and  moreover. 
Some  thoufand  verfes  of  a  faithflil  lover. 
A  huge  tranflation  of  hypocrify, 
Vildly  compiPd,  profound  fimplicity. 

Mar.  This,  and  thefe  pearls,  to  me  fent  Longavllle ; 
The  letter  is  too  long  by  half  a  mile. 

Prif!.  I  think  no  lefs ;  dofl  thou  not  wifh  in  heart. 
The  chain  were  longer,   and  the  letter  Ihort  ? 

Mar.  Ay,  or  I  would  thefe  hands  might  never  part. 

Prin.  We  are  wife  girls,  to  mock  our  lovers  for't. 

Rof.  They  are  worfe  fools  to  purchafe  mocking  fo. 
That  fame  Birpn  1^11  torture  ere  I  go. 
0,  that  I  know  he  were  but  in  by  th'  week  1 
How  I  would  make  him  fawn,  and  beg,  and  feekj 
And  wait  the  feafon,  and  obfcr%-e  the  times, 
Andfpend  his  prodigal  wits  in  bootlefs  rhimes. 
And  Ihapc  his  fervice  all  to  my  behefts. 
And  make  him  proud  to  make  m^e  proud  with  jells  ; 

So 

*  Mcafi'ing  to  check  Catharine  for  hr^^ainfmg,  pen- 
cil be  in^  a  faititing-briijh^ 
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So  portent-like  *  would  I  o'er-flvay  his  ftatc. 
That  he  (hou!d  be  my  fool,  and  I  his  fate  f. 

Frith  None  are  Co  furely  caught,  when  they  are 
catch'd. 
As  wit  turnM  fool ;   foil}'-,  in  wifdom  hatched. 
Hath  wifdom's  warrant,  and  the  help  of  fchool; 
And  wit's  own  grace  to  grace  a  learned  fool. 

Rof.  The  blood  of  youth  burns  not  In  luch  exc«/^ 
As  gravity's  revolt  to  wantonnefs. 

Mar.  Folly  in  fools  bears  not  fo  ftrong  a  note, 
As  fool'ry  in  the  wife,  when, wit  doth  doat : 
Since  all  the  power  thereof  it  doth  apply. 
To  prove,  by  wit,  worth  in  firaplicity. 

SCENE     IV.      Enter  Boyet. 

Prin.  Here  conies  Boyet,  and  mirth  is  in  his  face. 

Bo]et.  O,  I  am  ftabb'd  with  laughter  j  where's  her 
Grace  i 

Prin.  Thy  news,  Boyet  ? 

Boyet.  Prepare,  Madam,  prepare. 
Arm,  wenches,  arm  ;  encounters  mounted  are 
Agalnft  your  peace  ;   love  doth  approach  difguis'd, 
Armed  in  arguments  ;  you'll  be  furprisM. 
Muftcr  your  wits,  ftand  in  your  own  defence. 
Or  hide  your  heads  like  cowards,  ^nd  fly  hence. 

Prhj.  Saint  Dennis,  to  Saint  Cupid  !  what  are  they 
That  charge  their  breath  againft  us  ?  fay,  (cout,  fay. 

Boy  ft.  Lender  the  cool  fhade  of  a  fycamcre, 
1  thought  to  clofe  mine  eyes  fbme  half  an  hour; 
When,  lo  !  to  interrupt  my  purposed  refl-. 
Toward  that  fhade,  I  might  behold,  addreft 
The  King  and  his  companions  ;  warily 
I  ftole  Into  a  neighbour  thicket  by. 
And  overheard  what  you  (hall  overhear; 
That,  by  and  by,  difguis'd  they  will  be  here. 
Their  herald  is  a  pretty  knavifh  page, 
That  well  by  heart  hath  conn'd  his  embafTage. 

*  Portents  have  been  always  looked  upon  not  Only  as 
fne  tokens  and  fignals,  but  the  inftromcnts  alfo  tj 
defliny. 

t  See  the  note  vol.  i.  p.  20 r. 
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A£^ion  and  accent  did  they  teach  him  there  ; 

Thus  muft  thou  fpcak,  and  thus  thy  body  bear; 

And, ever  and  anon  they  tnade  a  doubt> 

Prefence  majefticai  would  put  him  out : 

For,  quoth  the  King,  an  angel  (halt  thou  fee ; 

Yet  fear  not  thou,  but  Ipeak  audacioufly. 

The  boy  rcply'd,  An  angel  is  not  evil ; 

I  (hould  have  fear'd  her,  had  fhe  been  a  devil.—— 

With  that  all  laugh'd,  and  clappM  him  on  the  rhoulder. 

Making  the  bold  wag  by  their  pralfes  bolder. 

One  rubb'd  his  elbow  thus,  and  fieer'd,  and  ilvore, 

A  better  fpeech  was  never  (poke  before. 

Another  with  his  finger  and  his  thumb, 

Cry'd,  Vial  we  will  do't,  come  what  will  come. 

The  third  he  caper'd,  and  cry'd.  All  goes  well. 

Tht  fourth  turn'd  on  the  toe,  and  down  he  fell. 

With  that  they  all  did  tumble  on  the  ground. 

With  fuch  a  zealous  laughter,  fo  profound. 

That  in  this  fpleen  ridiculous  appears, 

To  check  their  folly,  palTion's  folemn  tears.  • 

Prhi.  But  what,  but  what,  come  they  to  vlfif  us  ? 

Boyet,  They  do,  they  do  ;  and  are  apparell'd  thus. 
Like  Mufcovites,  or  Ruffians,  as  I  guefs. 
Their  purpofe  is  to  parley,  court,  and  dance ; 
And  every  one  his  love-feat  will  advance 
Unto  his  fev'ral  niiftrefs  ;  which  thcy^U  know. 
By  favours  fev'ral,  which  they  did  beftow. 

Pr};2.  And  will  they  fo  ^   the  gallants  (hall  be  tafli'd; 
for,  Ladies,  we  will  every  one  be  malk'd  : 
And  riot  a  man  of  them  (hall  have  the  gi-ace, 
Defpight  of  fult,  to  fee  a  lady's  face. 
Hold,  Rofaline ;  this  favour  thou  (halt  wear, 
And  then  the  King  will  court  thee  for  his  dear; 
Hold,  take  you  this,  my  fweet,  and  give  me  thine  ; 
So  (hall  Biron  take  me  for  Rofaline, 
And  change  your  favours  too  ;  fo  (hall  your  loves 
Woo  contrary,  deceived  by  thefe  removes. 

RoJ.  Come  on  then,  wear  the  favours  moft  in  fight. 

Ciith.  But  in  this  changing,  what  is  your  intent? 

Pz-Zw.  Th'  elfedl  of  my  intent  is  to  crofs  theirs;    . 
They  do  it  but  in  mocking  merriment, 

'  VoL.n.  S  And 
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And  mock  for  mock  is  oniy  my  intent.  '■ 

Their  feveral  councils  they  nnbofom  fliall 
To  loves  miftook,  and  fo  be  mock'd  withal, 
Upon  the  next  occafion  that  we  meet, 
With  vifages  dilplay'd,  to  talk  and  greet. 

Rof.  But  fhall  we  dance,  if  they  defire  us  to't? 

Prin.  No  ;  to  the  death,  we  will  not  move  a  foot; 
Nor  to  their  penn'd  fpeech  render  we  no  grace : 
JBut  while  Yis  (poke,  each  turn  away  her  face. 

Bo^et.  Why,  that  contempt  will  kill  the  (peaker's 
heart. 
And  quite  divorce  his  memory  from  his  part. 

Prhi.  Therefore  I  do  it ;  and  I  make  no  doubt, 
The  reft  will  ne'er  come  in,  if  he  be  out. 
There's  no  flich  fport,  as  {port  by  fport  o'erthrown, 
To  make  theirs  ours,  and  ours  none  but  our  own; 
Fo  fhall  we  ftay,  mocking  intended  game ; 
,And  they,  well  mockM,  depart  away  with  ihame. 

[Soufd 

Boyet.  The  tnsmpet  founds ;  be  malk'd,  the  malkeis 
come. 

S    C    E    N    E      V. 
"Enter  the  "King,  Biron,  Longaville,  Dumain,  ani at- 
tendants, (Jifgztis'd  like  Mufcovites  ;  Moth  nvith  nm^ 

Jic,  as  for  a  mafquerade. 

Moth.  All  hail,  the  richefi  beauties  on  the  earth! 

Bojef.  Beauties  no  richer  than  rich  taffata. 

Moth.  A  holy  parcel  of  the  faireji  dames, 
That  cvcrturrM  their  backs  to  mortal  "vi civs. 

[The  ladies  turn  their  backs  to  him. 

"Biron.  Their  eyes,  villain,  their  eyes. 

Moth.   That  e-ver  tur?i*d  their  eyes  to  mortal  vieU 
Out 

Biron.  True;  out,  indeed. 

Moth.  Out  of  your  favours,  heavenly  fpirits,  vouchfijt 
Not  t»  behold. 

Biron.  Once  to  behold,  rogue. 

Moth.  Once  to  behold  ivith  your  fun-beamed  eyes^^ 
With  your  fzm  beamed  eyes-     •  - 

Boyet.  They  will  not  arf\ver  to  that  epithet; 
¥ou  were  bcft  call  it  daughter-beamed  eyes. 
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Moth.  They  do  not  mark  me,  and  that  brings  me 

out. 
■  "Biron.  Is   this   your  perfeftnefs?    be  gone,    you 
rogue. 
Kof.  What  would  thefe  ftrangers  \  know  their  minds, 
Boyet. 
If  they  do  fpeak  our  language,  'ti-s  our  will 
That  Ibme  plain  man  recount  tlieir  purpofes. 
Know  what  they  would. 
Bojet.  What  would  you  with  the  Princefs  ? 
£/>(?/;."  Nothing,  but  peace  and  gentle  vifitation. 
Rof.  What  would  they,  fay  they? 
Bojet.  Nothing,  but  peace  and  gentle  vifitation. 
Rof.  Why,   that  they  have;    and  bid  them  fo  be- 


'lone 

O 


"Bojet.  She  fays,  you  have  it ;  and  you  may  be  gone 

¥Jng'  Say  to  her,  we  have  meafur'd  many  miles, 
To  tread  a  mcafure  with  her  on  the  grafs. 

Bo^et.  They  fay,  that  they  have  meafur'd  many  a- 
mile, 
To  tread  a  meafurewith  you  on  this  graft. 

Rof,  It  is  not  fo.     Afk  them,  how  many  inches 
Is  in  one  mile  :  if  they  have  meaflir'd  many. 
The  meafure  then  of  one  is  cafily  told. 

Bo'jet.  If  to  come  hither  you  have  meafur'd  milea^. 
And  many  miles ;  the  Princefs  bids  you  tell. 
How  many  inches  doth  fill  up  one  mile  ? 

Bit  on.  Tell  her,  we  meafure  them  by  weary  ftjps. 

Boyt.  She  hears  herfelf. 

Roy.  How  many  weary  fteps 
Of  many  weary  miles  you  have  o'ergone. 
Are  numbered  in  the  travel  of  one  mile  ? 

Biron.  We  number  nothing  that  we  Ipend  for  you  ;^ 
Our  duty  is  fo  rich,  fo  infinite, 
That  we  may  do  it  ftill  without  accompt. 
Vouchfafe  to  (hew  the  funfliine  of  your  face. 
That  we  (like  lavages)  may  worlhip  it. 

Rof  My  face  is  but  a  moon,  and  clouded  too. 

King.  BlefTed  are  clouds,  to  do  as  fuch  clouds  do. 
Vouchfafe,  bright  moon,  and  thefe  thy  ftars,  to  fliine 
(Thofc  clouds  fcmovM)  upon  our  watery  eyne. 

S  2  M". 
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Kof.  O  vain  petitioner;  beg  a  greater  matter; 

Thou  now  re^uefl'fl  but  moonfhine  in  the  water. 
King.Thcn  in  our  meafurevouchfafe  but  one  change- 

Thou  b.d'ft  me  beg,  this  begging  is  not  flrange.         ' 

^  Rof.  Play,  mufic,  then ;  nay,  you  muft  do  it  foon. 

Isot  yet     no  dance  ?  thus  change  I,  hke  the  moon. 
King.  Will  you  not  dance  ?    how  come  you  thus  e- 
ftrang'd  ? 

Kof.  You  took  the  moon  at  full,    but  now  Ihe's 

chang'd. 
Kitig.  Yet  ftill  {he  is  the  moon,  and  I  the  man. 
The  mufic  plays,  vouchfafe  fome  motion  to  it. 
Rof.  Our  ears  vouchfafe  it. 
King.  But  your  legs  Ihould  do  it. 
Rof.  Since  you  are  Grangers,    and  come  here  by 

chance. 
We'll  not  be  rice ;  take  hands  ;--ue  will  not  dance. 
King,  Why  take  you  hands  then  ! 
Rof.  Only  to  part  friends; 
CurtTie,  fweet  hearts,  and  fo  the  meafure  ends. 
King.  More  meaftire  of  this  meafure  ;  be  not  nice. 
Rof.  We  can  afford  no  piore  at  fuch  a  price. 
King.  Prize  yourfeives  then  ;  what  buys  your  com- 
pany ? 
Rof.  Your  abfence  only. 
Kiftg.  That  can  never  be. 

Rof  Then  cannot  we  be  bought ;  and  fo  adieu  ; 
Twice  to  your  vifor,  and  half  once  to  you. 

King.  If  you  deny  to  dance,  let's  hold  more  chat. 

Rof.  In  private  then. 

King.  I  am  beft  pleased  with  that. 

Biron.  White-handed  miflrefs,  one  /w'eet  word  with 

thee. 
Prin.  Honey,  and  milk,  and  fugr.r,  there  is  three. 
Biron.  Nay  then,  two  treys ;    and  if  you  grow  fo 
nice, 

Mtfhegline,  wort  and mahnfey; welJ  ran,  dice: 

There's  half  a  dozi^n  fvvtets. 

Prin.  Seventh  fwcet,  adieu  ; 
Since  you  can  cog,  I'll  play  no  more  with  vo«. 
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Biroti.  One  word  in  fecret. 

Priu.  Let  it  not  be  (weet. 

Biron.  Thou  grie/ft  my  gall. 

Prin.  Gall?   bitter 

Biron.  Therefore  meet. 

Durfu  Will  you  vouchfafe  with  me  to  change  % 
word? 

Mar.  Name  it. 

Dum.  Fair  Lady,' 

Mar.  Say  you  fo  ^  fair  Lord  : 
Take  that  for  your  fair  Lady. 

Dum.  Pleafe  it  you ; 
As  much  in  private,  and  Fll  bid  adieu, 
t  Cith.  What,  was  your  vifor  made  without  a  tongue? 

Long.  I  know  the  reafon,  Lady,  why  you  afk. 

Cath.  O,  for  your  reafon  !  quickly.  Sir ;  1  long. 

Long.  You  have  a  double  tongue  within  your  maflc. 
And  would  afford  my  fpeechlefs  vifor  half. 

Catb.  Veal,  quoth  the  Dutch-man;  is  not  veal  z 
calf? 

Lovg.  A  calf>  fair  Lady  ? 

Cath,  No,  a  fair  Lord  calFi 

Long.  Let's  part  the  word^ 

Cath.  No,  VW.  not  be  your  half; 
Take  all,  and  wean  it ;  it  may  prove  an  ox. 

Long.  Look,  how  you  butt  yourfelf  in  thefe  fliarp 
mocks  ? 
Will  you  give  horns,  chafte  Lady  ?  do  not  Co. 

Cath.  Then  die  a  calf,  before  your  horns  do  grow. 

Long.  One  word  In  private  with  you,  ere  I  die. 

Cath.  Bleat  foftly  then,  the  butcher  hears  you  cry. 

"Bojet.  The  tongues  of  mocking  wenches  are  as  keen 
As  is  the  razor's  edge,  invincible. 

Cutting  a  fmaller  hair  than  may  be  feen  : 
Above  the  fenfe  of  fcnf;blc,  fo  fenfible 
Seemeth[  their  conference,  their  conceits  have  wings; 
Fleeter  than  arrows,   bullets,  wind,  thought,  fwifter 
things. 

Rof.  Not  one  word  more,  my  maids ;    break  off, 
break  off. 

S3  "Biron, 
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Biro72.  By  heav'n,  all  dry-beaten  with  pure  feoff— 

Kfng.   Farevvel,    mad  wenches ;    you  have  fimple 
wits.  [^ExeurdKmgandhoi^, 

S  C  E  N  Er    VI. 

Pa/';?.  Twenty  adieus,  my  frozen  Mufcovites. 
Ateahefe  the  breed  of  wits  fo  wonder'd  at? 

Bo)et.  Tapers  they  are  with  your  Iwxet  breaths  puft 
out. 

Rof.  "Weli-liking  wits  they  have;  grofs,  grofs ;  hx, 
fat. 

Prin.  0  poverty  iu  wit,  kingly  poor  flout ! 
"Vv^ill  they  not  (think  you)  hang  themfelves  to-night! 

Or  ever,  but  in  vizors,  (hew  their  faces  ? 
This  pert  Biron  wa&  out  of  countenance  quite. 

Rof.  O  !  they  were  all  in  lamentable  cafes. 
The  king  was  weeping-ripe  for  a  good  word. 

Prin*  Biron  did  fwear  himfelf  out  of  all  fuit.' 

Mar.  Dumain  was  at  my  fervice,  and  his  fworA; 
No;  pcint,  quoth  I ;  my  fervant  flraight  was  mute. 

Cath.  Lord  Longavilie  faid  I  carne  o'er  his  heart, 
And  trow  you  what  he  called  me  I 

Prin.  Qualm,  perhaps. 

Cath.  Yes,   in  good  faith. 

Prifi.  Go,  f  cknefs  as  thou  art  ?' 

Rof.  Well,  better  wits  have  worn  plain  ftatute-cap9» 
But  will  you  hear  ?  the  king  is  my  love  flvorn.  I 

Prin.  And  quick  Biron  hath  plighted  faith  to  mc.     J 

Cath.  And  Longavilie  was  for  my  fervice  born.        " 

iS^ar.  Dumain  is  mine,  as  fure  as  bark  on  tree. 

Bojet.  Madam,  and  pretty  mifhelles,  give  ear:. 
Immediately  they  will  again  be  here 
In  their  own  (hapes  ;  for  it  can  never  be 
They  will  digeft  this  harlh  indignity. 

Pri77.  Will  they  return? 

Bo^et.  They  will,  they  will,  God  knows ; 
And  leap   for  joy,  though  they  are  lame  with  blows.' 
Therefore  change  favours;  and,  when  they  repair, 

Blow  like  fwcct  rofcs  in  this  fummct-air. 

fftfk 
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Prin.  How,  blow?  how,  blow  J  fpeak  to  be  undei- 

ftood. 
3o]£t.  Fair  ladles  mafkM,  are  rofcs  in  the  bud, 
Or  angels  vcil'd  in  clouds  :  are  rofcs  blown, 
Difinalk'd,  their  damafk  Iweet  commixture  iliewn. 

Prin.  Avaunt,  perplexity  !  what  (hall  we  do 
If  they  return  in  their  own  Ihapes  to  woo  ? 

Kof.  Good  Madam,  if  by  me  you'll  be  advls'd, 
Lef s  mock  them  ftil),  as  well  known,  as  difguis'Jj 
Let  us  complain  to  them  what  fools  were  here, 
DifguisM,  like  Mufcovites,  in  *  ihapelefs  gear ; 
And  wonder  what  they  were,  and  to  what  end 
Their  Ihallow  {hows,  and  prologue  vildly  pennM, 
And  their  rough  carriage  fo  ridiculous. 
Should  be  prefented  at  our  tent  to  us. 
Bojet.  Ladies,  withdraw,  the  gallants  are  at  hand. 
Frin.  Whip  to  our  tents,  as  roes  run  o'er  the  land, 

\Exeuntr 
SCENE  vn.     Before  the  PriTicefs's  pavilion. 
Enter  the  Kir>g,  Biron,  Longa\ille,   and  Dx\m3.in,  in 
their  oivn  habits  ;  Boyet  meeting  tJum. 
-King.  Fair  Sir,  God  fave  you!  Where's  the  Prin^ 

cefs? 
'Bo'^et.  Gone  to  her  tent.- 
Plcafe  it  your  Majefty,  command  me  any   fervlce  to 
her? 
K/w^.That  {he  vouchfafe  me  audience  for  one  word. 
Bout.  I  will ;  and  fo  will  (he,  I  know,  my  Lord. 

\Exit, 

Biron.  This  fellow  picks  up  wit,  as  pidgeons  peas  ; 
And  utters  it  again,  when  Jove  doth  pleafe  ; 
He  is  wit's  pedlar,  and  retails  his  wares 
At  wakes  and  walTals,  meetings,  markets,  fairs: 
And  we  that  fell  by  grofs,  the  Lord  doth  know. 
Have  not  the  grace  lo  grace  it  with  fuch  {how. 
This  gallant  pins  the  werches  on  his  fleeve; 
Had  he  been  Adam,  he  had  tempted  Eye. 
lie  can  carve  too,  and  liip:  ^^hy,  this  is  hs< 

*  'Bor  uncouth*. 

Thaft^ 
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That  kifs'd  away  his  hand  in  courtefy  ; 
This  is  the  ape  of  form,   Monfieur  the  nice. 
That,  when  he  plays  at  tables,  chides  the  dice 
In  honourable  terms  :  nay,  he  can  fing 
A  mean  moft  mainly  ;  and,  in  ufhering. 
Mend  him  who  can ;  the  ladies  call  him  fweet; 
The  ftairs,  as  he  treads  on  them,  kifs  his  feet. 
This  is  the  flower  that  fmiles  on  every  one, 
To  ftiew  his  teeth  as  white  as  whale  his  bone.— <■ 
And  confciences  that  will  not  die  in  debt. 
Pay  him  the  due  of  hone3'^-tongu'd  Boyet. 

King.  A  blifter  on  his  fweet  tongue  with  my  heart, 
That  put  Armado's  page  out  of  his  part  1 
SCENE         VIII. 
Enter  the  Princefsy  Rofaline,  Maria,  Catharine,  Boyct, 
and  attendants. 
Biron.  See  where  it  comes  ;  behaviour,  what  wert 
thou, 
Till  this  man  (hew'd  thee  ?  and  what  art  thou  now  I 
King.  All  hail,  fweet  Madam,    aud  fair  time  ol 
day  ! 
Prin.  Fair  in  all  hail  is  foul,  as  I  conceive. 
King.  Conftrue  my  fpeeches  better,  if  you  may. 
Prin-  Then  wi(h  me   better,  I  will  give  yoa 
leave. 
King.  We  come  to  vifit  you,  and  purpofe  now 
To  lead  you  to  our  court :  vouchlafe  it  then. 
Prin.  This  field  (hall  hold  me,  and  fo  hold  your 
vow  : 
Nor  God,  nor  I,  delight  in  perjur'djmen. 
King.  Rebuke  me  not  for  tliat  which  you  provoke; 

The  virtue  of  your  eye  muft  break  my  oath. 
Prin.  You  nick-name  virtue  ;  vice  you  Ihould  haV6 
fpoke: 
For  virtue's  office  never  breaks  mens'  troth. 
Now,  by  nay  maiden  honour,  yet  as  pure 

As  the  unfully'd  lily,  I  proteft, 
A  world  of  torments  though  I  fhould  endure, 

I  would  not  yield  to  be  your  houfe's  gueft : 
So  much  I  hate  a  breaking  caufe  to  be 
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Of  heavenly  oaths,  vowM  with  Integrity. 

King-  O,  you  have  UvM  in  deiblatlon  here, 
Unfeen,  unvifited,  much  to  our  fhair.e. 

P/7«.  Not  Co,  my  Lord ;  it  is  not  Co,  I  fvvear ; 
"Wc  have  had  paflimcs  here,  and  plcafwit  game. 
Amefs  of  Ruflians  left  us  but  of  late. 

K/«f.  How,  Madam  ?  Ruffians  ? 

Prin.  Ay,  in  truth,  my  Lord; 
Trim  gallants,  full  of  courtfliip,  and  of  ftatc. 

toj.  Madam,  fpeak  true-     It  is  not  fo,  my  Lord : 
My  Lady  (to  the  manner  of  the  days) 
Incourtefy  gives  undeferving  praife.  * 

Wc  four  indeed,  confronted  were  with  four 
InRuflian  habit:  here  they  ftaid  an  hour. 
And  talk'd  apace  ;  and  in  that  hour,  my  Lord, 
They  did  not  blefs  us  with  one  happy  word. 
I  dare  not  call  them  fools ;  but  this  I  think, 
When  they  are  thirfty,  fools  would  fain  have  drink. 

hhon.  This  jefl  is  dry  to  me.     Fair,  gentle,  fwect^ 
Your  wit  makes  wife  things  foolifli ;  when  we  greet 
With  eyes  beft  feeing  heaven's  fiery  eye, 
By  light  we  lofe  light ;  your  capacity 
U  of  that  nature,  as  to  5'^our  huge  (lore 
Wife  things  feem     foolifti,  and  rich  things  but  poor. 

B.o}.  This  proves  you  wife  and  rich;    for  in  my 
eye 

Hiron,  I  am  a  fool,  and  full  of  poverty. 

Ro/.  But  that  you  take  what  doth  to  you  belong, 
It  were  a  fault  to  fnatch  wordi  from  ny  tongue. 

Biron.  O,  I  am  your's,  and  all  that  I  poffefs. 

M'  AH  the  fool  mine? 

Biron.  I  cannot  give  you  lefs. 

Mj.  Which  of  the  vizors  was  it  that  yon  wore  ? 

Biron.  Where?  when?    what  vizor?  why  demand 
you  this  ? 
TL       T^^*"^'  then,  that  vizor,  that  fiiperfucus  cafe. 
That  hid  the  worfe,   and  (hew'd  the  better  face. 

}i4tig.  We  are  defcried ;  tliey'il  mock  us  now  dowH- 
right. 

Ihm-  Let  us  confefs,  and  turn  it  to  a  jeft. 
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Prin,  Amaz'd,  my  Lord?   why  looks  your  High- 

nefs  fad? 
Rof.  Help,  hold  his  brows,  hell  fwoon:  why  look 
you  pale  I 
Sea-fick,  I  think,  coming  from  Mufcovy. 

Biron.  Thus  pour  the  fl^ars  down  plagues  for  perjurv', 
Can  any  face  of  brafs  hold  longer  out? 
Here  (land  I,  Lady,  dart  thy  fkiil  at  me ; 

Bruife  me  with  '''■orn,  confoimd  me  with  a  flout, 
Thruft  thy  (harp  ^^ it  :|uite  through  my  ignorance; 

Cut  me  to  pieces  with  thy  keen  conceit; 
And  rwi!)  wi(h  thee  never  more  to  dance. 
Nor  never  more  in  Ruflian  habit  wait. 

0  !  never  will  I  trufl  to  fpeeches  penned, 

Nor  to  the  motion  of  a  fchool-boy's  to-ngue; 
Nor  never  come  in  vizor  to  my  friend, 

Nor  woo  in  rhime,  like  a  blind  harper's  fong. 
TafFata-phrafes,  filkf  n  terms  preciie. 

Three  pil'd  hyperboles,  ipruce  affe<ftation. 
Figures  pedantica',  thefe  fummer-files, 

Have  blown  me  fuil  of  maggot  oftentatlon: 

1  do  forfwear  them  ;   and  I  here  proteft, 

^^  this  white  glove,  (how  white  the  hand,  Go<l 
knows !) 
Henceforth  my  wooing  mind  (hall  be  exprefs'd 

In  ruflet  Yeas,  and  honeft  kerfy  Noes  : 
And  to  begin,  wench,   (fo  God  help  me,  law  !} 
My  love  to  thee  is  found,  fans  crack  or  iiaw. 

Kof.  S.ws,  fans,  I  pray  you. 

Biron.  Yet  I  have  a  trick 
Of  the  old  rage  :  bear  with  me,  I  am  fick. 
I'll  leave  it  by  degrees  :  foft,  let  us  fee ; 
"WritH  Lord  have  mercj  on  zis,  on  thofe  three ; 
They  are  Infeifled,  in  their  hearts  it  lies  ; 
Thejr  have  the  plague,  and  caught  It  of  your  eyes; 
Thefe  Lords  are  vifited,  you  are  not  free ; 
For  the  Lords  tokens  on  you  both  I  fee. 

Pm;.  No,   they   are  free   that  gave  thefe  tokflU 
to  us. 
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3irov.  Our  flates  are  forfeit,  feek  not  to  undo  us, 

Kof.  It  is  not  fo  ;  for  how  can  this  be  true. 
That  you  ftand  forfeit,  being  thofe  that  fue? 

'Biroth  Peace,  for  I  will  not  have  to  do  with  you. 

Jiof.  Nor  fhall  not,  if  I  do  as  I  intend. 

Biron.  Speak  for  yourfelves,  my  wit  is  at  an  end. 

Ijng.  Teach  us,  fweet  Madam,  for  our  rude  trani^ 
Some  fair  excufe.       ^  [greflion 

Prin.  The  faireft  is  confelTion. 
Were  you  not  here,  but  even  now,  difguis'd  ? 

King.  Madam,  I  was. 

Priti.  And  were  you  well  advIsM? 

}Ung.  I  was,  fair  Madam. 

Prin.  "When  you  then  were  here. 
What  did  you  wnifper  in  your  lady's  ear? 

Kin<y.  That  more  than  all  the  world  I  did  relpert  her. 

Prin.  When  (lie  (hall  challenge  this,  you  will  reje£t 

King.  Upon  mine  honour,  no.  [her. 

Prin.  Peace,  peace,  forbear : 
Your  oath  once  broke,  you  force  not  to  for/U-ear. 

Kini^.  Defpife  me  when  I  break  this  oath  of  mine. 

Prin.  I  will,  and  therefore  keep  it.     Rofaiine, 
What  did  the  Ruffian  whifper  in  your  ear  ? 

Ko[.  Madam,  he  fwore  that  he  did  hold  me  dear 
As  precious  eye-fight ;  and  did  value  me 
Above  this  world ;  adding  thereto,  moreover, 
That  he  would  wed  me,  or  elfe  die  m>y  lover. 

Prin.  God  give  thee  joy  of  him  !  the  Noble  Lord 
Moft  honourably  doth  uphold  his  word. 

King.  "What  mean  you.  Madam?  by  my  life,  my 
I  never  fwore  this  lady  flich  an  oath.  [troth, 

Roj.  By  Heaven,  you  did  ;  and  to  confirm  it  plain, 
Yeu  gave  me  this  :  but  take  it,  Sir,  again. 

Ki7ig.  My  faith,  and  this,  to  th'  Printcfs  I  did  givej 
I  knew  her  by  this  jewel  on  her  fleeve. 

^rin.  Pardon  mc,  Sir,  this  jewel  did  fiiewear; 
And  Lord  Biron,  I  thank  him,  is  my  dear. 
What  ?  will  vou  have  me  ;  or  your  pearl  again  ? 
Biron.  Neither  of  either  :  I  remit  both  twain. 
I  fee  the  trick  on't }  here  was  a  confeiit, 

(Knowing 
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(Knowing  aforehand  of  our  merriment), 
To  dafti  it,  like  a  Chriftmas  comedy. 
Some  carry-tale,  feme  pleafe-man,  fo me  flight  zany, 
Some  mumble-news,  feme  trencher-knight,  feme  Dick 
That  fmiles  his  cheek  in  years,  and  knows  the  trick 
To  make  my  lady  laugh,  when  (he's  difpos'd, 
Told  our  intents  before ;  which  once  difclos'd, 
The  ladies  did  change  favours,   and  then  we, 
Following  the  figns,  wooM  but  the  fign  of  fhe: 
Now  to  our  perjury  to  add  more  terror, 
"We  are  again  forfworn ;  in  will,  and  error. 
Much  upon  this  it  is.— And  might  not  you   [To  Boyet. 
Foreflal  our  /port,  to  make  us  thus  untrue ' 
Do  not  you  know  my  Lady^s  foot  by  th'  fquier, 

And  laugh  upon  the  apple  of  her  eye, 
And  (land  between  her  back,  Sir,  and  the  fire, 

Holding  a  trencher,  jefting  merrily  ? 
You  put  our  page  out  :  go,  you  are  allowed ; 
Die  when  j'ou  will,  a  fmock  fhall  be  your  (hrowd. 
You  leer  upon  me,  do  you  ?  there's  an  eye, 
"Wounds  like  a  leaden  f\^'crd. 

Bojet.  Full  merrily 
Hath  this  brave  manage,  this  career,  been  run. 

Biron.  Lo,  he  is  tilting  flrait.     Peace,  1  have  done. 
Enter  Coftard. 
Welcome,  piire  wit,  thou  parteft  a  fair  fray. 

Goji.  O  Lord,  Sir,  they  would  know 
Whether  the  three  worthies  fhall  come  in,  or  no. 

Biron.  What,  are  there  but  three  i 

Cofl.  No,  Sir,  1  ut  it  is  vara  fine  ; 
For  every  one  purfcnts  three. 

Biron.  And  three  times  three  is  nine? 

Cofl.  Notfo,  Sir,  under  correftion,  Sir ;  Ihopdtis 
not  fo. 

You  cannot  beg  us,  Sir ;  I  can  afTure  you,  Sir,  *'< 
know  what  we  know  :  I  hope  three  times  thrice,  Sir,— 

Biron.  Is  not  nine? 

Coji.  Under  coneaion.  Sir,  we  know  thereuntil  it 
doth  amount. 

jSiro/y.  By  Tove,  I  always  took  three  threes  for  mn* 
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Co/f.  OLord,  Sir,  it  were  pity  you  (hould  get  youir 
living  by  reckoning,  Sir. 

BirOU'  How  much  is  it  ? 

Cuj}.  O  Lord,  Sir,  the  parties  themfelves,  the  afters. 
Sir,  will  ihew  whereuntil  it  doth  amount ;  for  my  own 
part,  I  am,  as  they  fay,  but  to  perfe£l:  one  man  in  one 
poor  man,  Pompion  the  Great,  Sir. 

Birofi.  Art  thou  one  of  the  worthies  ? 

Cofi.  It  pleafed  them  to  think  me  worthy  of  Pompion 
the  Great :  for  mine  own  part,  I  know  not  the  degree 
of  the  worthy ;  but  I  am  to  (land  for  him. 

Biren.  Go  bid  them  prepare- 

Coft'  We  will  turn  it  finely  off,  Sir,  we  will  take 
fome  care. 

King.  Biron,  they  will  Iharne  us ;  let  them  not  ap- 
proach. lExit  CoO. 

Bhoti.  We  are  fhame-proof,  my  Lord ;  and 'tis  fome 
policy 
To  have  one  Ihow  worfe  than  the  King's  and  his  com- 

Kirig.  I  fay,  they  (hall  not  come.  [pan}''. 

Pri)7.  Nay,  my  good  Lord,  let  me  o'er-rule  you  now; 
That  fport  befV  pleafes,  that  doth  lead  know  how. 
Where  zeal  ftrives  to  content,   and  the  contents 
Dies  in  the  zeal  of  that  which  it  prefents; 
Their  form,  confounded,  makes  mofc  form  in  mirth ; 
When  great  things,  labouring,  perilh  in  their  birth. 

Biron.  A  right  de(cription  of  our  (port,  my  Lord. 
•SCENE        IX.         Enter  Armado- 

Arm.  Anointed,  I  implore  fo  much  expence  of  thy 
Royal  fweet  breath,  as  will  utter  a  brace  of  words. 

Prin.  Doth  this  man  (erve  God? 

Birofi.  Why  a(k  you  ? 

Prin.  He  fpeaks  not  like  a  man  of  God's  maklng- 

Arm.  That's  all  one,  my  fair,  fweet,  honeymonarch; 
for,  I  protelV,  the  fchoolmafter  is  exceeding  fantaflical ; 
too,  too  vain;  too,  too  vain:  but  we  will  put  it,  as 
they  fay,  to  fortuna  de  la  guerra.  I  wifh  you  the  peace 
of  mind,  mod  Royal  coupplement. 

King.  Here  is  like  to  be  a  good  prefence  of  worthies  : 
he  prefents  Heftor  of  Troy ;  the  fwain,  Pompey  the 

T  Gr^-at ; 
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Great ;  the  parifh  curate,  Alexander ;   Armado's  page, 
Hercules  ;  the  pedant,  Judas  Machabeus. 
And  If  thefe  four  worthies  in  their  firft  fhow  thrive, 
Thefe  four  will  change  habits,  and  prefent  the  other 
Biron.  There  are  five  in  the  firft  (how.  [five 

King.  You  are  deceived,  ^tis  not  fo. 
3iro72.  The  pedant,  the  braggart,  the  hedge-prieft, 
the  fool,  and  the  boy. 
-A  bare  throw  at  fiovum,  and  the  whole  world  again 
'Cannot  prick  out  five  fuch,  take  each  one  in's  vein. 
Khig'  The"*(hip  is  under  fail,  and  here  Ihe  comes  a- 
main. 

Enter  Coftard  for  Pompey. 

Coji.  I  Pompey  am 

Boyet.  You  lie,  you  are  not  he. 
CoJl.  I  Pompef  am 
Boyet.  With  Libbard's  head  on  knee. 
Biro7i.  Well  faid,  old  mocker:  I  muft  needs  be  friends 
with  thee. 

Co  ft.  I  Pompey  am,  Pompey  [ttrnam^d  the  Big. 
Di/m.  The  Great. 

Coft.  It  is  Great,  Sir;  Pompey,  furmjn*d the  Great i 
That  oft  in  field,  -with  targe  and  Jhield, 

Did  make  my  foe  to  fiveat : 
y9nd  travellifig  along  this  coaft,  I  here  am  come  hy  chancr, 
Jind  lay  my  arms   before  the  legs  of  this  fiveet  hfs «/ 

France. 
If  your  Ladyfhip  would  fay,  "  Thanks,— Pompey,  I 
had  done. 
Prin.  Great  thanks.  Great  Pompey. 
Coft.  'Tis  not  fo  much  worth ;  but  I  hope  I  was  per- 
feft.     I  made  a  little  fault  In  great. 

Biron.  My  hat  to  a  halfpenny,  Pompey  proves  the 

beft  worthy. 

Enter  Nathaniel  for  Alexander. 
Nath.  Wlen  in  the  -world  I  Hv'd,  I  ivas  the  tvorWi 
cofKmander  ; 
Bye  aft,  -weft,  north,  and  fouth,  J  fpread  my  cotquertfi 

Tfli^ht  : 

My  fcutcheoh  plain  declares,  that  1  am  ^lifander. 


5c.  9.  I^ove's  Labour *s  loft,  219 

Bojet.  Your  nofe  fays,  bo,  you  are  not ;  for  It  ftands 

too  right 
3iron.  Your  nofe  fmells,  no,  in  this,  mod  tcnder- 

fmeiling  knight. 
PttJi.  The  con.^ueror  is  dlfmald :  proceed,  good  A- 

lexander. 
Nath.  When  in  the  ivorld  I  liv'd,  I  was  the  -world's 

C0f9ifnander. 
Bcyet.  Moft  true,  'tis  right ;  you  were  fo,  Allfander. 

B:r07:.  Pompey  the  Great  — 

Cofi.  Your  fervant,   and  Coftard. 
BlrOK.  Take  away  the  conqueror,  take  away  Allfan- 
der. 

Cofi.  O  Sir,  you  have  overthrown  Alifander  the  con- 
queror. [To  Nath.]  You  will  be  fcraped  out  of  the 
painted  cloth  for  this  ;  your  lion,  that  holds  the  poll- 
ax  fitting  on  a  clofe  ftool,  will  be  given  to  A-jax  *  ;  he 
will  be  then  the  ninth  worthy.  A  conqueror,  and  a- 
ftaid  to  fpeak?  run  away  for  Ihame,  Alifander.  There, 
zn'i  ftiail  pleafe  you ;  a  foollfh  mild  man  ;  an  honcft 
man,  look  you,  and  foon  dafli'd.  He  is  a  marvellous 
good  neighbour,  infooth,  and  a  very  good  bowler ; 
but  for  Alifander,  alas,  you  fee,  how 'tis  a  little  o'er- 
parted :  but  there  are  worthies  a-coming  will  fpeak  their 
mind  in  fome  other  fort. 

Biro:i^  Stand  aude,   good  Pompey. 
Entir  Holofernes  for  Judas,  afid  Moth  for  Hercules. 
Hoi.  Great  Hercules  is  prel«nted  by  this  imp, 

Whofe  club  kili'd  Cerberas,   that   three  headed 
ca7ius  ; 
And  when  he  was  a  babe,  a  child,  a  (hrimp. 

Thus  did  he  ftrangle  ferpents  in  his  manus  : 
Quoniam  he  feemeth  in  minority, 

Er^o  I  come  with  this  apology. 

Keep  fome  ftate  in  thy  Exit,  and  vanllh.     {Exit  Moth. 
Eol.  Judas  I  am. 

*  A  ridicule  upon  the  arms  given  to  Alexander  in  the 
hiftory  of  the  nine  worthies  ;  and  it  ends  in  a  wretch- 
ed quibble  upon  the  words  Ajax  and  A-jakcs. 

T  2  J^^if"' 
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'    Dum.  A  Judas  ! 

Hoi.  Notlfcariot,  Sir; 
"Judas  I  Mn,  •jcleped  Machabctis. 

Dtwi.  Judas  Machabeus  dipt,  is  plain  Judas. 

Biron.  A  kiffing  traitor.    How  art  thou  prov'd  Tu- 
das? 

Ho/.   J: id  as  I  am. 

Dum.  The  more  fhame  for  yoi^  Judas. 

Hoi.  What  mean  you,  Sir? 

'Bojet.  To  make  Judas  hang  himfeJf. 

Mol  Begin,  Sir,  you  are  my  elder. 

3iron.  Well   foUow'd;   Judas   was   hangM  on  an 
elder. 

}hl.  I  wiil  not  be  put  out  of  countenance. 

Biron.  Becaufe  thou  haft  no  face. 

Bol.  W^hat  is  this  ? 

Bo-jet.  A  cittern  head. 

Dum.  The  head  of  a  bodkin. 

Jiiron.  A  death's  face  in  a  rirf. 

Long.  The  face  of  an  old  Roinan  coin,  fcarcefeeu, 

Bo'ict.  The  pummel  of  Caefar's  faulchion. 

Dum.  The  carv'd-bcne  face  on  a  fia/k. 

Biron.  St.  George's  half  cheek  in  a  brooch. 

Dum.  Ay,  and  in  a  brooch  of  lead. 

Biron.  Ay,  and  worn  in  the  cap  of  a  tooth  drawer; 
And  new,  forward;  for  we  have  put  thee  in  couiUfr 
nance. 

Jlol.  You  have  put  me  out  of  countenance. 

Biron.  Falfe  ;  v.-e  have  given  thee  faces. 

1]qL  BiU  you  have  out-f:c'd  them  all. 

Biron.  hn'  thou  wert  a  lion,   we  would  do  Co. 

Boyet.  Therefore  as  he  is  an  afs,  let  him  go. 
And  fo  jdieu,  fvveet  Jude  ;  nay,  why  dofl  thou  ftay? 

Dam.  For  tlie  latter  end  of  his  name. 

Biron.  For  the  afs  to  the  Jude  ;  give  it  him    Jud-iS, 
away. 

ihl.  This  is  not  generous,  not  gentle,  not  bumblf- 

Bcjet.  A  lioht  for  Monfieur  Judas;  it  grows  dark,  he 
may  iKuv.bk. 


$c.  9.  Love's  Labour's  loft.  221 

Prin.  Alas  !   poor  Machabeus,   how  he  hath  beea 
baited  ! 

Enter  Armado. 

3iron.  Hide  thy  head,  Achilles,  here  comes  He£lor 
in  arms. 

Dum.  Tho'  my  mocks  come  home  by  me,  I  will 
now  be  merry. 
'  King^  Heftor  was  but  a  Trojan  in  refpeft  of  this- 

3ojet.  But  is  this  He(Stor  ? 

King.  I  think,  Hector  was  not  fo  clean  timber'd. 

Long.  His  leg  is  too  big  for  Heftor. 

Dum.  More  calf,  certain. 

Bo]et.  No ;  he  is  bed:  endii'd  in  the  fmall. 

Biro/:.  This  can't  be  Heftor. 

Dum.  He's  a  God  or  a  painter,  for  he  makes  faces ^ 

^m.  The  armi potent.  Alurs,  of  Idttnas  the  almigktj^ 
Cave  Kedor  a  gift, 

Dum.  A  gilt  nutmeg.- 

Birott.  A  lemon. 

Long.  Stuck  with  cloves. 

Dum.  No,  cloven. 

u^fy?i.  The  armipotent  Mars,  cfhunces  the  almight'-', 
Gave  Hecior  a  gift,  the  heir  of  llion  ; 
Amanfo  breathed,  that  certain  he  ivoull  fight  jf 
From  worn  till  night,  out  of  his  pixvilion, 
lam  that fioiuer. 

Dum.  That  mint. 

Long.  That  cullambine. 

Arm.  Sweet  Lord  Longaville,  rein  thy  tongue. 

"Long.  I  muft  rather  give  it  the  rein ;  for  it  runs  a> 
gainft  Hciflor. 

Dum.  Ay,  and  Hector's  a  grcy-hound. 

Arm.  The  fw'cet  war-man  is  dead  and  rotten  ; 
Sweet  chucks,  beat  not  the  bones  of  the  bury'd : 
But  I  will  forward  with  my  device  ; 
Sweet  Royalty,  bellow  on  me  the  fenfe  of  hearing. 

frin.  Speak,  brave  Heftor;  we  are  much  delighted. 

Arm.  I  do  adore  thy  fweet  Grace's  flipper. 

'Bo'jet.  Loves  her  bv  the  foot. 

T  3  l>um.. 
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DuM.  He  may  not  by  the  yard. 
Jirm.  Tins  llccJor  jar  junfiou.Ktcd  Ha}2nihal. 
Cofi.  The  party  is  gone,  fellow  Hcftor,  flie  is  gone; 
S^e  is  two  months  on  her  way. 
^rm.  What  mean'ft  thou: 

CcJI.  Faith,  iiniefs  yon  play  the  honeft  Trojan,  the 
poor  wench  is  cafl  away  ;  (he's  quick,  the  child  brags 
in  her  belly  already.     ■'Tis  your's. 

y^rm.  Doft  thou  infamonize  me  among  potentates? 
Thou  fiialt  die. 

Cofi.  Then  fha!l  He<fior  be  whipt  for  Jaquenetta, 
♦hat  is  quick  by  him  ;  and  hang'd  for  Pompey,  that  is 
4ead  by  him. 

Diim.  Moft  rare  Pompey  ! 
;     Soyet.  Renowned  Pompey  ! 

Birofi.  Greater  than  greats  great^  gr?at,  great  Pom- 
pey !  Pompey  the  huge  ? 
Dant.  He<rtor  trembles. 

Eiron.  Pompey  is  movM;  more  Ates,  more  AUs; 
%.r  them  on,  ftir  them  on. 

D:im.  Hedlor  will  challenge  him. 
Biron.  Ay,  if  he  have  no  more  man's  blood  in's 
beliy  than  will  fup  a  f.ea. 
Arm.  By  the  north  pole,  I  do  challenge  thee. 
Cofi.  I  will  not  fight  with  a  pole,  like  a  northern 
iman  :  Fil  flafh  ;  Pll  do't   by  the  fword  :  I  pray  you, 
let  me  borrow  my  arms  again. 

Durn.  Room  for  the  incenfed  worthies* 
Cofi.  Fil  do  it  in  my  fhirt. 
'    T)um.  Moft  refolute  Pompey  ! 

Moth.  Mafter,  let  me  take  you  a  button-hole  lowefi 
Do  ye  not  fee,  Pompey  is  uncafmg  for  the  combat? 
■Vk'hat  mean  you  ?  you  will  lofe  your  reputation. 

Afm.  Gentlemen,  and  foldiers,  pardon  me;  I  will 
not  combat  in  my  fhirt. 

Dnm.  You  may  not  deny  it,  Pompey  hath  maii' 
the  challenge. 
Arm.  Sweet  bloods,  I  both  may  and  will. 

£/>(?».  Wh^t  reafon  have  you  for't.J 

Arm*- 
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jirm.  The  naked  truth  of  it  is,  I  have  no  (hirt ;  I 
go  woolward  for  penance. 

Bo^et.  True,  and  it  was  injoin'd  him  in  Rome  fo¥ 
want  of  linen  ;  Hnce  when,  I'll  be  fworn,  he  wore 
none  but  a  dilli-clout  of  Jaquenetta's,  and  that  he  wears 
next  his  heart  for  a  favour. 

SCENE    X.         Enter  Macard* 

Mac,  God  fave  you,  Madam  ! 

Prin.  Welcome,  Macard,  but  that  thou  interrupted 
eur  merriment. 

Mac.  I'm  forrj',  Madam,  for  the  news  I  bring 
Is  heavy  in  my  tongue.     Tl^e  King  your  fatl^er,— -— 

Priti.  Dead  !  for  my  life. 

f/iac.  Even  fo,  my  tale  is  told. 

'Biron.  Worthies,  away ;  the  fcene  begins  to  cloud. 

Arm.  For  my  own  part,  I  breathe  free  breath ;  I 
have  feen  the  day  of  right  through  the  little  hole  of 
difcretion,  and  I  will  right  myfelf  like  a  foldier. 

\Exeuni  -worthiest . 

King.  How  fares  yourMajcfly? 

Prin.  Boyet,  prepare;   I  wiii  away  to-nigbt. 

King.  Madam,  no:  fo  ;  I  do  befeech  you,  Itay. 

Prin.  Prepare,  I  fay. — ^I  thank  you,  gracious  Lords^ 
For  all  your  fair  endeavours  ;  and  intrest. 
Out  of  a  new-lad  fou',  that  you  vourhfaie 
In  your  rich  wifdom  to  excufe,   or  hide, 
The  liberal  oppofition  of  our  fpirits ; 
If  over-boldly  we  have  borne  ourfelves 
In  the  converfe  of  breath,  your  centlenefs 
Was  guilty  of  it.     Farewel,  worthy  Lord ; 
An  heavy  heart  bears  not  a  nimble  tongue: 
Excufe  me  fo,  coming  fo  fhort  of  thanks. 
For  my  great  fuit  fo  eafily  obtainM. 

King.  The  extreme  part  of  time  extremely  forms- 
All  caufes  to  the  purpofe  of  his  fpeed  ; 
And  often,  at  his  very  ioofe,  decides 
That  which  long  procefs  could  not  arbitrate. 
And  though  the  mourninp;  brow  of  progeny 
Forbid  the  fmiling  courtefy  of  love. 
Hie  holy  fuit  which  fain  it  would  convince ; 
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Yet  fince  lovers  argument  was  firfl  on  foot, 

Let  not  the  cloud  of  forrow  juftle  it 

From  what  it  purpos'd  :  fince,  to  wail  friends  loft,. 

Is  not  by  much  fo  wholefome,  profitable. 

As  to  rejoice  at  friends  but  newly  found. 

Frin.  I  underftand  you  not,  my  griefs  are  double. 
3iron.  Honeft  plain  words  belt  pierce  the  ear  of 
grief; 
And  by  thefe  badges  underftand  the  King, 
For  your  fair  fakes  have  we  negle£led  time, 
Play'd  foul  play  with  our  oSths  :  your  beaut3%  Ladies, 
Hath  much  deform'd  us,  fafhioning  our  humours 
Even  to  th'  oppofcd  end  of  our  intents.; 
And  what  in  us  hath  feemM  ridiculous^ 
As  love  is  full  of  unbefitting  ftrains. 
All  wanton  as  a  child,  fkipping  in  vain, 
Form'd  by  the  eye,  and  therefore  like  the  eye. 
Full  of  ftraying  (bapes,   of  habits,  and  of  forms,      . 
Varjang  in  fubjeOs  as  the  eye  doth  rowl, 
To  every  varied  objefl  in  his  glance  ; 
Which  party-coated  prefence  of  loofe  love 
Put  on  by  us,  if,  in  your  heavenly  eyes. 
Have  mifbecomM  our  oaths  and  gravities  ; 
Thofe  hcav'nly  eyes,  that  look  into  thefe  faults,  . 
Suggefted  us  to  make  them  :  therefore.  Ladies, 
Our  love  being  yours,  the  error  that  love  makes 
Is  likewife  yours.     We  to  ourfelves  prove  falfe, 
By  being  once  falfe.   for  ever  to  be  true 
To  thofe  that  make  us  both  ;  fair  Ladies,  you  : 
And  even  that  falfehood,  in  itfeif  a  fin. 
Thus  purifies  itfeif,  and  turns  to  grace. 

Prin.  We  have  receivM  your  letters,  full  of  lovej 
Your  favours,  the  enibaiTadors  of  love  : 
And  in  our  maiden  council  rated  them 
At  courtlhip,  pleafant  jeft,  and  courtefy  ; 
As  bumbafl,  and  as  lining  to  the  time  : 
But  more  devout  than  this,  (fave  our  refpecfVs), 
Have  we  not  been  ;   and  therefore  met  your  loves 
In  their  own  faftiion,  like  a  merriment. 
Vum.  Our  letters;  Madam,  flicw'd  much  more  than 
jeft. 
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Long.  So  did  our  looks. 

-Rjof.  We  did  not  quote  them  fo. 

King.  Now  at  the  lateft  minute  of  the  hoiir, 
Grant  us  your  loves. 

Priri.  A  time,  methinks,  too  Qiort, 
To  make  a  world- without-end  bargain  in  ; 
No,  no,  my  Lord,  your  grace  is  perjur'dmucb. 
Full  of  dear  guiltinefs  ;  and  therefore,  this — — 
If  for  my  love  (as  there  is  no  fuch  caufe) 
You  will  do  aught,  this  fhall  you  do  for  me, 
your  oath  I  will  not  truft  ;  but  go  with  fpeed 
Tofome  forlorn  and  naked  hermitage, 
Remote  from  all  the  pleafures  of  the  world ; 
There  ftay,  until  the  twelve  celeftial  fgns 
Have  brought  about  their  annual  leckoning. 
If  this  auftere  infociable  life 
Change  not  your  offer  made  in  heat  of  blood  ; 
If  frohs,  and  fafts,  hard  lodging,  .and  thin  weeds 
Nip  not  the  gaudy  blofibms  oif  your  love. 
But  that  it  bear  this  trial,  and  laft  love; 
Then,  at  the  expiration  o£  the  year. 
Come  challenge  me  ;  challenge   m.e,  by  thefe  deferts  j 
And  by  this  virgin  palm,  now  kiiling  thine, 
I  will  be  thine  ;  and  till  that  inflant  ihut 
My  woful  felf  up  in  a  mourning houfe, 
Raining  the  tears  of  lamentation, 
For  the  remembrance  of  my  father's  death. 
]f  this  thou  do  deny,  let  our  hands  part ; 
Neither  intitled  in  the  other's  heart. 

King.  If  this,  or  more  than  this,  I  would  deny. 
To  fetter  up  thefe  powers  of  mine  with  reft; 
The  fudden  hand  of  death  clofe  up  mine  eye  ! 
Hence,  ever  then,  my  heart  is  in  thy  breaft. 
•      [  *  Biron.  And  what  to   me,  my  love !  and  what 
to  me? 

^  Thefe  fix  lines  are  m [placed,  and  ought  to  be  ex- 
punged, as  bei}7g  the  author^s  firft  dmught  onlj,  of  what 
he  aftenvards  improved  and  made  more  perfecf.  Mr» 
Warburton. 
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Rof'  You  muft  be  purged  too,  your  fins  zie  ranL 
You  are  attaint  with  fault  and  perjury ; 
Therefore  if  you  my  favour  mean  to  get, 
A  twelvemonth  fhall  you  fpend,  and  never  reft, 
But  feek  the  weary  beds  of  people  nek.] 

Dum.    But  what  to  me,    my  love?    but  what  to 
me? 

C.itl\  A  wife! — a  beard,  fair  heaUh  and  honeftyj 
With  three-fold  love  I  wifh  you  ail  thefe  three. 

Dum.  O,  fl-ialllfay,  1  thank  you,  gentk  wife  I 

Cath.    Not  Co,    my  Lord,    a  twelvemonth  aod  a 
day, 
I'll  nr;ark  no  words  that  fmooth-facM  wooers  fay. 
Come,   when  the  King  doth  to  my  Lady  come  ; 
Then  if  I  have  niuch  love,  I'll  n;ive  you  fome. 

Di^m.  ril  ferve  thee  true  and  faithfully  till  then. 

Cath,  Yet  (wear  not,  left  ye  be  forfworn  again. 

Lci»iT.  What  fivs  Maria? 

Mar.  At  the  twelvemonth's  end, 
I'll  change  my  black  gown  fc  r  a  faithful  friend. 

Lorsf.  I'll  ftay  with  patience  ;   but  the  time  is  loog, 

Mar.  The  liker  you  ;   few  tal'er  are  Co  yowng. 

Biron.  Studies  m}'  Lady  ?  Miftrefs,  look  on  m^ 
Behold  the  vi-indow  of  my  heart>  mine  eye, 
What  humble  {uit  attend",  th^r  anftver  there ; 
Impofe  fome  fervice  on  me  for  my  love. 

Rof.  Oft  have  I  heard  of  yon,  my  Lord  Biron, 
Before  I  faw  you  ;  and  the  world's  large  tongue 
Proclaims  you  for  a  man  replete  with  mocks  ; 
Full  of  comparifons  and  wounding  flouts  ; 
Which  you  on  all  eflates  will  execute, 
That  lie  within  the  mercy  of  your  wit : 
To  weed  this  woormwood  from  your  fruitful  brain, 
And  therewithal  to  win  me,  if  you  pleafe, 
(Without  the  which  I  am  not  to  be  won) ; 
You  (hall  this  twelve-month  term  from  day  to  day 
Vifit  the  fpeechlefs  fick,  and  ftill  converfe 
With  groning  wretches  ;  and  your  tafK  (hall  be 
With  all  the  fierce  endeavour  of  your  wit, 
T'  enforce  the  pained  impotent  to  fmile. 
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'^iron.  To   move  wild   laughter  in  the  throat  of 
death? 
It  cannot  be,  it  isimpollible  : 
>Urth  cannot  move  a  foul  in  agony. 

Kof.  Why,  that's  the  way  to  choak  a  gibing  fpirh: 
Vhofe  influence  is  begot  of  that  loofc  grace. 
Which  IhaUow  laughing  hearers  give|to  fools: 
Aieft's  profperity  lies  in  the  ear 
Of  him  that  hears  it,  never  in  the  tongue 
Of  him  that  makes  it  :  then,  if  fickiy  ears, 
Deaft  with  the  clamours  of  their  own  dear  groans, 
Will  hear  your  idle  fcorns  ;  continue  then» 
And  I  will  have  you  and  that  fault  withal : 
But  if  they  will  not,  throw  away  that  fpirit; 
And  I  fhali  find  you  empty  of  that  fault. 
Right  joyful  of  your  reformation. 

Biren.  A  twelvemonth  ?  well  ;  befal,  what  will  befal, 
I'll  jeft  a  twelvemonth  in  an  hofpital. 
Prin.  Ay,  fweet  my  Lord,  and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 

\To  the  king, 
Kit^g-   No,   Madam  ;  we  will  bring  you  on  yoUr 

way. 
'Biron.  Our  wooing  doth  not  end  like  an  old  play; 
Jack  hath  not  Jill ;  thefe  ladles'  courtefy 
Might  well  have  made  our  Iport  a  comedy. 
King.  Come,  Sir,   it  wants  a  twelvemonth  and  a 
day. 
And  then  'twill  end. 
Biron.-  That's  too  long  for  a  play. 

Enter  Armado. 
j^rm.  Sweet  Majefty,  vouchfafe  me— — 
Prifu  Was  not  that  Hector  ? 
Dum.  That  worthy  knight  of  Troy. 
./4rm.  I  will  kifs  thy  royal  finger,  and  take  leave.     I 
am  a  votary  :  I  have  vow'd  to  Jacquenetta  to  hold  the 
plorgh  for  her  fweet  love  three  5'ears.      But,  moft 
efteem'd  Greatncfs,  will  you  hear  the  dialogue  that  the 
two  learned  men  have  compiled,  in  praife  of  the  owl 
and  the  cuckow  ?  it  Ihould  have  follow'd  In  the  end  of 
our  (hew. 
m»g.  Call  them  forth  q^uickly,  we  will  do  fo. 
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yirm.  Holla  !  approach.- 

Enter  all,  for  the  [ong. 

This  fide  is  YLhtns,  winter. 

This  Ver,  the  fpring :  The  one  malntaln'd  by  tlic  owl, 

The  other  by  the  cuckow. 

Ver,  begin. 

The        SON    G. 

SPRING. 

When  daizies  pied,  aitd  violets  Lluef 

A7td  ladj-fmocks  all  filver-iohite, 

,And  cuckoiv-btids  of  yelloiv  hue, 

Do  paint  the  meadoivs  much-be dight  j 

The  cuckow  then  on  every  tree 

Mocks  married  men  ;  for  thus  fings  he, 

Cuckotv  ! 

Cuckow!  cuckow!  0  word  of  fear, 

Vnpleafing  to  a  married  ear! 

When  Jhepherds  pipe  on  oaten  ftrawSf 

And  merry  larks  are  plouglmzens'  clocks : 

When  turtles  tread,  and  rooks  and  daws  ; 

And  maidens  bleach  their  futnmer-fjuotks  ; 

The  cuckow  then  on  every  tree 

Mocks  married  men}  for  thus  ftngs  he, 

Cuckow  ! 

Cuckow !  cuckow !  0  word  of  fear, 

Unplcajing  to  a  married  ear  ! 

W    I    N    T    E     R. 

When  icicles  hang  by  the  wall, 

And  Dick  the  Jhepherd  blows  his  uail; 

^nd  Tom  bears  logs  into  the  hall. 

And  milk  comes  frozen  ho77ie  in  pail ; 

When  blood  is  nipt,  and  tmys  be  foul. 

Then  nightly  Jit.gs  the  Jlaring  owl, 

Tu-whit!  to-'u-heo! 

A  men-y  note, 

While  grecfy  Jone  doth  keel  the  pot. 

When  all  aloud  the  wind  doth  blow. 

And  coughi;;g  drowns  the  parfon's  fiw  ; 

And  birds  fit  broo  ting  in  the  f now. 

And  Miirii'.f^s  nofs  looks  red  a?id rcnv ; 

.     When 
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When  roajled  crabs  hifs  in  the  bovjly 
Then  nightly  fings  the  Jiiiring  oivl, 
Tu-whit  I  to-ivhoo  I 

A  meri'j  note, 

While  greafyjone  doth  keel  the  pot. 

Arm.  The  words  of  Mercury- 
Are  harfh  after  the  fongs  of  Apollo ; 
You,  ihatwayj  we,  this  way,  [Exsunt  Ofm:es, 
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DRAMATIS    PERSONS. 
Duke. 


Fiederl^,  brother  fa  the 
Duke,  and  ufurj>er  of 
his  dukedom. 

'   Lords    attejid- 

Aniiens,    I    tug   upon  the 

Jaqucs,       '  Duke    in    his 
banifljmcnt. 

Le  Beu,  a  courtier  attend- 
ing on  Frederick. 

Oliver,  eldejl  Jon  to  Sir 
Roivland  de  Boys,  V)ho 
had  formerly  kecft  a  fer- 
-vant  to  the  Duke, 

Jaqnes,    ^jounger brothers 

Orlando,/  to  Oliver. 

Adam,  an  old  fervant  of 
SirRvivLmd  deBoys,  noiv 
foUomifig  the  fortunes  of 
Orlando: 

"Denms,  fervdf:t  to  Oliver. 

Charles,  a  wrefler  andfer- 
the    ufurping 


Duke  Frederick. 
Touchftone,    a  clov/n  at- 
tending on  Cclia  and  Ro- 
falind. 

Sylvh^s,    y^P^^'^' 

A  cloivn,  in  love  ivith  Au- 
drey. 

William,  another  clown,  in 
love  with  Audrey. 

Sir  Oliver  Mar-text,  a  coan- 
tn  curate. 

Roialind,  daughter  to  the 
Duke. 

Cell  a,  daughter  to  Fredc- 
tick. 

Phebe,   afhcpherdefs. 

Audrey,    a  country-ivench. 

Lords  belofigijig  to  the  tw9 
Dukes  ;  -with  PageSy  Fe- 
refers,  and  othjr  atten- 
dants. 


"vant    to    the    uj 
The  SCENE  lies,  firf,  near  Olivet's  houfe  ;  and,  of- 
•  ierwardj,  partly  in  the   Duke's  court,  and  partly  in 

the- fore f  of  Arden. 

ACT    I.        SCENE    I. 

Olivers  orchard. 

Enter  Orlando  and  Adam. 

$rja.     \  SP  remember,  Adam,  it  was  upon  this  my 

/A       my  father  bequeathed  me -by  will  but  a 

•*•  -*"  poor    thoufand    crowns ;    and,  as  thou 

fay  lf> 
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fay'ft,  charged  my  brother  on  his  blefTing  to  breed  me 
well ;  and  there  begins  my  fadnefs.  My  brother 
Jaqucs  he  keeps  at  fchool,  and  report  fpeaks  goldeniy 
of  his  profit;  for  roy  part,  he  keeps  me  ruftically  at 
home ;  or,  to  fpeak  more  properly,  flys  me  here  at 
home,  unkept;  for  call  you  that  keeping  for  a  gentle- 
nun  of  my  birth,  that  di.Ters  not  from  the  ftalling 
of  an  ox  ?  His  horfcs  are  bred  better  ;  for  befides  that 
they  are  fair  with  their  feeding,  they  are  taught  their 
manage,  and  to  that  end  riders  dearly  hired  s  but  I, 
his  brother,  gain  nothing  under  him  but  growth ;  for 
the  which  his  animals  on  his  dunghills  are  as  much 
bound  to  him  as  I.  Bcfide»  this  nothing;  that  he  fo 
plentifully  gives  me,  the  fornething  that  nature  gave 
me,  his  dilcountcnance  fcems  to  take  from  me.  He 
lets  me  feed  with  his  hinds,  bars  me  the  place  of  a  bro- 
ther, and,  as  much  as  in  him  lies,  mines  my  gentility 
with  my  education.  This  is  it,  Adam,  that  grieves  m.eji 
and  the  ipirit  of  my  father,  which  1  think  is  v^ithin  me^ 
begins  to  mutiny  againft  this  feivitrde.  I  will  no  long- 
er endure  it,  though  yet  I  know  no  wife  remedy  hew 
to  avoid  it. 

SCENE     11.         Enter  Oliver. 

Adam.  Yonder  comes  my  mafter,  ycur  brother. 

Orla.  Go  apart,  Adam,  and  thou  flialt  hear  how  hfi 
will  (hake  me  up. 

OH.  Now,  Sir,  what  make  you  here? 

Orla.  Nothing  ;  I  am  not  taught  to  make  any  thhig. 

Olt.  What  mar  you  then.   Sir? 

Orla.  Marry,  Sir,  I  am  helping  you  to  mar  that 
which  God  made;  a  poor  unworthy  brother  of  your's, 
with  idlenefs. 

OU.  Marry,  Sir,  be  better  employ'd,  and  be  nought 
a  while. 

Orla.  Shall  I  keep  your  hogs,  and  eat  huft'.s  with 
them  ?  What  prodigal's  portion  have  I  fpent,  that  I 
Ihould  come  to  fuch  penury  ! 

Oli  Know  you  where  you  are.  Sir  ! 

OHa.  O,  Sir,  very  well ;  here  In  your  orchard. 

OH.  Know  vou  before  v;hom,  Sir  ? 

U  2  OrU. 
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Orla.  Ay,  better  than  he  I  am  before,  knows  mc. 
I  knoxy,  you  are  my  eldeft  brother ;  and,  in  the  gentle 
condition  oi  blood,  you  ftionld  fo  know  me  :  tlie  coiir- 
tefy  of  nations  allows  you  my  better,  in  that  you  are 
the  firft-born  ;  but  the  fame  tradition  takes  not  away 
my  blood,  were  there  twenty  brothers  betwixt  us.  I 
have  as  much  of  my  father  in  me  as  you  ;  albeit  I 
confefs  your  coming  before  me  is  nearer  tohisre^ 
venue. 

Oil  What,  boy  I 

Orla.  Come,  come,  elder  brother,  you  arc  too  young 
in  this. 

OIL  Wilt  thou  lay  hands  on  me,  villain  1 
Orli,  I  am  no  villain.  I  am  the  youngeft  fon  of  Sir 
Row'and  de  Boys  ;  he  was  my  father,  and  he  is  thrice 
a  villain  that  fays,  fach  a  father  begot  villains.  Vv'ert 
thou  not  my  brother,  I  would  not  take  this  hand  from 
thy  throat,  till  this  other  had  pulFd  out  thy  tongue  for 
laying  fo;   thou  haft  railM  on  thyfeif. 

Adam.  Sweet  mafters,  be  patient ;  for  3^our  father's 
remembrance,  be  at  accord. 
Oil.  Let  me  go,  I  ^zj. 
Orla.  Iw'illnot,  till  Ipleafe;  5rou  fliall  hear  mf, 
My  father  charg'd  yen  in  his  will  to  give  me  good  ^ 
ducation  :  you  have  trainM  me  up  like  a  peafant,  ob- 
Icnrlng  and  hidinp^  from  me  all  gentleman-like  oiiali- 
ties ;  the  Ipmt  of  my  father  grows  ftrong  in  me,  and 
I  v/iil  no  longer  endure  it :  therefore  allow  me  fuch  ex- 
ercifes  as  may  become  a  gentleman  ;  or  give  mc  the 
poor  allottery  my  father  left  me  by  teftament;  with  that 
1  will  go  buy  my  fortunes. 

OH.  And  what  wilt  thou  do  ?  beg,  when  that  is 
fpent?  well,  Sir,  get  you  in.  I  will  not  long  be  trou- 
bled with  you:  you  ihail  have  fome  part  of  your  will. 
\  pray  you,  leave  mc. 

Orla.  1  wlli  no  further  offend  you,  than  becomes  me 
for  my  good. 

Oil.  Get  you  with  him,  you  old  dog. 
A'-uirn.  J»  old  dog  my  reward  \  moft  true^  I  have  loft 
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my  teeth  in  your  fervice.    God  be  with  my  old  mafter 
he  would  not  have  fpoke  fuch  a  word. 

\_E^eu7ii:  Orlando  and  Adam. 
SCENE        III. 
0//.  Is  it  even  fo  ?  begin  you  to  grow  upon  me  ?    I 
will  phyfic  your  ranknefs,  and  yet  give  no  thoufand 
crowns  neither.     Holla,  Dennis  I 
Enter  Dennis. 
Den.  Calls  your  Worlhip  i 

OH.  Was  not  Charles,  the  Duke^s  wrefller;  here  to 
fpeak  with  me  ? 

Den.  So  pleafe  you,  he  Is  here  at  the  door,  and  Im- 
portunes accefs  to  you. 

Oil.  Call  him  in; ^'twill  be  a  good  way  \  and  to- 
morrow? tlic  wreftiing  is. 

jEw^f A"  Charles. 

Cha.  Good  morrow  to  your  Worfhlp. 

OH.  Good  MonHeur  Charles,what's  the  new  news  a£ 
the  new  court? 

Clhu  There's  no  news  at  the  court.  Sir,  but  the  old 
news ;  that  is,  the  old  duke  is  banifh'd  by  his  young- 
er brother  the  new  Duke,  and  three  or  four  loving 
Lords  have  put  thernfelves  into  voluntary  exile  with 
him ;  whofe  lands  and  revenues  inrich  the  new  Duke, 
therefore  he  gives  them  good  leave  to  wander. 

OH.  Can  you  tell,  if  Rofalind,  the  Duke's  daugh-? 
ter,  be  baniih'd  with  her  father? 
.,  Cha.  O,  no;  for  the  new  Duke's  daughter  hercou- 
fin  fo  loves  her,  being  ever  from  their  cradles  bred  to- 
gether, that  fhe  would  have  followed  her  exile,  or  have 
died  to  flay  behind  her.  She  is  at  the  court,  and  no 
lefs  beloved  of  her  uncle  than  his  own  daughter;  and: 
never  two  ladles  loved  as  they  do. 

OH.  Where  will  the  old  Duke  live? 

Cbcu  They  fay,  he  is  already  in  the  forcft  of  Arden^ 
and  a  many  merry  men  with  him  ;  and  there  they  hve 
like  the  oli  Robin  Ho9d  of  England  :    they  fay,  many 
young  gentlemen  flock  to  him  every  day,  and  fleet  the- 
tma  carekfslv,  i<s  they  ^'d  In  the  eoidcn  world. 
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Oil.  Whatr,  you  wrtftle  to-morrow  before  the  new 
Duke  ? 

Cha.  Marry,  do  I,  Sir ;  and  I  came  to  acquaint  you 
with  a  matter.  I  am  given,  Sir,  Tecretly  to  underftand, 
that  your  younger  brother  Orlando  hath  a  difpofition 
to  come  in  difguisM  againfi  me  to  try  a  fail ;  to-mor- 
row, Sir,  I  wrelliefor  my  credit;  and  he  that  efcapes 
me  without  Tome  broken  limb,  Ihall  acquit  him  well. 
Your  brotlier  is  but  young  and  tender,  and  for  your 
love  I  would  be  loth  to  foil  him  ;  as  I  mufl:  for  mine 
own  honour,  if  he  come  in  ;  therefere,  out  of  my  love 
to  you,  I  came  hither  to  acquaint  you  withal,  that  ei- 
ther you  might  ftay  him  from  his  intendment,  or 
brook  fuch  difgrrxe  well  as  he  fhall  run  into  ;  in  that 
It  is  a  thing  of  his  own  fearch,  and  altogether  againft 
inv  will. 

(///.  Charles,  1  thank  thee  for  thy  lo^■e  to  me,  which 
thou  fhalt  find  I  wiii  molt  kindly  requite.  I  had  my- 
felf  notice  of  my  brother^s  purpofc  herein,  and  have 
by  underhand  means  laboured  to  diflliade  him  from  it; 
but  he  is  refolutc.  I  tell  thee,  Charles,  he  is  the  ftub^ 
borneil  young  fellow  of  France ;  full  of  ambition, 
an  envious  emulator  of  every  man's  good  parts,  a  fe- 
cret  and  viilanous  contriver  agalnfl  nie  his  natural 
brother ;  therefore  ufc  thy  difcretion  ;  I  had  as  lief 
tiiou  didft  break  his  neck,  as  his  finger.  And  thou 
wert  bed  look  to't :  for  if  thou  doft  him  any  (lioht 
difgrace,  or  if  he  do  not  mightily  grace  himfelfon 
thee,  he'  will  praftife  againft  thee  by  poifon ;  intrap 
thee  by  fome  treacherous  device  ;  and  ncter  leave  thee, 
till  he  hath  ta'en  thy  iifs  by  fome  indirect  means  ore- 
ther;  for  I  ailure  thee,  (and  ainioft  with  tearslfpeak 
it,)  there  is  not  one  fo  young  and  Co  viilanous  this 
day  living.  I  (peak  but  brotherly  of  him  ;  but  fliould 
1  anatomize  him  to  thec^as  he  is,  I  mull  blufli  and  weep, 
and  thou  muft  look  pale,  and  wonder. 

Cha.  I  am  hearliiy  glad  1  came  hither  to  you :  »f  w 
come  to-morrow.  Til  give  him  his  pavment;  if  ever 
fce  go  alone  again,  Fll  never  wreftie  for  prize  vc\o\t\ 
and  fo  God  keep  yom-  \yorfiiIp.  [£j^^^ 
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oil.  Farevvel,  good  Charles.  Now  will  I  fllr  tlus 
gamefter  :  I  hope  I  (hall  fee  an  end  of  him  ;  for  my 
foul,  yet  I  know  not  why,  hates  nothing  more  than 
he.  Yet  he's  gentle ;  never  fchooFd,  and  yet  learned  ; 
fiill  of  noble  device,  of  all  forts  Indian  ttngly  beloved, 
and  indeed  fo  much  in  the  heart  of  the  world,  and  e- 
fpecially  of  my  own  people  who  belt  kjnow  him,  that 
I  am  altogether  milprifed.  But  it  fliall  not  be  fo  long  • 
this  wreftier  Ihali  clear  all ;  nothing  remains,  but  that 
1  kindle  the  boy  thither,  which  now  I'll  go  about. 

SCENE        IV. 

Changes  to  an  open  walk  before  the  Duke^s  palace, 
jE/V^i-r  Rofilind  fi;;^'/Celia. 

Cel.  I  pray  thee,  Rofaiind,  fweet  my  coz,  be 
merr3^ 

kof.  Dear  Celia,  I  fhow  moie  mirth  than  I  am  mi- 
ftrefs  of ;  and  would  you  yet  I  were  nierrier^  Unlefs 
you  cov\ld  teach  me  to  forget  a  banifh'd  father,  you 
muft  not  learn  m.e  how  to  remember  any  extraordina- 
ry pleafure. 

Cel.  Herein  I  fee  thou  lov'ft  me  not  with  tlie  full 
weight  that  I  love  thee.  If  my  r.ncle,  thy  baniih'd  fa- 
ther, had  banlfiiM  th}'  uucle  tlic  Duke  my  father,  fo 
thou  hadfl  been  ftiil  witli  me,  I  could  have  taught  my 
love  to  take  thy  father  for  mine  ;  fo  wouJdTt  thou,  if 
the  tmth  of  U\y  love  to  me  were  fo  lighteoufiy  tem- 
pered, as  mine  Is  to  tliee. 

Rof.  Well,  I  will  forget  the  condition  of  my  eftate, 
to  rejoice  in  youi-^s. 

Cel.  You  know  my  father  hatli  no  child  but  I,  nor 
none  Is  like  to  have  ;  and,  truly*  when  he  dies,  thou 
ftjalt  be  his  heir  :  for  what  he  hath  taken  away  from 
thy  father  perforce,  I  will  render  thee  again  in  affe£li- 
on ;  by  mine  honour  I  will;  and  when  I  bieak  thai 
oath,  let  me  turn  monfter:  tlierefore,  my  fweet  Rofe, 
my  dear  Rofe,  be  merry. 

Rof.  From  henceforth  I  will,  coz,  and  devlfe  fports. 
Let  me  fse,  what  tliink  you  of  falling  in  love  ? 

Ceh 
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,  O/.  Many,  I  pr'ythee,  do,  to  make  fport  withal: 
but  love  no  man  in  good  earn  eft,  nor  no  further  ia 
fport  neither,  than  with  fafety  of  a  pure  bluih  thou 
may'ft  in  honour  come  off  again. 

Kof.  What  Ihall  be  our  fport  then  ? 

Ce/.  Let  us  fit,  and  mock  the  good  houfewlfe  For- 
tune from  her  wlieel,  that  her  gifts  may  henceforth  be 
bellowed  equally. 

Rof.  1  would  we  could  do  fo ;  for  her  benefits  are 
mightily  mifplaced,  and  the  bountiful  blind  womait 
doth  moft  miftake  in  her  gifts  to  women. 

Cel.  'Tis  true ;  for  thofe  that  Ihe  makes  fair,  (he 
fcarce  makes  honeft ;  and  thofe  that  flie  makes  honeft, 
fhe  makes  very  ill-favoured. 

Rof.  Nay,  now  thou  goeft  from  Fortune's  office  to 
Nature's  :  Fortune  reigns  in  gifts  of  the  world,  not 
JB  the  lineaments  of  nature. 

£;/^(7rTouchftone,  a  cloivit> 

Cel.  No  !  when  Nature  hath  made  a  fair  creature, 
r.iay  fhe  not  by  fortune  fail  into  the  fire?  though  Na- 
ture hath  given  us  wit  to  fiout  at  Fortune,  hath  not 
Fortune  font  in  this  fco!  to  cut  off  this  argument? 

Rof.  Indeed  there  is  fortune  too  hard  for  nature; 
when  Fortune  makes  Nature's  natural  the  cutter  off 
of  nature's  wit. 

Cel.  Peradventure  this  Is  not  Fortune's  work  nei- 
ther, but  Nature's  ;  who,  perceiving  our  natural  wits 
too  dull  to  reafon  of  fuch  goddeiTes,  hath  fent  this  na- 
tural for  our  wh«tflone  :  for  always  the  dulnefs  of  the 
fool  is  the  whetftone  of  the  wits.  How  now,  Wit^ 
whither  wander  you  ? 

do.  Miftrefs,  you  muft  come  away  to  yonr  father. 

Ce/.  Were  you  made  the  mefienger? 

C/o.  No,  by  mine  honour  j  but  I  was  bid  to  cornf 
for  you. 

Rof.  Where  learned  you  that  oath,  fooH 
Clo.  Of  a  certain  Xnight,  that  fwore  by  his  honour 
they  were  good  pancakes,  and  flvore  by  his  honour 
the  muftard  was  naught.     Now,  I'll  ftand  to  it,  the 
pancakes  were  naught,  and  the  muftard  was  good;  *"'^^ 
j-et  Vv'aa  liijt  the  Knight  foi'Iwprn. 
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C."/.  How  prove  you  that  in  the  great  heap  of  your 
knowledge? 

Kof.  Ay,  marry ;  now  unmuzzle  your  wudom. 

Clo.  Stand  you  both  forth  now  ;  llrokc  your  chins, 
and  fwear  by  your  beards  that  1  am  a  knave. 

Cel  By  our  beards,  if  we  had  them,  tliou  art. 

Clo.  By  my  knavery,  if  I  had  it,  then  I  were  ;  but 
if  you  iwear  by  that  that  is  not,  you  are  not  for- 
fworn  :  no  more  was  this  Knight  fwcaring  by  his  ho- 
nour, for  he  never  had  any ;  or  if  he  had,  he  had 
fworn  it  away,  before  ever  he  faw  thofe  pancakes  or 
that  muftard. 

Cel.  Pr'ythee,  who  is  that  thou  mean'Tt? 

Clo.  One  that  old  Frederick  your  father  loves.^ 

Cd.  My  father's  love  is  enough  to  honour  him  e- 
nough;  fpeak  no  more  of  him,  you'll  be  whippM  for 
taxation  one  of  thefe  days, 

Clo.  The  more  pity  that  fools  may  not  fpesk  wifely 
what  wife  men  do  foolillily. 

Cel.  By  my  my  troth,  thou  fay'ft  tnic  ;  for  fmce  the 
little  wit  that  fools  have  was  filenc'd,  the  little  foolery 
that  wife  men  have  makes  a  great  fliow.  Here  come^S 
Monfieur  Le  Beu. 

SCENE       V.         Enter  Le  Beu. 

Rof.  With  his  mouth  full  of  news. 

Cel.  Which  he  will  put  on  us,  as  pidgeons  feed  their 
young. 

Rof.  Then  fhall  we  be  news-crammM. 

Cel.  All  the  better,  we  ihall  be  the  more  marketable. 
Bon  jour,  Monfieur  le  Beu,  what  new^s  I 

Le  Beu.  Fair  Princefs,  you  have  loft  much  good  fport. 

Cel.  Sport ;  of  what  colour  ? 

LeBcu.  What  colour.  Madam  J  how  (hall  I  anfwer 

Rof.  As  wit  and  fortune  will. 

Clo.  Or  as  the  deftinies  decree. 

Cel.  Well  faid  ;   that  was  laid  on  with  a  trowcU 

Clo.  Nay,  if  I  keep  not  my  rank, 

Rof.  Thou  lofeft  tliy  oldfmelJ. 
Le  Beu,  You  amaze  me,  Ladies  ;  I  would  have  told 
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you  of  good  wreftling,  which  you  have  loft  the  fight  of. 

R9J.  Yet  tell  us  the  manner  of  the  wreftling. 

Le  Beu.  I  will  tell  you  the  beginning;  and,  if  It 
pleafe  your  Ladyfnips,  you  may  fee  the  "end,  fcr  tlie 
beft  is  yet  to  do ;  and  here  where  you  are  they  are 
coming  to  perform  it.  ■ 

Ccl.  Well,   the  beginning  that  is  dead  and  br.ried. 

Le  Ben.  There  comes  an  old  man  and  his  three 
fons, 

Ccl.  I  could  m?,tch  this  beginning  with  an  old  tale. 

LcBeu.  Three  proper  young  men,  of  excellent  growth 
and  prefence; 

Rof.  With  bills  on  their  necks. 

Clo.  Be  It  kiiovjn  ti7ito  all  men  h  thcfc  prcferds—-—' 

he  Beu.  The  eldefi  of  the  three  wrefticd  with  CliarlfS 
the  Duke's  wreftler ;  which  Charles  in  a  moment  threw 
him,  and  broke  three  of  his  ribs,  that  there  is  litt'c 
hope  of  life  in  him  •■  fo  he  ferv'd  the  fecond,  ard  lb 
the  third  :  yonder  they  lif ,  the  poor  old  man  their  fa- 
ther ir.aking  fuch  pitlfui  dole  over  them,  that  all  the 
beholders  take  his  part  v;ith  weepirg. 

Ko[.  Alas! 

Clo.  But  what  is  the  fport,  Monfieur,  that  the  ladies 
have  loft  I 

Le  Beu.  Why  this  that  I  fpeak  of. 

Clo.  Thus  men  may  grow  wifrr  every  ds)'' !  It  is  the 
firft  time  that  ever  I  heard  breaking  of  ribs  was  fport 
for  ladles. 

C:l.  Or  I,  I  promife  thee. 

Kof.  But  is  there  any  elfe  longs  to  fet  this  broken 
nnufic  in  his  fides  ?  is  there  yet  another  doats  upon  rib- 
breaking?  ftiall  we  fee  this  v.i-efrling,  ccuHn? 

Le  Beu.  You  nmft,  if  you  ftay  here  j  for  here  is  the 
place  appointed  for  the  wreftling;  and  they  are  ready 
to  perform  it. 

kel.  Yonder,  fure,  they  are  coming ;  let  us  row  flay 
and  fee  it. 

SCENE 
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SCENE        VI. 

Yhur'iji!'      Enter   Duke   Frederick,    Lorcbt    Orlando, 
Charles,  and  attendatits. 

Duke.  Come  on  ;  fince  the  youth  will  not  be  intreat- 
cd,  his  own  peril  on  his  forvi'ardnefs. 

Kof  Is  yonder  the  man  ? 

Le  Beu.  Even  he.  Madam. 

Cel.:M^_hs.\s  too  young ;  yet  he  looks  {uccefsfully- 

DukeyHow  now,  daughter  aridcoufm;  are  you  crept 
hither  to  fee  the  wreftling  ? 

Rof.  Ay,  my  Liege,  Co  pleafc  you  give  us  leave. 

Duke.  You  will  take  little  delight  in  it,  I  can  tell  you, 
there  is  fiich  odds  in  the  men.  In  pity  of  the  challen- 
ger's youth,  I  would  fain  diiTuade  him,  buthe  will  not 
be  intreattd.  Speak  to  him,  Ladies,  fee  if  you  caa 
move  him. 

Ccl.  Call  him  hither,  good  Monfieur  Le  Beu. 

Dnkc.  Do  fc  ;  I'll  not  be  by.  [Duke  goes  apart, 

Le  Beu.  Monfieur  the  challenger,  the  Princefies  call 
for  you. 

Orlu  I  attend  them  with  all  refpefl  and  dut)'. 

Rof.  Young  n-.an,  have  you  challcng'd  Charles  the 
wreftler? 

Orb.  No,  fair  Princcfs ;  he  Is  the  general  challenger: 
I  come  but  in,  as  others  do,  to.  try  with  him  the  ftrength 
pf  my  jT-outh. 

Ccl  Young  Gentleman,  your  fplrlts  are  too  bold  for 
your  years  :  you  have  feen  cruel  proof  of  this  man's 
ftrength.  If  you  faw  yoarfelf  with  our  eyes,  or  knew 
youifelf  with  our  judgment,  the  fear  of  yonr  adventure 
would  counfel  you  to  a  more  equal  entcrprife.  "We  pray 
you,  for  your  own  fake,  to  embrace  your  own  fafery, 
and  give  over  this  attempt. 

Rof.  Do,  j'^oung  Sir  ;  your  reputation  {hall  n<»t  there- 
fore be  mifprifed ;  we  will  make  it  our. fuit  to  the  Duke, 
that  the  wreftling  might  not  go  forward.^ 

Orlu  I  befeech  you,  punilh  me  not  with  your  hard 
thoughts,  wherein  I  confefs  me  much  guilty,  to  deny 
fo  fair  and  excellent  ladies  any  thing.    But  let  your  fair 
«yes  and  gentle  wiHies  go  with  me  to  my  trial  j  where- 
in 
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in  if  I  be  foiPd,  there  is  but  one  (ham'd  that  was' never 
gracious  ;  if  kill'd,  but  one  dead  that  is  willing  to  be 
lb.  I  fhajl  do  my  friends  no  wrong,  for  I  have  none 
to  lament  m.e ;  the  world  no  injury,  for  in  it  I  have  no« 
thing ;  only  in  the  world  I  fill  up  a  place,  which  may 
be  better  fupplied  when  1  have  made  it  empty. 

Rof.  The  little  flrength  that  I  have  I  would  it  were 
with  you. 

Ccl.  And  mine  to  eek  out  her's. 

Rof.  Fare  you  well ;  pray  Heav'n  I  be  dccclv'd  in 
you. 

Orla.  Your  hearts'  dcfires  be  with  j'-ou ! — 

Ck.:.  Come,  where  is  this  young  gallant  that  is  fo 
deiirous  to  lie  v/ith  his  mother  earth  ? 

Orld.  Ready,  Sir ;  but  his  will  hath  it  in  a  more  ma- 
deft  working. 

Duke.  You  (hall  try  but  one  fall. 

Chd.  No,  I  warrrant  your  Grace,  you  (hall  not  in- 
tieat  him  to  a  lecond,  that  have  fo  mightily  perfuadcd 
him  from  a  firft. 

Orla.  You  mean  to  mock  me  after;  you  (houldnot 
hav€  mock'd  me  before  ;   but  come  your  ways. 

Rof.  Now  Hercules  be  thy  fpeed,  j^oung  man  ! 

CeL  I  would  I  were  invifible,  to  catch  the  ftrong  fel- 
low by  the  kg  !  ^he^  ivrejik* 

Rof.  O  excellent  young  man  ! 

CeL  If  I  had  a  thunderbolt  in  mine  eye,  Tcan  tell 
who  (hould  down.  [Slmt, 

Duke.  No  more,  no  more.  [Charles  is  tkroivn. 

Orla.  Yes,  I  befeech  your  Grace  ?  I  am  not  yet  well 
breathed. 

Duke.  How  doft  thou,  Charles  ? 

he  Ben.  He  cannot  fpcak,  my  Lord. 

Duke.  Bear  him  away.    "What  is  thy  name,  young 


man' 


Oj-Iiu  Ofhuido,  my  Liege,  the  youngeft  fon  of  Sir 
Rowland  de  Boys. 

Duke.  I  would  thou  hadft  been  fon  to  fome  msn  clfel 

The  world  efteem'd  thy-father  honourable, 

But  I  did  find  him  fUIi  mine  enemy  ? 

^  Tliou 
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Thou  (hould'ft  have  better  pieas'd  me  nith  this  deed. 
Hadft  thou  defcended  from  another  hoiife. 
But  fare  thee  weJ,  thou  ait  a  gallant  youth  ; 
1  would  thou  hadfi:  to:d  me  of  another  father. 

[^Exit  Duke,  -with  his  train. 

SCENE  VII.     ^'^uxneiit  Ceiia,  Rofalind,  Orlando. 

Qd.  Were  1  my  father,  coz,  would  J  do  this  ? 

Qrl.u  I  am  more  proud  to  be  Sir  K.ow]and's  (on. 
His  youngeft  fon,  and  would  not  change  that  calling 
To  be  adopted  heir  to  Frederick. 

Kof.  My  father  lov'd  Sir  Rowland  as  his  foul, 
And  all  the  world  was  of  my  father's  mind  : 
Had  I  before  known  this  young  man  his  fon, 
Khould  have  giv'n  him  tears  unto  intreaties. 
Ere  he  fhould  thus  have  ventur'd. 

Ccl.  Gentle  coufin. 
Let  us  go  thank  him,  and  encourage  him  ; 
My  father's  rough  and  envious  difpofition 
Sticks  me  at  heart.    Sir,  you  have  well  deferv'd: 
If  you  do  keep  your  promifes  in  love. 
But  juftly  as  you  have  exceeded  all  in  promilc. 
Your  miftrefs  lliall  be  happy. 
'i?(?/.  Gentleman, 

Wear  this  for  me  ;  one  out  of  fuits  with  fortune, 
That  could  give  more,  but  that  her  hand  lacks  means. 
Shall  we  go,  coz  \    [Givijig  hhn  a  chain  from  her  ncch 

Cel  Ay,  fare  you  well,  fair  Gentleman. 

Orb.  Can   I  not  lay,  I  thank   you  \ my  better 

parts 
Are  all  thrown  down  ;  and  that,  which  here  Hands  up. 
Is  but  a  quintaine,   a  mere  lifelefs  block. 

i?<?/.  He  calls  us  back  :  my  pride  fell  with  my  for- 
tunes. 
I'll  alk  him  what  he  would.     Did  you  call.  Sir? 
Sir,  you  have  wreftled  well,  and  overthrown 
More  than  your  enemies. 

Cel  Will  you  go,  coz? 

^o[>  Have  with  you  :  fare  you  well. 

\Kxeunt  RoH  avJ  Cel, 

Or\iU  What  paifion  hangs  thefc  weights   upon  my 
tongue  \ 
Vol.  H.  X  T 
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I  cannot  Ipeak  to  her  ;  yet  iTie  urg'd  conference. 
Euttfrhe  Beu. 

0  poor  Orlando  !   thou  art  overthrown ; 

Or  Charles^  or  fomething  weaker,  mafters  thee. 

Le  Bcu,  Good  Sir,  I  do  in  friendihip  counfel  yoa 
To  leave  this  place-     Albeit  you  have  deferv'd 
High  commendation,  true  applaufe,  and  love; 
Yet  fuch  is  now  the  Duke's  condition. 
That  he  mifconftrues  all  that  you  have  done, 
The  Duke  is  humorous  ;  what  he  is  indeed, 
More  fliits  you  to  conceive,  than  me  to  fpeak  of. 

Orla.  I  thank  you,  Sir  ;   and,  pray  you,  tell  mcthis; 
Which  of  the  two  was  daughter  of  the  Duke 
That  here  was  at  the  wre/llinjr  ? 

Le  Beu.  Neither  his  daughter,  if  we  judge  by  man- 
But  yet,  indeed,    the  fhortcr  is  his  daughter;     [nmj 
The  other's  daughter  to  the  banifli'd  Duke, 
And  here  detainM  by  her  ufurping  uncle 
To  keep  his  daughter 'company ;  whofe  loves 
Are  dearer  than  the  natural  bond  of  fillers. 
Eut  I  can  tell  you,  that  of  late  this  Duke  1 

Hath  ta'en  difpleafure  'gainfl  his  gentle  niece;  I 

Grounded  upon  no  other  argument,  I 

But  that  the  people  pr'^ife  her  for  her  virtues, 
And  pity  her  for  her  good  father's  fake  : 
And,  on  my  life,  his  malice  'gainft  the  lady 
V/ill  fuddenly  break  forth.     Sir,  fare  you  well; 
Hereafter,  in  a  better  wor'd  than  this, 

1  Ihafi  defire  more  love  and  knowledge  of  you.    {Exit. 

Orla.  I  reft  n-uch  bourden  to  you  :  fare  you  well! 
Thus  muft  I  from  the  fmokc  into  the  fmotherj 
From  tyrant  Duke,  unto  a  tyrant  brother: 

But,  heav'niy  Rofa'ind  ! [Exit' 

SCENE    vin. 

Chanj^es  to  an  apartment  in  the  paliC(> 
i2f-f«/,rCelia  aw'/Rofalind. 
Cr/ Why,''coufin;  why,  Rofalind;  Cupid  have  raer* 
cy ;  not  a  word ! 

^of.  Not  one  to  throw  at  a  dog. 

Cel.  No>  thy  i*ords  arc  too  precious  to  be  caftawy 


$c.  9.  As  you  like  it.  243 

upon  curs,  throw  Tome  of  them  at  me  ;  come,  lairse 
mc  with  reafons. 

Rof.Then  there  were  two  coufins  laid  up  ;  when  the 
one  fhcu!d  be  lamM  with  reafons,  and  the  other  nriad 
without  any. 

Ce/.  But  is  all  this  for  your  father  ? 

Rof.  No,  feme  of  it  is  for  my  father's  child.  Oh, 
how  full  of  briars  is  this  working-day-world  ! 

CJ.  They  are  but  buis^  coufn,  thrown  upon  thee 
in  holiday  foolery;  if  we  walk  not  in  the  trodden  paths, 
our  very  petticoats  will  catch  them. 

Rof.  I  could  Ihake  them  off  my  coat ;  thefe  burs  arc 
in  my  heart. 

Ccl.  Hem  them  away- 

RoJ.  I  would  try,  if  I  could  cry.    Hem,   and  have 
him. 

Cel'  Come,  come,  wreftie  with  thy  afre<flions. 

Rof.  O,  they  take  the  part  of  a  better  wrefller  than 
myfelf. 

Cel.  O,  a  good  wilh  upon  you !  you  will  try'in  time, 

in  deipight  of  a  fall; but,  turning  thefe  jeils  out  of 

fervice,  let  us  talk  in  good  earneft :  is  it  poflible 
on  fuch  a  fndden  you  fhould  fail  into  Co  ftrong  a  liking 
«ith  old  Sir  Rowiand's  youngeftfon? 

Rof.  The  Duke  my  father  lovM  his  father  dearly. 

Ct/.  Doth  it  therefore  enfue  that  you  fiiould  love  his 
fon  dearly  I  By  this  kind  of  chafe  I  fhouid  hate  him  ; 
fo  r  my  father  hated  his  father  dearly  ,  yet  I  hate  not 
Orlando. 

Rof  No,  faith,  hate  him  not,  for  my  fake. 

Ce!.  Why  fnould  I  ?  doth  he  not  deferve  well? 
SCENE     IX.     E^iter  Duke,  witb  Lords. 

Rof  Let  me  love  him  for  that ;  anA  do  you  love 
him  becaufe  I  do.     Look,  here  comes  the  Duke. 

C(7.  With  his  eyes  full  of  anger. 

Duke.  Miftrefs,  difpatch  you  with  your  fafeft  haflc, 
And  get  you  from  our  court. 

Rof  Me,  uncle  ! 

Duke.  You,  coufin. 
^""ithin  thefe  ten  days,  if  that  thou  be'ft  found 
So  near  our  public  court  as  twenty  miles, 

X  3  Thott 
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Thou  dleft  for  it. 

Rof.  I  do  befeech  your  Grace, 
Let  me  the  knowledge  of  my  fault  bear  with  mc: 
If  with  myfelf  I  hold  intelligence. 
Or  have  acquaintance  with  my  own  defires ; 
If  that  I  do  not  dream,  or  be  not  frantic, 
(As  I  do  truft,  I  am  not),  then,  dear  uncle. 
Never  £o  much  as  in  a  thought  unborn 
Did  I  oifend  your  Highnefs. 

Duke.  Thus  do  all  traitors  ; 
If  their  purgation  did  confift  in  words, 
They  are  as  innocent  as  grace  itfelf : 
Let  it  fuffice  thee  that  I  truft  thee  not 

Rof.  Yet  your  mil^rufi  cannot  make  me  a  traitor; 
Tell  me  wherein  the  likelihood  depends. 

Duke.  Thou   art  thy  father's    daughter,   there's  ^ 
nouch. 

Kof.  So  was  I  when  your  Higlinefs  took  his  dllk^ 
So  was  I  when  your  Highnefs  banifii'd  him;  [dom; 
Treafon  is  not  inherited,  my  Lord  ; 
Or  if  we  did  derive  it  from  our  friends, 
V/hat's  that  to  rnc?  my  father  was  no  traitor: 
Then,  good  my  Liege,  miftake  me  not  fo  much, 
To  think  my  poverty  is  treacherous. 

Cel.  Dear  Sovcrc'gn,    hear  me  fpeak, 

Duke.  Ay,  Celia,  we  but  ftaid  her  for  your  fakfj 
E!fe  had  fhe  with  her  father  rangM  along. 

Cd.  I  did  not  then  intreat  to  have  her  flay; 
It  was  your  pleafare,   and  your  own  remorfe; 
I  was  too  young  that  time  to  value  her; 
But  now  r  know  her;  if  Ihe  be  a  traitor, 
Why  fo  am  I ;  w-e  Hill  have  flept  together, 
Rofe  at  an  ii.ftant,   learn'd,   p'ay'd,  eat  together. 
And  vvherefoe'er  we  went,  like  Juno's  flvans, 
SuH  we  went  coupVd,  and  infcparable. 

Duke.  She  is  too  fvibtle  forthee ;  and  her  fmoothni 
Her  very  filence  and  her  patience, 
Speak  to  the  people,  and  they  pity  her: 
Thou  art  a  fool ;   (he  robs  thee  of  rhy  name. 
And  thou  wilt  Tnow  more  bright,  andfhine  niorevir 
When  file  is  gone;  tiien  open  not  thy  lips :      D''?'" 
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Firm  and  irrevocable  is  my  doom, 

Which  I  have  pafs'd  upon  her ;  fhe  Is  banlfliM. 

Ce/.  Pronounce  that  fenence  then  on  me,  my  L  lege 
I  caanot  live  out  of  her  company. 

Duke.  You  are  a  fool:  you,  niece,  provide  yourfelf; 
If  you  out-ftay  the  time,  upon  mine  honour, 
And  in  the  greatnefs  of  my  word,   you  die. 

[Exeujit  Duke,  6*. 
SCENE        X. 
Cel  O  my  poor  Rofalind,  where  wilt  thou  go  ? 
Wilt  thou  change  fathers  !  I  will  give  thee  mine  : 
1  charge  thee;,  be  not  thou  more  grievM  than  I  am. 
Rof.  1  have  more  caufe. 
Cd.  Thou  haft:  not,  coufin: 
Pr'ythee,  be  chearful ;  know'ft  thou  not,  the  Duke 
Has  banifhM  me  his  daughter  ! 
Rof.  That  he  hath  not. 

Cd.  No  ?  hath  not?  Rofalind  lacks  then  the  love^, 
Which  teacheth  me  that  thou  and  I  am  one: 
Shall  we  be  funder'd  I  (hall  we  part,  fweet  glrU 
No,  let  my  father  feek  another  heir. 
Therefore  devife  with  me  how  wc  may  fly ;  * 

\^^hither  to  go,  and  what  to  bear  with  us  ; 
And  do  not  feek  to  take  your  chaige  upon  you. 
To  bear  your  griefs  yourfelf,  and  leave  me  outs 
For  by  this  heav'n,   now  at  our  forrows  pale. 
Say  what  thou  can'ft,  TU  go  along  with  thee. 
Rof  Why,  whither  (hall  we  go  ? 
Cel  To  feek  my  unc'e  In  the  foreft  of  Ardeii. 
Rof  Alas,  what  danger  will  It  be  to  us. 
Maids  as  we  are,  to  travel  forth  fo  far  ! 
Beauty  provoketh  thieves  fooner  than  gold. 

Cel.  Pll  put  myfelf  in  poor  and  mean  attire, 
And  with  a  kind  of  umber  finirch  my  face  ; 
The  like  do  you  ;  fj  (hall  we  pafs  along, 
Andreverftiraflailants. 

Rof  Were't  not  better, 
irt""^^  ^hat  I  am  more  than  common  tall,, 
^hat  I  did  fult  me  all  points  like  a  man  J 
Agaliant  cnrtie-ax  upon  my  thigh, 
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A  boar-fpear  in  iry  han»i,  ^nA  (in  m}'  heart 
Lie  there  what  hidden  woman's  fear  there  will) 
We'll  hav-"  a  (\vafhing  and  a  martial  outfide, 
As  many  other  mannifh  cowards  have, 
That  do  outface  it  with  their  femblances. 

Ctrl.  Wiiat  fliall  I  call  thee  when  thou  art  a  man  f 

Rof,  I'll  have  no  worfea  name  than  Jove's  own  page; 
And  therefore  look  you  call  me  Ganymaic. 
JBut  what  will  you  be  cali'd  I 

Cel.  Something  th.at  hath  a  reference  to  my  ftatc: 
No  longer  Cel'ui,  but  AUeria. 

Rof.  But,  Coufin,  what  if  weaflaid  to  fteal 
The  ciownift  fool  out  of  your  father's  court? 
V/ould  he  not  be  a  comfort  to  our  travel  ? 

Cel.  He'll  go  along  o'er  the  wide  world  with  me. 
Leave  me  alone  to  woo  him  ;  lets  away, 
And  get  our  jewels  a;id  cur  wealth  together; 
Devife  the  fittcfl  time,   and  fafelt  way 
To  hide  us  from  purluit  that  will  be  made 
After  my  flight ;   now  go  we  in  content 
To  liberty,  and  not  to  banifliment  \Exemt, 

A  C  T    n.        S  e  E  N  E    L 

Arden  foreft, 

'Sl.nter  Duke  fenior,  Amiens,  and  tTvs  or  three  Lord} 
like  forejias. 

Duke  fenior.  "^[^^^  my  co-mates,  and  brotliers  in 

i.^     exile. 
Hath  not  old  euftom  made  this  life  more  fvieet 
Than  that  of  painted  pomp  ?   are  not  thefe  woods 
More  free  from  peril,  than  the  envious  court' 
Here  feel  we  but  the  penalty  of  Adam, 
The  feafon's  difference  ;   as,   the  icy  phang. 
And  churlifh  chiding  of  the  winter's  wind  ; 
Which,  when  it  bites  and  blows  upon  my  body, 
Even  till  1  (hrink  with  cold,  I  fmile,   and  fay. 
This  is  no  flattery  :  thefe  are  counfellors, 
That  feelingly  perfiiade  n,c  what  I  ami 
Sweet  are  tlie  ufcs  of  adverfity, 
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Which,  like  the  toad,  ugly  and  venoitious. 

Wears  yet  a  precious  jewel  in  his  head  : 

And  this  our  life,  exempt  from  public  haunt. 

Finds  tongues  in  trees,  books  in  the  running  brooks. 

Sermons  in  ftones,  and  good  in  every  thing. 

Jmi.  I  would  not  change  it;  happy  is  your  Grace, 
That  can  tranilate  the  ftubbornnefs  of  fortune 
Into  fo  quiet  and  To  fweet  a  ftyle. 

Dtikejei:.  Come,  (hall  we  go,  and  kill  us  venifon  ! 
And  yet  it  irks  me,  the  poor  dappled  fools. 
Being  native  burghers  of  this  defart  city. 
Should,  in  their  own  con6nes,  with  forked  heads 
Have  their  round  haunches  goar'd. 

I  Lord.  Indeed,  my  Lord, 
Tlie  melancholy  Jaques  grieves  at  that; 
A.nd  in  that  kind  fwears  you  do  more  ufiirp 
Than  doth  your  brother,  that  hath  banifn'd  you. 
To-day  my  Lord  of  Amiens,  and  myfeif^ 
Did  fteal  behind  him,  as  he  lay  along 
Under  an  oak,  whofe  antique  root  peeps  out 
Upon  the  brook  that  brawls  along  this  wood  ; 
To  the  which  place  a  poor  fequeftred  flag, 
That  from  the  hunters'  aim  had  ta'en  a  hurt. 
Did  come  to  languifh  ;  and,   indeed,  my  Lord, 
The  wretched  animal  heavM  forth  fuch  groans 
That  their  dlfcharge  did  ftretch  his  leathern  coat 
Almoft  to  burfting ;   and  the  big  round  tears 
Cours'd  one  another  down  his  innocent  nofc 
In  piteous  chafe ;   and  thus  the  hairy  fool, 
Much  marked  of  the  melancholy  Jaques, 
Stood  on  th'  extremeft  verge  of  the  iwift-brook, 
Augmenting  it  with  tears. 

Duke:  fen.  But  what  faid  Jaques  ? 
Did  he  not  moralize  this  fpeOacle  ? 

I  Lord.  O  yes,  into  a  thoufand  fimilies. 
Firft,  for  his  weeping  in  the  needlefs  flream  ; 
Poor  Deer,  quoth  1  e,  thou  mak^ft  a  teftament 
As  worldlings  do,   giving  thy  fum  of  more 
To  that  which  had  too  much.     Then  being  alone, 
Left  and  abandoned  of  his  velvet  friends  i 
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'Tis  right,  quoth  he,  thus  mifery  doth  part 
The  flux  of  company.     Anon  a  carelefs  herd, 
Full  of  the  pafture,  jumps  along  by  him. 
And  never  frays  to  greet  him  :  Ay,  tjuoth  Jaques, 
Sweep  on,  you  fat  and  greafy  citizens, 
'Tis  juft  the  falhion  :   wherefore  do  you  look 
Upon  that  poor  and  broken  bankrupt  there  ? 
Ihus  moft  inveclively  he  pierceth  through 
The  body  of  the  country,  city,  court. 
Yea,  and  of  this  our  hfe  ;  f\vearing,  that  we 
Are  mere  ufurpers,  tyrants,   and  what's  worfe. 
To  fright  the  animals,   and  to  kill  them  up 
In  their  aflignM  and  native  dwelling-place. 

Duke  fen.^  And  did  you  leave  him  in  this  contem- 
plation ? 

2  Lord.  We  did,  my  Lord,  weeping  and  comment- 
ing 
Upon  the  fobbing  deer. 

D  like  [eft-   Show  me  the  p:ace  ; 
I  love  to  cope  him  In  thcfe  fullen  fits. 
For  then  he's  full  of  matter. 

2  Lord.  Fli  bring  yon  to  him  flralght.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE     II.     Changes  to  the  palace  again. 
Enter  Duke  Frederick,  ivith  Lords. 
Duke.  Can  it  be  pofGble,  that  no  man  faw  themJ 
It  cannot  be  ;  fome  villains  of  my  court 
Are  of  confent  and  fufferance  in  thi«. 

1  Lord.  I  cannot  hear  of  any  that  did  fee  her. 
The 'adies,  her  attendants  of  her  chamber. 
Saw  her  a  bed,   and  in  the  n-^orning  early 
They  found  the  bed  untreafur'd  of  their  miftrefs. 

2  Lord.    My  Lord,    the   roynifh  clown  at  whoa 
fo  oft 

Your  Grace  was  wont  to  laugh,  Is  alfo  miffing  : 

Hefperia,   the  Princeis'  gentleworran, 

ConfelTes,  that  fhe  fecretly  overheard 

Your  dangbter  and  her  coufin  iruch  commend 

The  parts  and  graces  of  the  wrcfiier. 

That  did  but  lately  foil  the  fincwy  Charles  j 
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And  (he  believes,  whcre-ever  they  are  gone, 
That  youth  is  furely  in  their  company. 

Duke.  Send  to  his  brother,  fetch  tbat  gallant  hither: 
If  he  be  abfent,  bring  his  brother  to  me, 
I'll  make  him  find  him  ;   do  this  fuddenly; 
And  let  not  fearch  and  inquifition  quail 
To  bring  again  thefe  fooiiih  runaways.         ,      Exeunt. 
SCENE     III.     Changes  to  Olivet's  Iqufc, 
Enter  Orlando  and  Adam. 

Orh.  Who's  there? 

Adiin.  What !    my  young  maftcr  \  oh,  my  gentle 
mafter, 
Oh,  my  fweet  mafter,  O  you  memory 
Of  old  Sir  Rowland  !  why,  what  make  you  here  ' 
Why  are  you  virtuous?   why  do  people  love  you? 
And  wherefore  are  you  gentle,  ftrong,  and  valiant  ? 
Why  would  you  be  fo  fend  to  overcome 
The  bony  prifer  of  the  humorous  Duke  ? 
Your  praife  is  come  too  fwiftly  home  before  yoi. 
Know  you  not,  Mafter,  to  forne  kind  of  men 
Their  graces  ferve  them  but  as  enemies  ? 
No  more  do  yours  ;   your  virtues,  gentle  Mafter, 
Are  fanftified  and  holy  traitors  to  you. 
Oh,  what  a  world  is  this,   when  what  is  comely 
Invenoms  him  that  bears  it  I 

Orld,  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Adam.  O  unhappy  youth, 
Come  not  within  thefe  doors  ;  within  this  roof 
The  enem}'^  of  all  your  graces  lives  : 

Your  brother- (no  ;  no  brother ;  yet  the  fon,  ■     ■• 

Yet  not  the  fon  ;  I  will  not  call  him  fon 

Of  him  I  was  about  to  call  his  father). 

Hath  heard  your  praifes,  and  this  night  he  means 

To  burn  the  lodv^ing  where  you  ufe  to  lie, 

And  you  within  it  ;   if  he  fail  of  that, 

He  will  have  other  means  to  cut  you  off; 

I  overheard  him,   and  his  praftices  : 

This  Is  no  place,  this  lioufe  is  b\it  a  butchery ; 

Abhor  it,  fear  it,  do  not  enter  it. 


•». 
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Orlu  "Why,  whither,  Adam,  wouldft  thou  hive  mc 
go? 

j^iiim.  No  matter  whither,  fo  you  come  not  here. 

Orla.  What,    wouldli:  thou  have  me  go  and  bee 
my  food  ?  * 

Or  with  a  bafe  and  boiflerous  fword  enforce 
A  thievini  iiving  on  the  common  road? 
This  I  muft  do,  or  know  not  what  to  do  : 
Yet  this  I  will  not  do,  do  how  I  can  ; 
I  rather  wiJl  fubjeft  mc  to  the  malice 
Of  a  diverted  i>iood,   and  b;oody  brother. 

Adam.  But  do  not  fo  ;  I  have  five  hnridred  crownSj 
The  thrifty  hire  I  favM  under  your  father, 
Wh  ch  1  did  flore,  to  be  my  fofter-nurfe 
When  fervice-fnouid  in  my  oM  iimbs  lie  lame. 
And  unregarded  af^c  in  corners  thrown  : 
Take  that ;   and  he  that  doth  the  ravens  feed. 
Yea,  providently  caters  f c  r  the  frarrow. 
Be  comfort  to  my  age  !  here  is  the  goM, 
An.  this  I  give  jrou,  iet  me  be  your  fervsnt ; 
Though  I  look  oM,  yet  I  am  ftrong  and  iufty ; 
For  in  my  youth  I  never  did. apply 
Hot  and  rebe'Iious  licjuovs  in  my  blood; 
Nor  d-d  i  with  unbafhfuJ  forcliead  woo 
The  ireans  of  weaknefs  and  debility; 
Therefore  my  age  is  as  a  lufcy  winter, 
FroPijr,   but  kindly  ;   let  me  go  with  you  ; 
Fll  do  the  fervice  of  a  ^^^ounger  man 
In  all  your  bufinefs  and  neccffities. 

Orli.  Oh  !  good  old  rnan,  how  well  in  tliee  appcai-S 
The  conftant  (ervice  of  the  antique  world; 
When  fervice  fweat  for  duty,  not  for  meed ! 
Thou  art  not  for  the  falliion  nf  thefe  times. 
Where  none  will  fweat,  but  for  promotion  ; 
And  having  that,   do  cHoak  their  fervice  up 
Even  with  the  having ;  it  is  not  fo  with  thee  ; 
But,  poor  old  man,  thou  prun'fl  a  rotten  tree, 
That  cannot  fo  much  as  a  blofTom  yxtXA, 
In  lieu  of  all  thy  pains  and  hudiandry. 
JBut  com.e  thy  ways^,  we'll  go  along  together; 
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And  ere  we  have  thy  youthful  wages  Ipent, 
We'll  light  upon  Come  fettled  low  content. 

Adam.  Mafter^  go  on  ;  and  I  will  follow  theo 
To  the  lafl  gafp,  with  truth  and  loyalty. 
From  feventeen  3' ears  till  now,  almoft  fourlcore, 
Here  lived  I,  but  now  live  here  no  more. 
At  feventeen  years,  many  their  fortunes  feek  ; 
But  at  fourfcore,  it  is  too  late  a  week  ; 
Tet  Fortune  cannot  recompenfe  n;c  better 
Than  to  die  well,  and  not  my  mafter's  debtor. 

[ExeunU 

SCENE     IV.       Changes  to  the  fcreft  of  Arden.  ^ 
£«f^r  Rofalind  /'«   bofs  deaths  for  Ganymede,  Cclii 
drtjs'd  like  a  Jhephvrdefi  for  AUena,   and  Clown. 

Rof.  O  Jupiter  !   how  \vear3f  are  my  fpirits  ? 

Clo.  I  care  not  for  my  fpirits,  if  my  legs  were  not 
weary. 

Rof.  I  could  find  in  my  heart  to  difgracc  my  man's 
apparel,  and  cry  like  a  woman  ;   but  I  muft  comfort  the 
weaker  velTel,   as  doublet  and  hofe  ought  to  (how  itfelf 
courageous   to    petticoat;    therefore,    courage,    good 
Alicna. 

Cel  I  pray  5-00,  bear  with  me,- 1  can  go  no  further. 

Clo.  For  my  part,  I  had  rather  bear  with  you,  than 
bear  you  ;  yet  I  (hould  bear  no  crofs  if  I  did  bear  you ; 
fori  think,-  you  have  no  money  in  your  purfe. 

Rof.  Well,  this  is  the  foreft  of  Arden. 

Clo.  Ay;  now  I  am  in  Arden,  the  more  fool  T; 
when  I  was  at  home,  I  was  in  a  better  place  ;  but  tra- 
vellers mufl  be  content. 

Rof.  Ay,  be  fo,  good  Touchflone.     Look  you,  who 
comes  here ;  a  young  man  and  an  old  in  folemn  talk. 
Knter  Corin  and  Silvius. 

Cor.  That  is  tlie  way  to  rr.ake  her  (corn  you  ftill. 

S-jl.  O  Corin,   that  thou  knew'ft  how  I  do  love  her  ? 

Cor.  I  partly  guefs  ;  for  I  have  lov'd  ere  now. 

Sj/.  No,  Corin,  being  old,   thou  can'ft  not  guefs. 
Though  in  thy  youth  thou  waft  as  tiiie  a  lover. 
As  ever  figh'd  upon  a  m.idnight  pillow  ; 
But  if  thy  love  were  ever  like  to-  mine, 
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(Ab  {ure,  I  think,  did  never  man  love  Co,) 
How  n^.any  a<ftions  mofl  ridiculous 
Hafl  thou  been  drawn  to  by  thy  fantafy  ? 
.  Cor.  Into  a  thoufand  that  I  have  forgotten. 

5)7.  O,  thou  didll  then  ne'er  love  fo  heartily; 
If  thou  remember'ft  not  the  filchteft  folly, 
That  ever  love  did  make  thee  run  into  ; 

Thon  haft  not  lovM. 

Or  if  thou  haft  not  fat  as  I  do  now, 
Wearying  the  hearer  in  thy  miftrefs'  praifc. 
Thou  haft  not  lovM.— — 
Or  if  thou  haft  not  broke  from  company 
Abruptly,  as  my  paftion  now  makes  me; 

Thou  haft  not  lovVt. 

OPhebe!  Phebe  !  Phe be  !  [ExJt  Syl 

Rof.  Alas,  poor  ftiephcrd  !  fearching  of  thy  wound, 
I  have  by  hard  adventure  found  my  own. 

C/o.  And  I  mine.  I  remember,  when  I  was  In  love, 
I  broke  my  fword  upon  a  ftone,  and  bid  him  take  that 
for  coming  a-nights  to  Jane  Smile;  and  I  remember 
the  kifting  of  her  batlet,  and  the  cow's  dugs  that  her 
pretty  chopt  hands  had  miikM;  and  I  remember  the 
wooing  of  a  peafcod  inftead  of  her,  from  whom>I 
took  two  cods,  and  giving  her  them  again,  faid  with 
weeping  tears,  Wear'thefe  for  my  fake.  We  that  arc 
true  lovers,  run  into  ftrange  capers ;  but  as  all 
is  mortal  in  nature,  fo  is  ail  nature  in   love  mortal  in 

folly. 

Rof.  Thou  fpeak'ft  wifer  than  thou  art  ware  of. 

CIo.  Nay,  I  Ihall  ne'er  be  ware  of  mine  own  wit,  till 
I  break  my  ftiins  again  ft  it. 

.  Rof.  Jove  !  Jove  !  this  Ihepherd's   palTion  is  much 
Dpon  my  fafhicn.  ., 

C/o.  And  mine ;  but  It  grows  fom.ething  fta^e  wita 

IPC. 

Cel.  T  pray  you,  one  of  you  queftion  yond  man, 
If  he  for  gold  will  give  us  any  foodj 
I  faint  almoft  to  death. 

C/o.  Holla;  you,  clown! 

R6f.  PcacC;  fool;  he's  not  thy  kinfman. 
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Cor.  Wlio  calls  ? 

Clo.  Your  betters,  Sir. 

Cor.  Elfe  they  are  very  wretched. 

Rof.  Peace,  1  fay ;  good  even  to  you,  friend. 

Cor.  And  to  you,  gentle  Sir,  and  to  you  all. 

Rof  I  pr'ythee,  (hepherd,  if  that  love  or  wold 
Can  in  this  defart  place  by  entertainment, 
Bring  us  where  we  may  reft  ourfelvcs,  and  feed; 
Here's  a  young  maid  with  travel  much  opprefs'd. 
And  faints  for  fuccour- 

Cor.  Fair  Sir,  I  pity  her. 
And  wifii  for  her  fake,  more  than  for  mine  own, 
My  fortunes  v.'ere  more  able  to  relieve  her: 
But  I  am  fhepherd  to  another  man. 
And  do  not  flicer  the  fleeces  that  I  grafe ; 
My  mafler  is  of  chnrlifh  difpofition. 
And  little  wreaks  to  find  the  way  to  heav'n 
By  doing  deeds  of  hofpitality  : 
Befides,  his  cote,  his  flocks,  and  bounds  of  feed 
Arc  now  on  fale,  and  at  our  (hecp-cote  now. 
By  reafon  of  his  abfence,  there  is  nothing 
That  you  will  feed  on  ;  but  what  is,  come  fee, 
And  in  my  voice  moft  welcome  (hall  you  be. 

E/)f.  What  is  he  that  fliall  buy  his  flock  and  na- 
fture  ?  ^ 

Cor.  That  young  fw'ain  that  you  faw  here  but  ere 
while. 
That  litt'c  cares  for  buying  any  thing. 

Rof.  I  pray  thee,  if  it  ftand  with  honeftjr. 
Buy  thou  the  cottage,  pafture,  and  the  flock. 
And  thou  flialt  have  to  pay  for  it  of  us. 

Cel.  And  we  will  mend  thy  wages. 
I  Hke  this  place,  and  willingly  could  wafte 
My  time  in  it. 

Cor.  Afluredly,  the  thing  is  to  be  fold; 
Go  with  m.e ;  if  you  like,  upon  report, 
The  foil,  the  profit,  and  this  kind  of  life, 
I  will  your  very  faithful  feeder  be  ; 
And  buy  it  with  your  gold  right  fuddenly.       [Exeiajt. 

VoL.U,  Y  SCENF. 
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SCENE     V.       Changes  to  a  dejart  part  of  thefirejf, 
EAter  Amiens^  Jai^ucs,  and  others. 

SONG. 

Under  the greernveod-treCf 
Who  loves  to  lie  -with  me.y 
j4n'ii  tune  his  mern  note, 
Vfito  t-^epivect  bird's  throat 
Come  hither,  come  hither,  come  hither : 
Here  fiall  he  fee 
TSfo  enemy, 
But  -winter  and  tough  weather. 
Jaq.  More,  more,  I  pr'ythee,  more. 
Ami.    It  will  make   you    melancholy,    Moufieur 
Ja^ues. 

Jag.  I  thank  it;  more,  I  pr'ythee,  more;  I  can 
fuck  melancholy  Gut  of  a  fong,  as  a  weazel  fucks  eggs: 
more,  I  pr'ythee,  more. 

Ami.  My  voice  is  rugged  ;  I  know  I  cannot  plcafc 

Jaq.  I  do  not  defire  you  to  pleafe  me,  I  do  aefire 
you  to  fmg ;  come,  come,  another  ftanzo ;  call  you 
^em  ftanzo's  ? 

Ami.  What  you  will,  Monfieur  Jaques. 

Jag.  Nay,  I  care  not  for  their  names,  they  owe  me 
nothing. Will  you  fng  ? 

Ami.  More  at  your  reqneft,  than  to  pleafe  mylelf. 

Jag.  Well  then,  if  ever  I  thank  any  man,  I'll  thank 
vou ;  but  that  they  call  compliments,  is  like  the  en- 
counter of  two  dog-apes.  And  when  a  man  thanks 
me  heartily,  metlilnks  I  have  given  him  a  penny,  and 
he  renders  me  the  bejrgar'y  thanks.  Come,  fing;  aD<> 
you  that  will  not,  hold  vonr  tongues. — 

Ami.  Well,  I'll  end  the  fong,  Sirs ;  cover  the 
xvhi!e;  the  Duke  will  dine  under  this  tree;  he 
hath  been  al'.  this  day  to  look  you. 

Jag.  And  I  have  been  all  this  day  to  avoid  hrni. 
lie  is  too  dlfputable  for  my  company;  I  think  ot  as 
many  matters  as  he,  but  I  give  heav'n  thanks,  and 
inake  po  boaft  of  them.    ComC;  warble,  come. 
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SONG. 

JVho  ^oth  amkiiionjlufi, 
^>id  loves  to  lie  t^t't^  fujty 
Seekr-:g  the  food  he  eats, 
And p leaf s^d  wuh  nvkat  he  gets; 
Come  hither,  come  hither,  come  hither; 
Hsre  palihejee 
hfo  encmj, 
But  -winter  and  rough  "weather. 
Ja(}.  Vi\  give  you  a  verfe  to  this  note,  that  I  maae 
ycfterday  in  defpight  of  my  invention. 
Ami.  And  I'll  fmg  it. 
Jaq.  Thus  it  goes. 

If  it  do  come  to  pafs. 
That  any  tnan  turn  ufs ; 
Leavif/g  his  "wealth  and  eafe 
A  fiubborn  "will  to  pleafe, 
Due  ad  me,  due  ad  me,  due  ad  me^ 
Here  fh all  he  fee 
Grofs  fools  ns  he, 
An  if  he  "will  come  to   me. 
Ami.  What's  that  Due  ad  me  ? 
_  faq.  Tis  a  Greek  invocation,  to  call  fools   Into  a 
circle.    FH  go  to  fleep  if  I  can;   if  1  cannot,  Til  rail  ar 
gainft  all  the  firft-born  of  Egypt. 

Ami.  And  I'll  go  feek  the  Duke;  his  banquet  Is 

prepared.  {Exeunt,  feverall)'. 

SCENE    VI.     Enter  OrlanUo  and  Adam. 

Aiam.  Dearmafler,     lean  go  no  further;  O,  I  die 

for  food  !  here  lie  1  down,  and  meafiarc  out  my  grave, 

FareweJ,  kind  mafter. 

Orla,  Why,  how  now,  Adaml  no  greater  heart  la 
thee  ?  live  a  little  ;  comfort  a  little ;  cheer  thyfelf  a 
little.  If  this  uncouth  foreft  yie'd  any  thing  favage, 
\  will  either  be  food  for  it,  or  bring  it  for  food  to 
thee:  thy  conceit  is  nearer  death,  than  thy  powers. 
For  my  fake  be  comfortable,  hold  death  a  while  at  the 
arm's  end.  I  will  be  here  with  thee  prefently  ;  and 
jf  I  bring  thee  not  fomething  to  eat,  I'll  give  thee 
leave  to  die.  Bjt  if  thou  dieft  before  I  come,  thou 
art  a  mocker  of  my  labour.     Weil  faid,  thou  look'ft 

Y  2  cheerly. 
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cheeily.  Andril  be  v;ith  thee  quickly ;  yet  thou  lieft 
in  the  bleak  air.  Come,  I  will  bear  thee  to  (bme  (hcltcr, 
and  thou  (halt  not  die  for  lack  of  a  dinner,  if  there  live 
any  thing  in  this  defart.    Checrly,  good  Adam. 

[Exeunt. 
SCENE  VII. 

Enter  Duke  fen.  and  Lords.    [A  table  fet  out, 

DukefeJi.  I  think  he  is  transform^  into  a  beaf^ 
For  I  can  no  where  find  him  like  a  man. 

I  Lor:!.  My  Lord,  he  is  but  even  now  gone  hence. 
Here  was  he  merry,  hearing  of  a  fong. 

Duke  fen.  If 'he,  compaft  of  jars,  grow  mufical, 
We  (hall  have  fiiortly  difcord  in  the  (phcres  : 
Go,  feek  him  ;  tell  him,  I  would  fpeak  with  him. 

Enter  Jaques.. 

I  Lord.  He  faves  my  labour  by  his  own  approach. 

Duke  fen.  V^^hy,  how  now,  Monficur,  what  a  life  is 
this, 
That  your  poor  friends  niuft  woo  your  company? 
What?  you  look  merrily. 

faq.  A  fool,    a  fool ; 1  met  a  fool  i'  th'  forcft, 

A  motley  fool;   a  miferab'e  varlet  ! 

As  1  do  live  by  food,  I  met  a  fool. 

Who  laid  him  down  and  baftcM  him  in  the  fun, 

And  rail'd  on  Lady  Fortune  in  good  terms, 

!n  good  fet  terms,  and  yet  a  motely  fool. 

Good  morrow,  fool,  quoth  I ;  No,  Sir,  quoth  he, 

■Call  me  not  fool,  till  Heaven  hath  fent  me  fortune; 

And  then  he  drew  a  dial  from  his  poak. 

And  lookinp;  on  it  v-'ith  lack-lnftre  eye, 

£ays,  very  wifely.  It  is  ten  o'clock  : 

Thus  may  we  fee,  quoth  he,  how  the  world  wags; 

^Tis  but  an  hour  ago  fince  it  was  nine, 

And  after  one  hour  more  ^twill  be  eleven ; 

And  fo  from  hour  to  hour  we  ripe  and  ripe, 

Aiid  tlien  from  hour  to  hour  we  rot  and  rot, 

And  thereby  h-^ngs  a  tale.     When  I  did  hear 

The  motley  fool  thus  moral  on  the  time. 

My  lungs  began  to  crow  like  chanticleer, 

That  fools  fhouid  be  fo  deep  contemplative: 
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And  I  did  laugh,  Tans  intermiflion. 
An  hour  by  his  diai.     O  nobie  fool, 
A  worthy  tool !  motley's  the  only  wear. 

Duke  Jen.  What  fool  is  this? 

'Jaq.  O  worthy  fool!  one  that  hath  been  a  courtier. 
And  fays,  if  ladies  be  but  young  and  fair. 
They  have  the  gift  to  know  it :  and  in  his  brain. 
Which  is  as  dry  as  the  remainder-bilket 
After  a  voyage,  he  hath  ftrange  places  cramm'd 
With  obfervation,  the  which  he  vents     • 
In  mangled  forms.     O  that  I  were  a  fool  I 
I  am  ambitious  for  a  motley  coat. 

Duke  fen.  Thou  Ihalt  have  one. 

Jaq.  It  is  my  only  fuit ; 
Provided  that  you  weed  your  better  judgments 
Of  all  opinion,  that  grows  rank  in  them, 
That  I  am  wife.     I  muft  have  liberty 
Withal,  as  large  a  charter  as  the  wind. 
To  blow  on  whom  I  pleafe  ;  for  ib  fools  have ,' 
And  they  that  are  mod  gailed  with  my  folly. 
They  moft  mufl  laugh.     And  why,  Sir,  mult  they  fo? 
The  why  is  plain,  as  way  to  pariQi-church  ; 
He  whom  a  fool  doth  very  wifely  hit. 
Doth  very  foolifhly,  although  he  fmart. 
Not  to  feem  fenfelels  of  the  bob.     If  not. 
The  wife  man's  folly  is  anatomiz'd 
Even  by  the  fquand'ring  glances  of  a  fool. 
Invcft  me  in  my  motley,  give  me  leave 
To  fpeak  my  mind,  and  I  will  through  and  through 
Cleanfe  the  foul  body  of  th'  infefted  world. 
If  they  will  patiently  receive  my  medicine. 

Duke  fen.  Fie  on  thee !  I  can  tell  what  thou  wouldft 
do. 

facj.  What,  for  a  counter,  would  I  do  but  good? 

Duke  fen.  Moft  mifchievous  foul  fin,  in  chiding  fin: 
For  thou  thyfelf  haft  been  a  libertine, 
As  fenfual  as  the  brutifh  fting  itfelf ; 
And  al'  th'  emboiTed  fores  and  headed  evils. 
That  thou  with  licence  of  free  foot  haft  caught, 
\VouidIl  thou  diigorge  into  the  general  world. 

Y  3  .  7^j[.. 
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Jiuj.  Why,  who  cries  out  on  priv4e. 
That  cf,n  therein  tax  any  private  party  ? 
-Doth  it  not  flow  as  hugely  as  the  fea, 
Till  that  the  very  very  means  do  ebb  ? 
What  woman  in  the  city  do  I  name, 
Y/hen  that  I  fay,  the  city-woman  bears 
The  coft  of  princes  on  unworthy  ihoulders? 
AVho  can  come  in,  and  fay,  thst  1  mean  her; 
When  fuch  a  one  as  fhe,  fuch  is  her  neighbour? 
Or  what  is  he  of  bafcft  fundion. 
That  fays,  his  bravery  is  not  on  my  coft ; 
'Ihuiklng,   th?tl  mean  him  ;  but  therein  fuits 
His  folly  to  the  metal  of  my  fpecch? 
There  then  ;  how  then  ?  what  then  ?  kt  mc  fee  where- 
My  tongue  hath  wrong'd  him  ;   if  it  do  him  right,  [in 
Then  he  hath  wrong'd  himfelf ;  if  he  be  free, 
Why,^  then  my  taxing,   like  a  wild  goofe,  flies 
UnciaimM  of  any  man.     But  who  comes  here  ? 
SCENE  VJIl.    E^dcr  Orlando,  ivith  his  /-word  dnnm 

Or/a.  Forbear,  and  eat  no  more. 

Jap  Why  I  have  eat  none  yet. 

Or/^.  Nor  flia  t  thou,  till  neceflity  be  fervM. 

jatj.  Of  what  kind  (liould  this  cock  come  of? 

Dide  fen.  Art  thou  thus  bolden'd,  mian,  by  thy  di- 
Cr  clfe  a  rude  defpifer  of  good  manners,  [flrefs  \ 

That  in  civility  thou  feem'ft  fo  empty? 

Or  la.  You  touch'd  my  vein  at  firft  j  the  thorny  point 
Of  bare  diflrefs  hath  ta'en  from  me  the  (hew 
Of  fjnooth  civility  ;  5ret  am  I  in-lard  bred. 
And  know  fome  nurture     Bnt  forbear,  I  fay. 
He  dies  that  touches  any  of  this  fruit, 
TJil  I  and  1.  y  affairs  are  anfvvered. 

Jaq.  If  you  will  not 
Be  apiwercd  w'th  reafon,  I  muft  die. 

Duke  fen.  What  would  you  have  ?  Your  gentlenefs 
fhall  force. 
Mere  than  your  force  move  us  to  gentlenefs. 

Grid.  T  alrrofl  die  for  food,  and  Jet  me  have  it. 

Dtikefn.  Sit  down  and  feed,  and  welcome  to  cwr 

Orh> 
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Orh.  Speak  you  fo  gently  J  pardon  me,  I  pray  you; 
I  thought  that  all  thmgs  had  been  favage  here  ; 
And  therefore  put  I  on  the  countenance 
Of  ftern  commandrrent.     But  whate'er  you  are, 
That  in  this  defart  inacceflible, 
Under  the  fhade  of  melancholy  boughs, 
Lofe  and  negled  the  creeping  hours  of  time  ; 
If  ever  you  have  look'd  on  better  days ; 
If  ever  been  where  bells  have  knoU'd  to  church; 
If  ever  fat  at  any  good  man's  feaft ; 
If  ever  from  jrour  eye-lids  wipM  a  tear. 
And  know  vi'hat  'tis  to  pity,   and  be  pity'd; 
Let  gentlencfs  my  flrong  in fo rcem  en  t  be, 
In  the  which  hope  I  bluili,  and  hide  n>y  fword. 

Duke  fen.  True  is  it  that  we  have  feen  bttter  dayS^^ 
•And  have  with  holy  bell  been  knoU'd  to  church; 
And  fat  at  good  men's  feafts,   and  wip'd  our  eyes 
Of  drops  that  facred  pity  had  engender'd  : 
■  And  therefore  fit  you  down  in  gentlenefs. 
And  take  upon  command  what  he'p  we  have, 
That  to  your  wanting  may  be  miniflred. 

OrLi.  Then  but  forbear  your  food  a  little  while, 
Whiles,  like  a  doe,  I  go  to  f  nd  my  fawn. 
And  give  it  food.     There  is  an  old  poor  m.an, 
Who  after  me  hath  m.any  a  weary  fttp 
Limp'd  'n  pure  love  ;   till  he  be  firft  fijffic'd, 
Opprefs'd  with  two  weak  evils,  age  and  hunger, 
I  will  not  touch  a  bit 

Duke  fen.  Go  f  nd  him  out. 
And  we  wi''  nothing  waf^e  till  you  return. 

Orla.  I  thank  ye  ;  and  be  blefs'd  for  your  good  com- 
fort !  \ExiU 
SCENE       IX. 
Duke  fen >  Thou  feeft,  we  are  not  all  alone  unhappy;  _ 
This  w'de  ard  univerfal  theatre 
Prpfents  more  wof\-l  pageants,   than  the  fcenc 
Wherein  we  play  in. 

faq.  AH  the  wor'd's  a  ftage. 
And  all  thf  n  en  ard  wonen  merely  players  J 
They  have  their  E^its  and  their  entrances, 
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And  one  man  In  his  time  plays  many  parts : 
His  arts  being  feven  ages.     At  firfl  the  infant, 
Mewling  and  puking  in  the  nurfe's  arms. 
And  then  the  whining  fchool-boy,  with  his  fatchcl, 
And  ihJning  morning-face,  creeping  like  ihail 
Unwillingly  to  fchool.     And  then  the  lover. 
Sighing  like  furnace,  with*  woful  ballad 
Made  to  his  mirtrefs'  eye-brow.     Then  a  foldier. 
Full  of  ftrange  oaths,  and  bearded  like  the  pard, 
Jealous  in  honour,  fuddcn  and  quick  in  quarrel ; 
Seeking  the  bubble  reputation 
Even  in  the  cannon's  mouth.     And  then  the  jufticC; 
In  fair  round  belly,  with  good  capon  linM, 
With  eye   fevere,  and  beard  of  fornj^l  cut. 
Full  of  wife  faws  and  iHodcrn  inflances. 
And  fo  he  plays  his  part.     Tlie  fixth  age  Ihifts 
Into  the  lean  and  llipper'd  pantaloon. 
With  fpeAacles  on  nofe,  and  pouch  on  fide; 
His  youthful  hofe  well  iav'd,  a  world  too  wide 
For  his  fhrunk  fTiank ;    and  his  big  manly  voice. 
Turning  again  toward  childifh  treble,  pipes. 
And  whiftles  in  his  found.     Laft  fcene  of  all, 
That  ends  this  flracge  eventfu:  hiftory. 
Is  fecond  childifhnefs,  and  mere  oblivion. 
Sans  teeth,  fans  eyes,   fans  tafte,  fans  every  thing. 

SCENE     X.         Entr  Orlando,  lokh  Adam. 

Duk.  fen.  Welcome  :  fet  down  your  venerable  bur* 
And  let  him  feed.  [<lcn» 

Oria.  I  thank  you  moft  for  him 

Ad.im.  So  had  you  need, 
I  fcarce  can  fpeak  to  thank  you  for  myfelf. 

Duke  fen.  Welcome,  fall  to  :   1  wiirnot  trouble  yoU, 
As  vet  to  queftion  you  about  your  fortunes. 
Give  us  fome  mufic ;   and  good  coufin,  fing. 

SONG. 
'BloiVt  hlo-w,  thou  ivintcr  'whidf 
Thou  art  not  jo  tmktnd 

As  man's  ingratitude  ; 
Thy  tooth  is  not  fo  keen, 
'SiZiiufe  ti.cti  art  not  Jliectif  ..,■ 
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j^ItLo*  thy  breath  be  rude. 
Heigh  ho  !  fitig,   heigh  ho  !  unto  the  green  holly  ; 
Moft  friendpip  is  feigning;  moft  loving  merefoU^, 
Then  heigh  ho,  the  hollj  I 
This  life  is  moft  jolly, 
freeze,  freeze,  thou  bitter  /kj^ 
That  doft  not  bite  fo  nigh 
As  benefits  forgot : 
Tho'  thou  the  -waters  ivurpf 
TIry  fting  is  not  fo  fhxrp 

As  frie7id  reme7nbef^d  not. 
Heigh  ho !  ft;g,  8cc. 
Duke  fen.  If  that  you  were  the  good  Sir  B-owIand'tf 
fon, 
As  you  have  whifperM  faithfully  you  were, 
And  as  mine  eye  dotli  his  effigies  witnefs, 
Moft  truJy  limnM,  and  living  in  yonr  face, 
Be  truly  welcome  hither.     I'm  the  Duke, 
That  lov'd  your  father.     The  'refidue  of  your  fortune 
Go  to  my  cave  nnd  te'l  me.     Good  old  man. 
Thou  art  right  welcome,  as  thy  niafter  is  ; 
Support  him  by  the  arrp  ;    give  me  vcnr  hand, 
And  let  me  ail  your  fortunes  underfland.         [Exeunt; 

ACT        III.  SCENE        I. 

The  palace. 
Enter  Duke,   Lords,   an-l  Oliver. 
Me.  "VT  OT  fee  him  fnce  ?  Sir,  Sir,  that  cannot  be  : 
.  "'  v/erc  I  not  the  better  partmade  mercy, 

1  mould  not  feek  an  abfent  argument 
Of  my  revenge,  thou  prefcnt :  but  look  to  It; 
Find  out  thy  brother,  wherefoe'er  he  is; 
Seek  him  with  cand'e  ;  br'ng  hio^  dead  or  IiTlng, 
wiijin  this  twelvemonth;    or  turn  thou  no  more 
To  feek  a  living  in  our  territory. 
Thy  lands  and  al!  things  that  thou  doft  call  thine, 
Worth  feizire,   do  we  feize  into  our  hands  ; 
Till  thou  c  ;nft  quit  thee  by  thy  brother's  mouth, 
wt  whatwc  think  againft  thee. 

Qli: 
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Olt.  Oh  that  your  Highnefs  knew  my  heart  in  this : 
I  never  lov'd  my  brother  in  my  life. 

Duke.  More  villain  thou.     Well,  pufh  him  out  of 
doors  : 
And  let  my  otiiccrs  of  fuch  a  nature 
Make  an  extent  upon  his  houfe  and  lands  : 
Do  this  expediently,  and  turn  him  going.       [Exeunt, 
SCENE    II.      ChV7^es  to  tke  foreft. 
Ent^'rOxi2ivAQ. 

Orli.  Hang  there,  my  verfe,  in  witnefs  of  my  love; 

And  thou  thrice-crowned  queen  of  nig,ht  furvey, 
With  thy  chaGe  eyC;   fro/n  thy  pa!e  fphere  above, 

Thy  huntrefs'  na,i:e  that  my  full  life  doth  fway. 
O  Rofa'ind!    thefe  trees  (hail  be  my  books, 

And  in  their  barks  my  thou;;hts  I'i!  charadcr; 
That  every  ej'^e  which  in  this  foreft  looks. 

Shall  fee  thy  virtue  witnefs'd  every  where. 
Pain,  run,  Or-ando,  carve,   on  every  tree, 
The  fair,  the  chaffe,  and  unexpreflive  (he.  \Jb:tl 

SCENE     III.       Enter  Coxm  rt«7  Clown 

Cor.  And  how  like  you  this   fhepherd's  life,  Mr. 
Touchftone? 

Clo.  Trn'y*  Ihepherd,  in  refpeft  of  itfelf,  it  isi 
good  life;  but  in  refp eft  that  it  is  a  fhepherd's  life, 
it  is  naught.  In  refpeift  that  it  is  folitary,  I  li!ie  it 
very  well;  but  in  refj-C'l  that  it  is  private,  it  is  a  very 
vile  '.ife.  Now.  in  refceO  it  is  in  the  fe'ds,  it  pleai- 
eth  re  vveu  ;  but  in  refpev.1  *t  is  not  in  the  court,  itis 
tedious.  As  it  is  a  fare  'ife,  look  you,  it  fits^  my 
humour  well ;  bu.t  as  there  is  no  more  plenty  in  it,  it 
goes  much  againft  my  ftomach.  Haft  any  philofophy 
in  thee,  fhephcrd  ? 

Cor.  No  m^^re,  but  that  I  know,  the  more  one  (ic- 
kens,  the  worfe  at  eafe  he  is  ;  and  that  he  that  wants 
monpv,  means,  and  content,  is  without  three  J!;ood 
friends  :  that  the  propertv  of  rain  is  to  wet,  and  fire 
to  bnrn  ;  that  good  paflure  makes  fat  fhecp  ;  and  that 
a  fjreat  caufe  of  the  night,  is  lack  of  the  fun ;  ani^  I 
that  he  that  hath  learned  no  wit  by  nature  nor  art, 
may  complain  of  grofs  breeding,  or  comes  of  a  y^'i'^ 
lull  kindred. 
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Clo.  Such  a  one  is  a  natural  philofopher.  Waft  CYW 
in  court,  (htpherd? 

Ccr.  No,  truly. 

Clo.  Then  thou  art  damnM. 

Cor.  Nay;  I  hope 

C/o.  Tru'y  thou  art  damn^'d  like  an  ill  roafted  eg^ 
ill  on  one  fjde. 

Cor.  For  not  being  at  court  ?  Your  rcafbn. 

Clo.  Why,  If  thou  never  waft  at  court,  thou  never 
faw'ft  good  manners;  if  thou  never  faw'ft  good  man- 
ners, then  thy  manners  muft  be  wicked  ;  and  wicked- 
nefs  is  fin,  and  fin  is  damnation  :  thou  art  in  a  parlous 
flate,  (hepherd. 

Cor.  Not  a  whit,  Touchftope  :  thofe  that  are  good 
manners  at  the  court,  are  as  ridiculous  in  the  country, 
as  the  behaviour  of  the  country  is  moft  mockable  at 
the  court.  You  told  me,  you  fa'ute  not  at  the  court, 
but  you  kifs  your  hands  ;  that  courtefy  would  be  un- 
cleanly, if  courtiers  were  (hepherds. 

Clo.  Inftance,  brieflj'- ;  come,  inftance. 

Cor.  "Why,  we  are  ftill  handling  our  ewes  ;  and  their 
fcls,  you  know,  are  grcafy. 

C/o.  Why,  do  not  your  courtiers  hands  fweat?    an 
Is  not  the  greafe  of  miutton  as  wholfonie  as  the  fw'cat 

of  a  man?  Shallow,  (hallow; a  better  inftance,  I 

lay :  come. 

Cor.  Befdes,  our  hands  are  hard. 

Clo.  Your  lips  will  feel  them  the  fooner.  Shallow 
again  :• a  more  founder  inftance,  com.e. 

Cor.  And  they  are  often  tarr'd  over  with  the  ftirgery 
of  our  (hcep  ;  and  would  you  have  us  kifs  tar  ?  the 
courtier's  hands  are  perfumed  with  civet. 

Clo.  Moft  llial'ow  man  !  thou  worms-meat,  in  re- 
Ipeft  of  a  good  piece  of  fiefh,  indeed  !  learn  of  the  wife 
and  perpend  ;  civet  is  of  a  bafer  birth  than  tar;  the 
very  uncleanly  flux  of  a  cat.  Mend  the  inftance,  ftiep- 
fcerd. 

Cor.  You  have  too  courtly  a  wit  for  me ;  I'll  reft. 
Clo.  Wilt  thou  reft  damn'd  ?  Gcd  help  thee  ftiallow 

man  ! 


264  As  you  like  It.  A^  iir; 

man  ;  God  make  incifion  in  thee,  thou  art  raw. 

Cor.  Sir,  I  am  a  true  labourer ;    I  earn  that  I  cat* 
get  that  1  wear ;   owe  no  man  hate ;    envy  no  man's 
happinefs ;    glad  of  other  mens' good  ;  content  with 
my  harm  ;  and  the  greateft  of  my  pride  is,  to  fee  my   i 
ewes  grafe,  and  my  lambs  flick.  I 

C/o.  That  is  another  fimple  fm  in  you,  to  bring  the 
ewes  and  the  rams  together;  and  to  offer  to  get  your 
living  by  the  copulation  of  cattle;  to  be  a  bawd  to  a 
bell-weather ;  and  to  betray  a  (he-lamb  of  a  t\\'elve- 
month  to  a  crooked-pated  old  cuckoldly  ram,  out  of 
all  reafonable  match.  If  thou  be'fl  not  damn'd  for 
this,  the  devil  himfelf  will  have  no  fliepherds  ;  I  can- 
not fee  elfe  how  thou  fhouid'ft  'fcape. 

Cor.  Here  comes  young  Mr.  Ganymede,  my  new 
miftrefs^s  brother. 
SCENE     IV.     Enter  KoCalmd,  ivithapaper. 
Rof  From  the  eaft  to  -weflern  Inde, 
Kfo  jewel  is  like  Rofalind. 
Her  -worth,  being  mounted  ort  the  ivind^ 
Through  all  the  -world  bears  Rofalind. 
j^ll  the  piclures,  faireft  lin\i, 
j4re  but  black  to  Rofalind  ; 
Let  no  face  be  kept  in  fnindf 
But  the  face  of  Rofalind. 
Clo.  I'll  rhime  yon  fo  eight  years  together,  dinners, 
and  fuppers,   and  fleeping  hours,  excepted:    it  is  the 
right  butter- womens'  rank  to  market. 
Rof  Out,  fool ! 

Clo.  For  a  tafte. 

If  a  hart  doth  lack  a  hind^ 

Let  hifnfeek  out  Rofalind. 

If  the  cat  -will  after  kind. 

So,  be  fur e,  iviJl  Rofalind. 

Jj/'inter garments  muft  be  liiid. 

So  muf  fender  Rofalind. 

They  that  reap  mufjheafand  bind ; 

Thcfi  to  cart  -with  Rofalind. 

Szveetef  nut  hath  foureji  rindy 

Such  a  nut  is  R-ofalind.  ,. 

lu 
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He  that  fvjceteji  rofe  ivill  find^ 
MuH  find  lo  vc's  prick,  and  Rofalznd, 
This  is  the  very  falfe  gallop  of  verfcs ;  why  do  you  in- 
feft  yourfelf  with  them  ? 
Kofi  Peace,  you  dull  fool,  I  found  them  on  a  tree. 
Clo.  Truly  the  tree  yields  bad  fruit 
^fi  ril  graffit  withyou,  and  then  I  fnall  graff"  it 
with  a  medler ;    then  it  will  be  the  earliefl:  fruit  i'  th' 
country :  for  you'll  be  rotten  ere  you  be  half  ripe ;  and 
that's  the  right  virtue  of  the  medler. 

Clo.  You  have  faid;    but  whether  wifely  or  no,  lc£ 
the  forefter  judge. 

SCENE     V.     E}2ter  Celia,  -with  a  -a^rhing. 
^fi  Peace,    here  comes  my  fifler  reading ;    Ilan^ 
afide. 
Cel.  Wlyjjljould  this  a  defart  be? 
For  it  is  unpespkd.     No  ; 
Tongues  Vll  hang  on  cver^  tree, 
Thatjhall  civil  fiafings  Jlo 010  : 
Some,  how  brief  the  life  of  man 

Kuns  his  erring  pilgritnage^ 
That  the  ft  retching  of  afpan 
Buckles  in  his  ftim  of  age  ; 
Some  of  violated  VOIVS, 

'Twixt  thefiotels  of  friend  and friendi 
JBut  upon  the  fair  eft  boughs, 
Or  at  every  fentejice-eJidf 
WilJ  I  Rojalifida  ivrite  ; 

Teaching  all,  that  read,    to  know. 
This  qnintefifence  of  every  Jprite       i 

Heav'n  7vould  in  little  fhoiv. 
Therefore  heaven  nature  chared. 

That  one  body  fttiould  be  filled 
With  all  graces  -wide  enlarfd ; 

Nature  pr(fently  di ft  ill' d 
Helen's  cheeks,  but  not  her  hearty 

CleopatrJs  vzajcfty, 
^tulanth  better  party 
_   Sad  LnQntids  modcfli. 
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Thus  Rofalind  of  many  parts 

By  heav'nl]  f]t!odivas  devh'J; 
Of  many  faces,  eyes,   and  hearts, 

To  have  the  touches  deareft  prized. 
Heai/n  would  thatjhe  thefe  gifts fliould  havep 
And  I  to  live  and  die  her  Jlave. 

Rof.  O  moft  gentle  juniper  ! — what  tedious  homily 
©f  love  have  you  wearied  j^our  parifhioners  withal,  and 
never  cry'd,  Have  patience,  good  people  ? 

Cel.  How  now  ?  back-friends  !  (hepherd,  go  off  i 
little  :  go  with  him,  firruh. 

Clo.  Come,  fliepherd,  let  us  make  an  honourable 
retreat;  though  not  with  bag  and  baggage,  yet  with 
Icrip  and  fcrippage.  [Exeunt  Cor.  and  Clown. 

S  C  E  N  E    VI. 

Ceh  Didft  thou  hear  thefe  verfes  ? 

Rof.  O  yes,  I  heard  them  all,  and  more  too;  for 
fome  of  them  had  in  them  more  feet  than  the  "verfes 
would  bear. 

Cel.  That^s  no  matter;  the  feet  might  bear  th« 
verfes. 

Rof.  Ay,  but  the  feet  were  lame,  and  could  not  bear 
themfelves  without  the  verfe,  and  therefore  ftood 
lamely  in  the  verfe. 

Cel.  But  didft  thou  hear  without  wondering,  how 
thy  name  fliould  be  hangM  and  carv'd  upon  theft 
trees  ? 

Rof  I  was  feven  of  the  nine  days  out  of  wonder,  b^ 
fore  you  came  :  for,  look  here,  what  I  found  on  a 
palm-tree;  I  was  never  fo  be-rhimed  fince  Pythagoras's 
time,  that  I  was  an  Irifh  rat,  which  I  can  hardly  r^ 
member. 

Cel.  Trow  you,  who  hath  done  this  ? 

Rof.  Is  it  a  man  ?  . 

Cel.  And  a  chain,  that  you  once  wore,  about  his  necKi 
Change  you  colour? 

Rof  I  pr'ythee,  who  ?  , 

Cel.  O  Lord,  Lord,  It  is  a  hard  matter  for  fri«Dj» 
to  meet ;  but  mountains  may  bc  removed  with  eartn- 
^uakcs,  and  fo  encounter.  pr 
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Rof  Nay,  but  who  is  it  ? 

CJ.  Isitpoffible?  .. 

Rof.  Nay,  I  pr'ythee  now,  with  molt  petitionary 
vehemence,  tell  me  who  it  is. 

Cc'/.  O  wonderful,  wonderful,  and  molt  wonderful 
wonderful,  and  yet  again  wonderful,  and  after  that  out 

cf  all  whooping .    ,   n   i         t_-  i     .        ^ 

Rof.  Good  my  complexion  !  dolt  thou  think,  though 
1  am  cararifon'd  like  a  man,  I  have  a  doublet  and  hofe 
in  my  difpofition  ?  One  inch  of  delay  more  is  a  fouth- 
fea  off  difcovcry.  I  pi^ythee,  tell  me  who  is  it ;  quick- 
ly, and  fpeak  apace  :  I  would  thou  could'fl  ftammer, 
that  thou  might'ft  pour  this  concealed  man  out  of  thy 
niouth,  as  wine  comes  out  of  a  narrow-mouth'd  bottle; 
either  too  much  at  once,  or  none  at  all.  I  pr^yther, 
take  the  cork  out  of  thy  mouth,  that  I  may  drink  thy 

tidings. 

Cel.  So  you  m.ay  pat  a  man  in  your  belly. 

Rof.  Is  he  of  God's  making?  what  manner  of  man? 
is  his  head  worth  a  hat  ?  or  his  chin  worth  a  beard  I 

Cel.  Nay,  he  hath  but  a  little  beard. 

Rof  Why,  God  will  fend  more,  if  the  man  will  be 
thankful ;  let  me  flay  the  growth  of  his  beard,  if  thon" 
delay  m.e  not  the  knowledge  of  his  chin. 

Cc'I.  It  is  young  Orlando,  that  trippM  up  the  wrefl- 
ler's  heels  and  your  heart  both  in  an  inftant 

Rof  Nay,  but  the  devil  take  mocking ;  (peak,  di 
brow,   and  true  maid- 

Ctl.  V  faith,  coz,  'tis  he. 

Rof  Orlando  I 

Cel.  Orlando. 

Rof  Alas  the  da^r,  what  fliall  I  do  with  m.y  doublet 
and  hofe?  what  did  he  when  thou  fav  Tt  him  ?  what 
faid  he?  how  lookM  ne?  wherein  went  he?  what 
makes  he  here?  did  he  afk  for  me  ?  where  remains  he? 
how  parted  he  with  thee  ?  and  when  (halt  thou  fee  him 
a^ain?  Anfwer  me  in  one  word. 
^Ct'/.  You  mufl:  borrow  me  Garagantna's  mouth  firft; 
'tis  a  word  too  great  for  an  7  mouth  of  this  age's  fizc  :. 

Z  2  t<^-' 
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to  fay  Ay  and  No  to  thefe  particulars,  is  more  than  to 
anfwer  in  a  catechifm. 

Rof.  But  doth  he  know  that  I  am  in  this  forcft,  and 
in  man's  apparel  \  looks  he  as  frelhly  as  he  did  the  day 
he  wreftled  I  ^ 

Ccl.  It  is  as  eafy  to  count  atoms,  as  to  refolve  the 
proportions  of  a  lover  :  but  take  a  tafte  of  my- finding 
him,  and  relifh  it  with  good  obfervance.  I  found  him 
under  a  tree  like  a  dropp'd  acorn. 

Rcf.  It  rnay  well  be  calFd  Jove's  tree,  when  It  drops 
forth  fuch  fruit. 

Cel.  Give  me  audience,  good  Madam. 

Rof.  Proceed. 

Cel.  There  lay  he  flretch'd  along  like  a  wounded 
knight. 

Rof.  Though  it  be  pity  to  (ee  fuch  a  fight,  it  well  be- 
comes the  ground. 

Cel.  Cry,  Holla!  to  thy  tongue,  I  pr'ythee ;  it  cur- 
Vets  unfeafonably.     He  was  furnifh'd  like  a  hunter. 

Rof.  Oh,  ominous  !  he  comes  to  kill  my  heart. 

Cel  I  v/ould  fing  my  fong  witliout  a  burthen;  thou 
bring-'ll  me  out  of  tune. 

Rof.  Do  you  not  know  I  am  a  woman?  when  I  think, 
I  n;uft  fpeak.     Sv.cet,  fay  on. 

SCENE     VII.     jE7;;<7r  Orlando  rtWJaques. 

Cel.  You  bring  me  out     Soft,  comes  he  not  here? 

JRof.  T\s  he ;  flink  by,  and  note  him. 

[Cel.  and  Rof  retire. 

Jaq.  I  thank  you  for  your  company ;  but,  good 
faith,  I  had  as  lief  have  been  myfelf  alone. 

Orh.  And  fo  had  I ;  but  yet,  for  fafhion  faXe,  I 
thank  you  too  for  your  fjciety. 

Jciq,  God  b'  w'  you  ;  let's  meet  as  little  as  we  can. 

Orla.  I  do  defire  we  may  he  better  ftrangers. 

Jac],  I  pray  you,  mar  no  more  trees  with  writing 
love-fongs  in  their  barks. 

Orla.  I  pray  you,  mar  no  more  of  my  ycrfeswith 
reading  them  ill  favouredly. 

Jaq.  Roflinif,  is  your  love's  name  ? 

Orla.  Yes,  juft. 

Jaq.  I  do  not  liRe  her  name. 

Orli. 
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Orla.  There  was  no  thought  of  pleafing  you  whett 
(he  was  chriften'd. 

Jj</.  Whaf:  ftature  is  (he  of? 

Orla.  J  u  ft  as  high  as  my  heart. 

7<i^.  You  are  full  of  pretty  anfwers  ;  have  you  not 
been  acquainted  v.-ith  goidi'miths  wives,  and  conn'4 
them  out  of  rings  \ 

Orla.  Not  fo  :  but  I  anfwer  you  right  painted  cloth, 
from  whence  you  have  ftudied  your  o^ueftions. 

']a-{.  You  have  a  nimble  wit ;  I  think  it  was  made  of 
Atalanta's  heels.  Will  you  fit  down  with  me,  and  we 
two  will  rail  againft  our  miftrefs,  the  world,  and  ali 
our  mifery. 

Orlu  1  will  chide  no  breather  in  the  world  but  my- 
felf,  againft  whom  I  know  moft  faults. 

ji/^.  The  worft  fault  you  have,  is  to  be  in  love. 

Orla.  'Tis  a  fault  I  wUl  not  change  for  your  beft  vir- 
tue ;  I  am  weary  of  you. 

J-3^.  Bv  my  troth,  I  was  feeking  for  a  fool  when  I 
found  you. 

Orla.  He  is  drownM  In  the  brook  ;  look  but  In,  and. 
you  Ihall  fee  him. 

'Jaq.  There  1  (hall  fee  mine  own  figure. 

Orla.  "Which  I  take  to  be  either  a  fool,  or  a  cypher. 

7.'^.  ril  ftay  no  longer  with  you;  farewel,  good 
Sigaior  Love  !  \Kxit, 

SCENE      vm. 

Orla.  I  am  gJad  of  your  departure  ;  adieu,  good 
Monfieur  jAlelancholy  '-       [Cel.  t^^iRof.  come  forward. 

RoJ  I  will  fpeak  to  him  like  a  faucy  lacquey,  and 
under  that  habit  play  the  knave  with  him.  Do  you 
hear,  forefter? 

OrL.  Very  wel';  what  would  you? 

Rof.  I  pray  you,  what  is't  a  clock  ? 

Orla.  You  (hould  afk  me.  What  time  o'  day?  there^S 
no  clock  in  the  foreft. 

Rof.  Then  there  is  no  true  lover  in  the  forefl; 

elfe,  riohing  every  minute,  and  groaning  every  hour, 

would  dete([^  the  lazy  foot  of  Time,    as  well  as  a 

clock. 

Z  3  Orla? 
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Orlu  And  wLy  not  the  fwift  foot  of  Time?  had  not 
that  been  as  proper? 

Rof.  By  no  means,  Sir.  Time  travels  in  divers  pla- 
ces, with  divers  perfons.  Til  tell  you  who  Time  ara- 
bles withal,  who  Time  trots  withal,  who  Time  gallops 
Vvithal,  and  who  he  ftands  Aill  withal. 

Crla.  1  pr'ythee,  whom  doth  he  trot  withal? 

KoJ.  Marr}^  he  trots  hard  with  a  young  maid,  be- 
tween the  contraft  of  her  marriage  and  the  day  it 
is  folemnized :  if  the  interim  be  but  a  fe'nnight, 
Time's  pace  is  fo  hard,  that  it  feems  the  length  of  fe- 
Ven  years. 

Orla»  Who  ambles  Time  withal  ? 

Rof.  With  a  prieft  that  lacks  Latin,  and  a  rich  man 
<f.hat  hath  not  the  gout :  for  the  one  fleeps  eafily,  be- 
caufe  he  cannot  ftudy  ;  and  the  other  lives  mernl)^  be- 
caufe  he  feels  no  pain  •  the  one  lacking  the  burthen  of 
lean  and  wafteful  learning,  the  other  knowing  no  bur- 
then of  heavy  tedious  penury.  Thefe  Time  ambles 
withal. 

Orla.  Whom  doth  he  gallop  withal  ? 

Kof.  With  a  thief  to  the  gallows  :  for  though  he  go 
as  foftly  as  foot  can  fall,  he  thinks  himfelf  too  foon 
there. 

Orlu  Vv^'hom  ftays  It  ftill  withal  ? 

Rof.  With  lawyers  in  the  vacation;  for  they  fleep 
between  term  and  term,  and  then  they  perceive  oot 
how  Time  m.oves. 

Orli.  Where  dwell  yon,  pretty  youth? 

Rof  With  this  fhepherdcfs,  myfifter;  here  In  riiC 
fklrts  of  the  forefl:,  like  fringe  upon  a  petticoat. 

Orla.  Are  you  native  of  this  place? 

Rof  As  the  coney,  that  you  fee  dwell  where  (he  Is 
kindled. 

Orla.  Your  accent  is  fomething  finer  than  you  could 
jurchafe  in  fo  removed  a  dwelling. 

Rof  T  have  been  told  fo  of  many;  but.  Indeed,  an 
old  religious  uncle  of  mine  taught  me  to  fpeak,  wha 
was  in  his  yorth  an  in.and  man,  one  that  ki^.ew  court- 
(hip  too  well :  for  there  he  idl  in  love.    1  have  beard 

*  him 
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him  read  many  ledures  againft  it;  I  thank  God  I 
am  not  a  woman,  to  be  touched  with  Co  many  giddy 
offences,  as  he  hath  generally  tax'd  their  whole  fex 

withal.  .     .     ,      ., 

Oria.  Can  you  remember  any  of  the  prmcipal  evils 
that  he  laid  to  the  charge  of  women  ? 

Rof.  There  were  none  principal,  they  were  all  like 
one  another,    as  half-p'-nce    are;    every   one    fault 
fecming    monftrous,    till   his   fellow    fault    came    to 
match  it. 
OrU  I  pr^ythee,  recount  Tome  cf  them. 
Roj:  No;  Iviiii  not  caft  away  my  phyfic,  but  on 
tiiofe  that  are  fick.     There  is  a  man  haunts  the  foreft, 
that  abufes  our  young  plants  with  carving  Rofalind  on 
their  barks  ;  hangs  odes  upon  hawthorns,  and  elegies 
on  bramb'es  ;  ah,  forfocth,  deifying  the  nan:ie  of  Ro- 
falind.    If  I  could  meet  that  i^ncy-monger,  1  would 
give  him  fome  good  counfel,  for  he  feems  to  have  the 
qi^otidian  of  love  upon  him. 

OrLu  1  am  he  that  is  fo  lovc-lhak'd;  I  pray  you, 
tell  me  your  remedy. 

Rof.  There  is  none  of  my  uncle's  marks  upon  you  ; 
he  taught  me  how  to  know  a  m?n  in  love  ;  in  which 
cage  of  rufhes,  I  am  fure  you  are  not  prifoner. 
Orb.  What  were  his  rcarks? 

Rof.  A  lean  cheek,  which  you  have  not ;  a  blue  eye 
and  funken,  vhich  you  have  not;  an  unqueilicnable 
fpirit,  which  you  have  not ;  a  beard  negleaed,  which 

you  have  not ; but  I  pardon  you  for  that,   for  fim- 

piy  your  Having  in  beard  is  a  younger  brother's  reve- 

jj„e  ; -then  your  hole  (hould  be  un garter  d,  your 

bonnet  urbanded,  your  fleeve  unbutton'd,  your  Ihoe 
untied,  ard  e\ery  thing  about  you  demonfirating  a 
eare'els  defolation :  but  you  aie  no  fuch  man;  you 
are  rather,  point-device  in  your  accoutrements,  as  lo-« 
ving  yourfelf,  than  ffeiv.irg  tr"  lover  of  :.n^  other. 

Orlj.  Fair  youth,  1  would  I  could  n;ake  thee  believe 
I  love. 

Rof  Me  believe  it?  you  may  as  fcon  make  her  that 
you  lo\c,  believe  it;  which,  I  warrant,  flie  is  apter 
^  to 
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to  do,  than  to  confefs  (he  does ;  that  is  one  of  the 
points  in  which  women  ftiii  give  the  lie  to  their 
confciences.  But,  in  good  footh,  are  you  he  that 
hangs  the  verfes  on  the  trees,  wherein  Rofallnd  is  lb 
admired  ?  h 

Or  la.  I  fwear  to  thee,  )'^outh,  by  the  white  hand  of 
Rofalind,  1  am  that  he,  that  unfortunate  he. 

B.of.  But  are  you  fo  mucli  in  love  as  your  rhiraea 
(peak  i 

Qrla,  Neither  rhime  nor  reafon  can  exprefs  how 
mirch. 

Kof.  Love  is  merely  a  madnefs;  and,  I  tell  you, 
deierves  as  well  a  dark  houfe  and  a  whip,  as  madmen 
do  :  and  the  reafon  wh)'  they  are  not  lb  punifh'd  and 
cured,  is,  that  the  lunacy  is  fo  ordinary,  that  the 
'R'hippers  arc  in  iove  too.  Yet  I  profefs  curing  it  by 
counfel. 

Orlu  Did  you  ever  cure  any  fo  ? 
Kof.  Yes,  one,  and  in  this  manner.     He  was  to  ima- 
gine rne  his  love,  his  u.iflrefs  :  and  I  fct  him  every  day 
to  woo  rne.    At  which  time  would  1,  being  but  a  moon- 
ifti   youth,    gileve,    be   cffeniinate,  chai.geable,  long- 
ing,   and  liking ;    proud,    fantaftical,    apilh,    (hallow, 
inconflant,  fuil    of  tears,    full    oi  finiles ;    for  every 
paffion  fo'nething,  and  for  no  pafllon  truly  any  thing, 
as  boys  and  women  are  for  the  moft  part  cattle  of  tbis 
colour;  would  now  like  him,  now  iothe  him ;  then 
entertain  him,  then  for(\vear  him  ;   now  weep  for  him, 
then  fpit  at  him  ;  that  I  drave  xr\y  fliitor  from  bis  mad 
hucP.O'jr  of  love,  to  a  living  humour  of  madnefs; 
which  was,  to  forfwear  the  full  ftream  of  the  world, 
and  to  live  in   a  nook  merely  monadic:  and  thus  I 
curM  him,  and  this  v.'ay  wil' I  take  upon  me  towafh 
your  'iver  as  cear  as  a  found  Iheep's  heart,  that  there- 
ihal'  not  be  one  fpot  of  !ove  in't- 
OvLi.  I  wcud  not  be  cur'd,.  youth. 
7?(?/.  I  won'd  cure  you,  if  you  wouM  but  call  wc 
HofaJind;  and  come  every  day  to  iny  cote,  and  woo 

Orlth 
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Orlu  Now,  by  the  faith  of  my  love,  I  will ;  tell 
mc  where  it  is. 

Rof.  Go  with  me  to  it,  and  I  v/lU  fhew  it  j'ou  ;  an<?^ 
by  the  way,  you  fliall  tell  me  where  in  the  fcrefi;  you 
live.     Will  you  go  ? 

Orla.  "With  all  my  heart,   good  youth. 

Kof.  Nay,  nay,  you  muli  call  me  Rofallnd.  Come, 
fjfter,  will  you  go  ?  [Exeia/it* 

SCENE     IX.     Enter  Clown,  Audrey,  end  Jaques. 

CIo.  Come  apace,  good  Audrey,  I  will  fetch  up  your 
goats,  Audrey;  and  now,  Audrey,  am  I  the  man  yet  I 
doth  my  fmipie  feature  content  you? 

/4ud.  Your  features,  Lord  warrant  us !  ''what  Tea- 
tures? 

C/o.  I  am  here  with  thee  and  tby  goats,  as  the  moft 
capricious  poet,   honef*:  Ovid,  was  among  the  Goths- 

JiKj.  O  knowledge  ill-inhabited,  worfe  than  Jove  in 
a  thatch'd  houfe. 

CIo.  When  a  man's  verfes  cannot  he  underfrood,  nor 
a  man's  good  wit  feccnded  with  the  forw  ard  child,  un- 
derflanding ;  it  ftrikes  a  man  more  dead  than  a  great 
reckoning  in  a  little  room  :  truly,  I  would  the  gods 
had  n.ade  thee  poetical. 

j4t^ff.  I  do  not  know  what  poetical  is  ;  Is  it  honefl  in 
deed  and  word  ■*  is  it  a  true  thir.g  ? 

do.  No,  truly;  for  the  truefl  poetry  is  the  moft 
feigning;  and  lovers  are  giv^-n  to  poetry;  and  what 
they  fwear  In  poetr}-^,  may  be  faid,  as  lovers,  they  do 
feign. 

Jlu:f.  Do  you  wlfh  then,  that  the  gods  h:td  m.adc  me 
poetical'? 

CIo.  I  do,  truly ;  for  thou  (Ivar'fl  to  m.e,  thou  art  hc- 
reft  :  ncv.',  if  thou  wert  a  poet,  I  might  have  fome  hope 
thou  didft  feign. 

j4ui.  V/ould  you  not  have  me  honeft? 

CIo.  No,  truly,  unlefs  thou  wert  hard-favour'd;  for 
honclly  coupled  to  beauty,  is,  to  have  honey  a  fauce  to 
fugar. 

7'^-  A  material  fool ! 
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Aud.  "Well,  I  am  not  fair;  and  therefore  I  pray  the 
gods  make  m€  honed  ! 

Clo.  Truly,  and  to  caft  away  honefly  upon  a  foul 
(lut^  were  to  put  good  meat  into  an  unclean  difti. 

Aud.  I  am  not  a  flut,  though  I  thank  the  gods  I  am 
foul. 

Clo.  Well,  praifed  be  the  gods  for  thy  foulncfs!  (lot- 
t')(hnefs  may  come  hereafter  !  but  be  it  as  it  Djay  be,  I 
V\'ili  marry  thee ;  and  to  that  end  I  have  been  with  Sir 
Oliver  Mar-text,  the  vicar  of  the  next  village,  who 
hath  prornifed  to  meet  me  in  this  place  of  the  foreil, 
and  to  couple  us. 

Jiiq.  I  would  fain  fee  this  meeting. 

AuL   Well,  the  gods  give  us  joy  ! 

CJo.  Aroen.  A  man  may,  if  he  were  of  a  fearfiil 
heart,  ftagger  in  this  attempt ;  for  here  w  have  no 
temple  but  the  wood,  no  alTembly  but  horn-beafls.  But 
what  tho'  ?  couraf  e.  As  horns  are  odious,  they  aie  Il^ 
cCiTsry.  It  is  fild,  many  a  man  knows  no  end  of  his 
goods:  right;  many  a  man  has  good  horns,  and  kno*i 
no  end  of  them.  V/ell,  that  is  the  dowry  of  his  wiff, 
'tis  none  of  his  own  getting.  Horns  ?  even  fo— -poor 
men  a^one** —  Wo,  no,  the  nobleft  deer  hath  them  as 
huge  as  the  rafca!.  Is  the  finele  man  therefore  bleffed? 
No.  As  a  wa'l'd  town  is  more  worthier  than  a  village, 
fo  is  the  forehead  of  a  married  man  more  honourable 
than  the  bare  brow  of  a  bachelor;  and  by  how  iniiifi 
defence  is  better  than  no  fkiil,  fo  much  is  a  horn  more 
precious  than  to  want. 

Efiter  S:r  Oliver  Mar-text. 
Here  comes  Sir  Oliver.     Sir  Oliver  Mar-text,  you  are 
well  met.    Will  you  difpatch  us  here  under  this  tree,  or 
Ihall  we  go  with  3'-on  to  j'oiir  chapel? 

Sir  OH    Is  there  none  here  to  give  the  woman? 

Clo.  I  will  not  take  her  on  gift  of  any  man. 

Sir  Off.  Truly,  fhe  muft  be  given,  fir  the  marriage  is 
not  lawful. 

'jiq.  Proceed,   proceed  !  I*! I  give  her. 

Clo.  Good  even,  good  Mafucr  What-ve-call :  howdo 
you,  Sir?  you  are   very  well  met.    God'ildyoufor 
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your  lad  company  !  I  am  very  gUd  to  fee  yoo ;  even  a 
toy  in  hand  here,  Sir:  nay;  p^ay,  be  covered. 
Jaq.  Will  you  be  married.  Motley? 
do.  As  the  ox  hath  his  bow,  Sir,  the  horfe  his  curb, 
and  the  faulcon  h5s  bells,  fo  man  hath  his  defire ;  and 
as  pid^eons  bill,  fo  wedlock  would  be  nibbling. 

7<ij.  And  will  you,  being  a  man  of  your  breedmg,  be 
married  under  a  bu(h  like  a  beggar  ?  Get  you  to  church, 
and  have  a  good  pricft  that  can  tell  you  what  marriage 
is  :  this  fellow  will  but  join  you  together  as  they  join 
wainfcoat ;  tlien  one  of  you  will  prove  a  (hrunk  panne!, 
and,  like  green  timber,  warp,  warp. 

Clo.  I  am  not  in  the  mind,  but  I  were  better  to  be 
married  of  him  than  of  ansther  -•  for  he  is  not  like  to 
marry  me  well ;  and  not  being  well  married,  it  will  b« 
a  good  excufe  for  me  hereafter  to  leave  my  wife. 

"Jaq.  Go  thou  with  me,  and  let  me  counfel  tliee. 

Clo.  Come,  fweet  Audrey,  we  muft  be  married,  or  we 
muft  live  In  bawdry.  Farewell,  good  Sir  Oliver;  not 
0  fweet  Oliver,  0  brave  Oliver,  Icav:  me  not  behind 
thee ;  but  wind  away,  begone,  I  fay,  I  will  not  to  wed- 
ding with  thee. 

Sir  OH.  Tis  no  matter;  ne'er  a  fantaftlcal  knave  of 
them  all  (hall  flout  me  dm.  of  my  calling.        {Exeunt* 
SCENE     X.     Changes  to  a  cottage  in  the  forejt, 
E/;f^r  Rofalind  rt«^/Celia. 

Kof.  Never  talk  to  me,  I  will  weep. 

Cel.  Do,  I  pr'ythee ;  but  yet  have  the  grace  to  con- 
fider,  that  tears  do  not  become  a  man. 

Rof.  But  have  I  not  caufc  to  weep  ? 

Ccl  As  good  caufe  as  one  would  defire,  therefore 

weep. 

Kof.  His  very  hair  is  of  the  dilTembling  colour.      ^ 

Cel.  Something  browner  than  Judas's :  marry,  hiS 
kilTes  are  Judas's  own  children. 

Kof.  V  faith,  his  hair  is  of  a  good  colour. 

Cel.  An  excellent  colour :  your  chcfnut  was  ever  the 
only  colour. 
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Rof.  And  his  kilTing  Is  as  full  of  fanftity,  as  the  touch 
of  holy  beard  *. 

Cel.  He  hath  bonght  a  pair  of  caft  lips  of  Diana;  a 
rtm  of  Winter's  fifterhood  kilTes  not  more  rcligioufly 
the  very  ice  of  chaftity  is  in  them. 

Rof.  But  why  did  he  fwear  he  would  come  this  mor. 
oing,  and  comes  not? 

Ccl  Na}^  certainly,  there  is  no  truth  In  him. 

Rof.  Do  you  think  fo  ? 

Cel.  Yes  ;  I  think  he  is  not  a  pick-purfe  nor  a  horft. 
ftcalcr ;  but  for  his  verity  in  love,  I  do  think  him  u 
concave  as  a  covered  goblet,  or  a  worm-eaten  nut 

R^f.  Not  true  in  love  ? 

Ctl.  Yes,  when  he  is  in ;  but  I  think  he  is  not  in. 

Rof  You  have  heard  him  jRvear  downright,  he  was. 

Ce/.  Was,  is  not  is;  befides,  the  oath  of  a  lover  is 
no  ftronger  than  the  word  of  a  tapfler;  they  are  both 
theconfirmers  of  falfe  reckonings;  he  attends  here  in 
the  foreft  on  the  Duke  your  father. 

Rof  I  met  the  Duke  yefterday,  and  had  much  que- 
Hlon  with  him :  he  afk'd  me  of  what  patentage  I  was; 
I  told  him,  of  as  good  as  he  ;  fo  he  laugh'd,  and  let 
me  go.  But  what  talk  we  of  fathers,  when  there  is 
iuch  a  man  as  Orlando? 

Ce/.  O,  that's  a  brave  man  !  he  writes  brave  verfes, 
fpeaks  brave  words,  Hvears  brave  oaths,  ard  breaks 
them  bravely,  quite  travers,  athwart  the  jheart  of  his 
Jover;  as  a  puifny  tiJter,  that  Ipurs  his  horfe  but  on 
one  fide,  breaks  his  ftaJf  like  a  noble  goofe;  but  all's 
brave  that  youth  mounts,  and  folly  guides.  Who 
comes  here  ? 

Enter  Corin. 

Cor.  Miftrefs  and  Mafter,  you  have  oft  incjuivcd 
After  the  fhepherd  that  com.plainM  of  love  ; 
Whom  you  faw  fittino;  by  me  on  the  Varf; 
Prafing  the  proud  difdainful  ihepherdefs 
That  was  his  miftreis. 

*  Meaning  the  k/fs  af  charitj  from  hermits  and  helj 
^nen» 
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Cel.  "Well,  and  what  of  him  ? 

Cor.  If  you  will  fee  a  pageant  truly  play'd, 
Between  the  pale  complexion  of  true  love. 
And  the  red  glow  of  fcorn  and  proud  difdain; 
Go  hence  a  little,    and  I  ihali  conduit  you. 
If  you  will  mark  it. 

RoJ.  O  come,  let  ns  remove  ; 
The  fight  of  loveis  feedeth  thofe  in  love : 
Bring  us  but  to  this  fight,  and  you  (hall  fay 
I'll  prove  a  buiy  actor  in  their  play.  {Exeunto 

SCENE    XI.     Changes  to  ar.cther  part  ofthefofeji. 
Enter  Sylvius  and  Phebe. 

Sy/.  Sweet  Phebe,  do  not  icorn  me  ;  donot,  Phcbe; 
Say,  that  you  love  me  not;  but  fay  not  fo 
In  bitternefs.     The  common  executioner, 
Whofe  heart  th'  accuftom'd  fight  of  death  makes  hard, 
Falls  not  the  ax  upon  the  humble  neck, 
But  firft  begs  pardon  :  will  you  fterner  be 
Than  he  that  deals,  and  lives  by,  bloody  drops  ?  " 
Enter  Roialind,  Celia,   ami  Corin. 

Phe.  I  would  not  be  thy  executioner; 
I  fly  thee,  for  I  would  not  injure  thee. 
Thou  teirft  me,  there  is  murder  in  mine  eyes ; 
Tis  pretty,  fure,  and  very  probable. 
That  eyes,  that  are  the  fraiFfl  and  fofteft  things, 
"Who  Ihut  their  coward  gates   on  atom.ies, 
ShoHld  be  calFd  tyrants,  butchers,  murderers!      ■" 
Now  do  I  frown  on  thee  with  all  my  heart. 
And  if  mine  eyes  can  wound,  now  let  them   kill  thee  s 
Now  counterfeit  to  fwoon  ;  why,  now  fall  downf; 
Orif  thou  can'ft  not,  oh,  for  (ham e,  for  (hame. 
Lie  not,  to  fay  miine  eyes  are  mjurderers. 
Now  (hew  the  wound  mine  eyes  have  made  in  thee ; 
Scratch  thee  but  with  a  pin,  and  there  remains 
Some  fear  of  it;  lean  but  upon  a  rufli, 
The  cicatrice  and  capable  impreffure 
Thy  palm  fome  moment  keeps;  but  now  mine  cyi»S> 
Which  I  have  darted  at  thee,    hurt  thee  not; 
Nor,  I  am  fure,  there  is  no  force  in  eyes 
That  can  do  hurt. . 
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Syl.  O  dear  Phebe, 
If  ever  (as  that  ever  may  be  near) 
You  meet  in  fome  frefli  cheek  the  power  of  fancvj 
Then  (hall  you  know  the  wounds  invifible 
That  love's  keen  arrows  make. 

Phe  But  till  that  time, 
Come  not  thou  near  me;   and  when  that  time  comcj, 
AfBift  me  with  thy  mocks,  pity  me  not; 
As,  till  that  time,  I  fhall  not  pity  thee. 

Rof.  And  why,  I  pray   you  ?  who  might  be  your 
That  you  infult,  exult,  and  rail,  at  once        [mother, 
Over  the  wretched?  what  though  you  have  beauty, 
(As,  by  my  faith,  I  fee  no  more  in  you 
Than  without  candle  may  go  dark  to  bed), 
Muft  you  be  therefore  proud  and  pitilefs  ? 
Why,  what  means  this  ?  why  do  you  look  on  mc? 
I  fee  no  more  in  you  than  in  the  ordinary 
Of  nature's  fale-work:  odds,  my  little  life! 
1  think  fhe  means  to  tangle  mine  eyes  too ; 
No,  faith,  proud  millrefs,  hope  not  after  it ; 
•*Tis  not  your  inky  brows,  your  black  filk  hair. 
Your  bugle  eye-balls,  nor  yourcheek  of  cream, 
That  can  entame  my  fpirits  to  your  worlhip. 
You  foolifh  fhepherd,  wherefore  do  you  follow  her 
Like  foggy  fbuth,  puffing  with  wind  and  rain ' 
You  arc  a  thoufand  times  a  properer  man, 
Than  flic  a  woman.     'Tis  fuch  fools  as  yo"> 
That  make  the  world  full  of  ill-favour'd  children; 
■^is  not  her  glafs,  but  you,  that  flatter  her ; 
And  out  of  you  file  fees  herfelf  more  proper. 
Than  any  of  her  lineaments  can  fliow  her. 
But,  Miflrefs,  know  yourfelf ;  down   onyourkneeJ, 
And  thank  Heav'n,  falling,  for  a  good  man's  love; 
For  T  muft  tell  you  friendly  in|  your  ear, 
Sell  when  you  can,  you  are  not  for  all  markets. 
Cry  the  man  mercy,  love  him,   take  bis  offer; 
jroul  *  is  mofl:  foul,  being  found  to  be  a  fcoffer : 
go  take  her  to  thee,  /hcphcrd ;  fare  you  well, 

Fhe.  Sweet  youth,  I  pray  you  chide  a  year  togeiwr; 

*  Bj  the  "word  foul  tere  is  meant  ill-favoured. 
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I  had  rather  hear  you  chide,  than  this  man  woo. 
jRo/  He's  fallen  in  love  with y  our  fonlnefs,  and  (he'll 

fall  in  love  with  my  anger. If  it  be  Co,  as  faft  as 

(he  anfwers  thee,  with  frowning  looks,  TU  fauce  her 
with  bitter  words.    Why  look  you  fo  upon  me  I 
Phe.  For  no  ill  will  I  bear  to  you. 
Koj.  I  pray  you,  do  not  fall  in  love  with  me  ; 
For  I  am  falfer  than  vows  made  in  wine  ; 
Befides,  I  like  you  not.     If  you  will  know  my  houfe, 
Tis  at  the  tuft  of  olives,  here  hard  by. 
Will  you  go,  fifter?  Ihepherd,  ply  her  hard; 
Come,  fifier ;  (hepherdefs,  look  on  him  better. 
And  be  not  proud ;  tho'  all  the  world  could  fee, 
None  could  be  fo  abus'd  in  fight  as  he. 
Come,    to  our  flock.  {_Exetint  Rof  Cel.  ^w^Corin. 

Phe.  ■'Deed,  Ihepherd,  now  I  find  thy  faw  of  might  j 
W  ho  ever  lov'd,  that  lovM  not  at  firfl  fight? 
Syl.   Sweet  Phebe! 
Phe.  Hah:  what  fay'ft  thou,  Sylvius? 
Sy/.  Sweet  Phebe,  pity  me. 
Phe.  Why  I  am  forry  for  thee,  gentle  Sylvius. 
Sv/.  Where-ever  fonow  is,  relief  would  be ; 
If  you  do  farrow  at  my  grief  in  love. 
By  giving  love,  your  forrow  and  my  grief 
Were  both  extermin'd. 
Phe.  Thou  haft  my  love ;  is  not  that  neighbourly  * 
Ssl.  I  would  have  you. 
Phe.  Why,  that  were  covetoufnefi;. 
Sylvius,  the  time  was  that  I  hated  thee;  ' 

And  yet  it  is  not  that  I  bear  thee  love  ; 
But  fince  that  thou  canft  talk  of  love  fo  well. 
Thy  company,  which  erft  was  irkfome  to  mc, 
I  will  endure ;  and  I'll  employ  thee  too  : 
But  do  not  look  for  further  recompence. 
Than  thine  own  gladnefs  that  thou  art  em-ploy**!. 

Sil.  So  holy  and  fo  perfeft  is  my  love. 
And  I  in  flich  a  poverty  of  grace, 
That  I  (hall  think  it  a  moft  plenteous  crop 
To  glean  the  broken  ears  after  the  man 
That  the  main  harveft  reaps  :  loofe  now  and  then 
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A  Icatter'd:  fmile,  and  that  Fil  live  upon. 

Pk.  Know'ft  thou  the  ^outh  that  fpokc  to  me  ere 

Syl.  Not  very  well,  but  I  have  met  him  oft;  [while! 
And  he  hath  bought  the  cottage  and  the  bounds 
That  the  old  Carlot  once  was  mafter  of.  ^ 

Pbe.  Think  not  I  love  him,  tho'  I  afk  for  him ; 
'Tis  but  a  peevifh  boy,  yet  he  talks  well. 
Bnt  what  care  I  for  words  ?  yet  words  do  well, 
When  he  that  fpeaks  them,  pleafes  thofe  that  hear. 
It  is  a  pretty  youth,  not  very  pretty  ; 
But,  fure,  he's  proud ;  and  yet  his  pride  becomes 

him. 
Kc'll  make  a  proper  man  ;  the  beft  thing  in  hiju 
Is  his  complexion  ;  and  fafter  than  his  tongue 
Did  make  offence,  his  eye  did  heal  it  up  : 
He  is  not  very  tail,  yet  for  his  years  he's  tall : 
His  leg  is  but  fo  fo,  and  yet  'tis  well ; 
There  was  a  pretty  rednefs  in  his  lip, 
A  little  riper,  and  more  lufty  red, 
Than  that  mix'd  in  his  cheek  ;   'twas  juft  the  diiference 
Betwixt  the  conftant  red  and  mingled  damafk. 
There  be  fome  women,  Sylvius,  had  they  mark'd 
In  parcels  as  I  did,  v.'ould  have  gone  near  [him 

To  fall  in  iove  with  him  ;  but,  for  my  part, 
I  love  him  not,  nor  hate  him  not ;  and  yet 
I  have  more  caufe  to  hate  him  than  to  love  him  J 
For  what  had  he  to  do  to  chide  at  me  ? 
He  (aid  mine  eyes  were  black,  and  my  hair  black; 
And,  now  I  am  remerabred,  fcorn'd  at  me. 
I  marvel  why  I  anfwei'd  not  again  ; 
Bat  that's  all  one,  omittance  is  no  quittance. 
I'll  write  to  him  a  very  taunting  letter. 
And  thou  fhalt  bear  it :  wilt  thou,  Sylvius? 

Sy/.  Phebe,  with  all  my  heart. 

Ph.  I'll  write  it  ftraight ; 
The  matter's  in  my  head,  and  in  my  heart. 
I  will  be  bitter  with  him,  and  palTing  Ihort. 
Go  with  me,  Sylvius.  [Exeimt. 
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Continues  in  the  far  eft  h 

"Enter  Rofalind,  Celia,  and  Ja<jues. 

-7^^.  T  Pr'ythee,  pretty  youth,  let  me  be  better  ac- 
A     quainted  with  thee. 

Kof.  They  fay  you  are  a  melancholy  fellow. 

T^'  I  am  fo  ;  I  do  love  it  better  than  laughing. 

Kof.  Thofe  that  are  in  extremity  of  either  are  abo- 
minable fellows  ;  and  betray  themfclves  to  every  mo- 
dern cenfure,  worfe  than  drunkards. 

faq.  Why,  'tis  good  to  be  fad,  and  faying  nothing, 

Koj.  Why  then,  'tis  good  to  be  a  poll. 

'^.iq.  I  have  neither  the  fcholar's  melancholy,  which 
is  emulation ;  nor  the  mufician's,  which  is  fantaftical,; 
nor  the  courtier's,  which  is  proud ;  nor  the  ioldier'Sj, 
which  is  ambitious  ;  nor  the  lawyer's,  which  is  poli- 
tic ;  nor  the  lady's,  which  is  nice ;  nor  the  lover's, 
which  is  all  thcfe  :  but  it  is  a  melancholy  of  mine  own, 
compounded  of  many  fimples,  extra(Cted  from  many 
objeds,  and,  indeed,  the  fundry  contemplation  of  my 
travels,  in  which  my  often  rumination  warps  me  in  a 
mofl  humorous  fadnels. 

Kof.  A  traveller  I  by  my  faith,  you  have  great  rea» 
fon  to  be  fad  :  I  fear  you  have  fold  your  own  lands  to 
fee  other  mens  ;  then,  to  have  feen  much,  and  to  have 
nothing,  is  to  have  rich  eyes,  and  poor  hands. 

'jdq.  Yes,  I  have  galn'd  me  experience. 
E titer  Orlando. 

Rof.  And  your  experie  ce  makes  you  fad:  I  had  ra- 
ther have  a  fool  to  make  me  merry,  than  experience 
to  make  me  fad,  and  to  travel  for  it  too. 

Orla.  Good  day  and  happinefs,  dear  Rolalind  ! 

Jaq.  Nay,  then  God  b'w'y  you,  an  you  talk  in  blank 
y^^^  lExit. 

SCENE    II. 

Rof.  Farewel,  Monfieur  Traveller;  look  you  lilp, 
and  wear  ftrange  fuits  ;  difable  all  the  benefits  of  your 
•wn  country ;  be  out  of  love  widi  your  nativity*  and 

A»3  almoft 
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almoft  chide  God  for  making  you  that  countenance 
you  are;  or  1  will  fcarce  think "yo"  have  fwam  in  a 
gondols.  Why,  how  now,  Orlando,  where  have  you 
been  all  this  while?  Yon  a  lover?  an  you  ferve  mc 
iuch  another  trick,  never  come  in  my  fight  more. 

OrLi.  My  fair  Rufalind,  I  come  within   an  hour  of 
.Tr,y  promife. 

B.of.  Break  an  hour's  promife  in  love  !  he  that  will 
«Jjvide  a  minute  into  a  thoufand  parts,  and  break  but 
A  part  of  the  thoufandth  part  of  a  minute  in  the  affairs 
of  lore,  it  may  be  faid  of  him,  that  Cupid  hath 
c  lapt  him  o'  tW  ihoulder,  but  I'll  warrant  him  heait- 
wbofe. 

Crla.  Pardon  me,  dear  Rofalind. 
Kof.  Nay,  an  you  be  fo  tardy,  come  no  more  in  my 
fjght :  I  had  as  lief  be  wooM  of  a  fnaiL 
OrZ?.  Of  afnail? 

Rof.  Ay,  of  a  fnail ;  for  tho'   he  comes  flowly,  he 
carries  his  houfe  on  his   head  :  a  better  jointure,  I 
think,  than  you   make  a  woman.     Befides,  he  brings 
his  deftiny  with  him. 
Orla,  What's  that?       - 

Rof.  Why,  horns  ;  which  fuch  as  you  are  fain  to 
fee  beholden  to  your  wives  for  :  but  he  comes  armed 
3n  his  fortune,  and  prevents  the  flander  of  his  wift. 

Orla.  Virtue  is  no  horn-maker ;  and  my  Rofalind 
3s  virtuous. 

Rof.  And  I  am  your  Rofalind. 
Cel.  It  pleafes  him  to  call  you  Co ;   but  he  hatli  a  Ro- 
falind of  a  better  leer  than  you. 

Rof.  Come,  woo  me,  woo  me  ;  for  now  I  am  in  a 
lio'iday  humour,  and  like  enough  to  confent.  What 
would  you  lay  to  me  now  an  I  were  your  very,  very 
Rofalind  ? 

Crh.  I  would  kifs  before  I  fpoke. 

Rof  Nay,  you   were   better   fpeak  firft;  and  when 

you  werC'graveilM  for  lack  of  matter,  you  might  take 

occafion  to  kifs.     Very  good  orators,  when  they  arc 

out,  they  will  fpit ;  and  for  lovers  lacking,  God  warn 

us,  matter,  the  cleoniiclt  fhift  is  to  kifs. 

Ork> 
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Orla.  How  if  the  kifs  be  denied  ? 

Ro/.  Then  flie  puts  you  to  intreaty,  and  there  begins 
new  matter. 

Orla.  Who  could  be  out,  being  before  his  beloved 
miftrefs  ? 

Rof.  Marry,  that  fliouid  you,  if  I  were  your  miftrefs; 
or  I  Ihouid  think  my  honefty  ranker  than  my  wit. 

Orla.  What,   of  my  fuit  ? 

Rof.  Not  out  of  your  apparel,  and  yet  out  of  your 
fuit.     Am  not  I  your  Rofiiind  ? 

Orla.  I  take  fome  joy  to  fay  you  are  ;  becaufe  I 
would  be  talking  of  her. 

Rof.  Well,  in  her  perfon,  I  fay,  I  will  not  have  you. 

Orlu  Then  in  mine  own  perfon  I  die. 

Rof.  No,  faith,  die  by  attorney  ;  the  poor  world  is 
almofl  fix  thoufand  years  oid,  and  in  ail  this  time  there 
was  not  any  man  died  in  his  own  perfon,  videlicet,  in 
a  love-caufe.  Troilus  had  his  brains  daftiM  out  with  a 
Grecian  club,  yet  he  did  what  he  could  to  die  before  ; 
and  he  is  one  of  the  patterns  of  love.  Leander,  he 
would  have  liv'd  many  a  fair  year,  though  Hero  had 
turnMnun,  if  it  had  not  been  for  a  hot  midfummer- 
night;  for,  good  youth,  he  went  but  forth  to  walh  ia 
the  HeHefpont,  and,  being  taken  with  the  cramp,  was 
drownM  ;  and  the  foolifh  chroniclers  of  that  age  found 
itwa  , — Hero  of  Seftos.  But  thefe  are  all  lies  ;  men 
have  died  from  time  to  time,  and  worms  have  eaten 
them,  but  not  for  love. 

Orla.  I  would  not  have  my  right  Rofalind  of  this 
mind ;  for  T  proteft  her  frown  might  kill  me. 

Rof.  By  this  hand,  it  wili  not  kill  a  fly  :  but  come  ; 
now  I  will  be  your  P.ofalind  in  a  more  coming-on  difr 
pofition  ;  and  afk  me  what  you  will,  I  will  grant  it. 

QrLu  Then  love  me,  Rofalind. 

Rof.  Yes,   faith,  will  I,  Fridays  and  Saturdays,   an.d 
all. 

Orla.  And  wilt  thou  have  me? 

Rof.  Ay,  and  twenty  Rich. 

Orla.  What  fay'ft  thou  I 

Rof.  Are  you  not  5004? 
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Or  la.  I  hope  fo. 

Rof.  Why  then,  can  one  defirc  too  much  of  a  good 
thing?  come,  fiftcr,  you  (ha!l  be  the  prkft,  and  marry 
us.  Give  me  your  hand,  Orlando.  What  do  yo«  lay, 
fifter  ? 

Orla.  Pray  thee,  marry  us. 

Cel.  1  cannot  fay  the  words. 
'     Rof.  You  muft  begin, Will  you,  Orlando— — 

Cel.  Go  to ;  will  you,  Orlando,  have  to  wife  diis 
Kofalind  ? 

Orla.  I  will. 
"  Rof.  Ay,  but  when  ? 

Orla.  Why  now,  as  fafi:  as  fhe  can  marry  us. 

R^f  Then  you  muft  fay,  I  take  thee  Rofalind  for 
Ovlfe. 

Orla.  I  take  thee  Rofalind  for  wife 

Rof.  I  might  afk  you  for  your  commiflion,  but  I  do 
take  thee  Orlando  for  my  hufband  :  there's  a  girl  goes 
before  the  priefl,  and  certainly  a  woman's  thought  runs 
before  her  aftions. 

Or/a.  So  do  all  thoughts ;   they  are  wing'd. 

Rof.  Now  tell  me,  how  long  would  you  have  ha> 
after  you  have  pofTefs'd  her? 

Orla.  For  ever  and  a  day. 

Rof.  Say  a  day,  without  the  ever.  No,  no,  Orlan- 
do: men  are  April  when  they  woo,  December  when 
they  wed ;  maids  are  Miy  when  they  are  maids,  but 
the  fky  changes  when  they  are  wives  :  I  will  be  mow 
jealous  of  thee  than  a  Barbary  cock-pidgeon  over  lus 
hen  ;  more  clamorous  than  a  parrot  againft  rain ;  more 
new-fangled  than  an  ape ;  more  giddy  in  my  defireJ 
than  a  monkey:  I  wi'.l  weep  for  nothing,  like  Diana 
in  the  fountain,  and  I  will  do  that  when  you  are  dil- 
pos'd  to  be  merry  ;  I  will  laugh  like  a  hyen,  and  that 
when  you  are  inciin'd  to  weep. 

Ork.  But  will  my  Rofalind  do  fo? 

Rof  By  my  life  (he  will  do  as  I  do. 

Orla.  O,  but  (he  is  wife. 

Rof.  Or  clfe  fhe  could  not  have  the  wit  to  do  this; 
fcbe  wifer,  the  waywarder ;  make  the  doors  faft  up<"J 
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a  woman's  wit,  and  it  will  out  at  the  cafement ;  ftiut 
that,  and  'twill  out  at  the  key-hole ;  ftop  that,  it  will 
fty  with  the  fmoke  out  at  the  chimney. 

Orla.  A  man  that  had  a  wife  with  fuch  a  wit,  he 
might  fay,  Wit,  whither  wilt  ? 

Rof.  Nay,  you  might  keep  that  chetk  for  it,  till  you 
met  your  wife's  wit  going  to  your  neighbour's  bed. 

Orh.  And  what  wit  could  wit  have  to  esccufe  that? 

Rof.  Marry,  to  fay  (he  came  to  feek  you  there  ;  you 
(hall  never  take  her  without  her  anfwer,  unlefs  you 
take  her  without  her  tongue-  O  that  woman  that  can- 
not make  her  fault  her  hufbaud's  occafion,  let  her 
never  nmfe  her  child  herfcif,  for  (he  v\ ill  breed  it  like 
a  foo! ! 

Orla.  For  thefe  two  hours,  Rofalind,  I  will  leave 
tliee. 

Rof.  Alas,  dear  love,  I  csnnot  lack  thee  two  hours. 
'  Orla.  I  muft  attend  the  Duke  at  dinner;  by  two 
o'clock  I  will  be  with  thee  again. 

Rof.  Ay,  go  your  ways,  go  your  Vv-ays ;  I  kr\tvf 
what  you  would  prove,  my  friends  told  m.e  as  much, 
and  I  thought  no  lefs  ;  that  flattering  tongue  of  your's 
won  me ;  'tis  but  one  caft  away,  and  fo  come  death. 
Two  o*  th'  clock  is  your  hour ! 

Orla.  Ay,  fweet  Rofalind. 

Rof.  By  my  troth,  and  in  good  earneft,  and  ("o  God 
mend  me,  and  by  all  pretty  oaths  that  are  not  danger- 
ous, if  you  brtaic  one  jot  of  your  promife,  or  come 
one  minute  behind  your  hour,  I  will  think  you  the 
mod  atheiftical  break-prom ife,  and  the  moft  hollow 
lover,  and  the  moft  unworthy  of  her  you  call  Rofa- 
lind, that  may  be  chofen  out  of  the  gr ofs  bpnd  of  the 
unfaithful ;  therefore  beware  my  ccnfure,  and  keep 
your  prom  ife. 

Orla.  With  no  \tCs  religion,  than  if  thou  wert  in- 
deed my  Rofalind  ;  fo  adieu. 

Rof  Well,  Time  is  the  old  jv;ftice  that  examines 
all  fuch  offenders;  and  let  Time  try.    Adieu  ! 

{Exit  Orlando- 

SCENE 
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SCENE      III. 

Cel.  You  have  fimply  mifus'd  our  fex  in  your  love 
prate  :  v/e  murt  have  your  doublet  and  hofe  pluck'd 
«ver  your  head,  and  (hew  the  world  what  the  bird  hath 
done  to  her  own  neft. 

^  Rof.  O  coz,  coz,  coz,  my  pretty  little  coz,  that  thou 
didft  know  how  many  fathom  deep  I  am  in  love;  but 
it  cannot  be  founded  :  my  affection  hath  an  unknown 
bottom,   like  the  bay  of  Portugal. 

Cel.  O  rather,  bottomlefs  ;  that  as  faft  as  you  pour 
affeftion  in  it,  it  runs  out 

Rof.  No,  that  fame  wicked  baflard  of  Venus,  that 
w|ts  begot  of  thought,  conceived  of  fpleen,  and  bora 
of  madnefs  ;  that  blind  ralcally  boy,  that  abufes  eve- 
ry one's  eyes,  becaufe  his  own  are  out ;  let  him  be 
judge  how  deep  I  am  in  love;  Til  tell  thee,  Aliena» 
I  cannot  be  out  of  the  fight  of  Orlando ;  I'll  go  find  a 
(hadow,  and  figh  till  he  come. 

Cel.  And  I'll  Heep.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     IV.         Enter  Ja^ues,   Lords,   and  F<h- 
refiers. 

Jaq.  Which  is  he  that  kill'd  the  deer? 

Lord.  Sir,   it  was  I. 

Jaq.  Let's  prefent  him  to  the  Duke,  like  a  Roman 
conqueror ;  and  it  would  do  well  to  fet  the  deer's  horns 
upon  his  head,  for  a  branch  of  vi£lory.  Have  you  no 
long,  Forefler,  for  this  purpofe  ? 

For.  Yes,  Sir. 

Jaq.  Sing  it ;  'tis  no  matter  how  it  be  In  tune,  fo  it 
irake  noife  enough. 

Mufic,  Song. 
Whatjhall  he  have  that  kilN  the  deer  ? 
His  leather  Jkiti  and  horns  to  ivear  ; 
Then  [uig  htjn  home  : — take  thou  no  fcorn 

[The  reft  (hall  bear  this  burthen. 
To  wear  the  horn,  the  horn,  the  horn; 
It  "was  a  crefi  ere  thou  ivaft  born. 
Thy  father^s  father  ivore  it. 
And  thj  father  tore  it ; 

The 
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The  b9rn,  the  horn,  the  lujly  horn. 

Is  not  a  thhg  to  laugh  to  /corn.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    V.       Enter  KoCiVitid  and  Celh, 

Rof.  How  fay  you  now,  is  it  not  paft  two  o'clock? 
I  wonder  much  Orlando  is  not  here. 

CeJ.  I  warrant  you,  with  pure  love  and  troubled  brain, 
he  hath  ta'en  his  bow  and  arrows,  and  is  gone  forth 
to  fleep.    Look,  who  comes  here. 
Enter  Sylvius. 

Sjl.  My  errand  is  to  you,  fair  youth. 
My  gentle  Phebe  bid  me  give  you  this  : 
I  know  not  the  contents  ;  but,  as  I  guefs. 
By  the  ftern  brow  and  wafpifii  aftion 
Which  (he  did  ufe  as  fhe  was  writing  of  it. 
It  bears  an  angry  tenor ;  pardon  me, 
I  am  but  as  a  guiltlefs  mcflenger. 

Rof.  Patience  herfelf  would  ftartle  at  this  letter, 
And  play  the  fwaggercr ;  bear  this,  bear  all. 
She  fays  I  am  not  fair  ;  that  I  lack  manners  ;• 
She  calls  me  proud,  and  that  fhe  could  not  love  mc 
Were  man  as  rare  as  phoenix  :  'odds  my  will ! 
Her  love  is  not  the  hare  that  I  do  hunt. 
Why  writes  (he  fo  to  me  ?  Well,  fhepherd,  well. 
This  is  a  letter  of  your  own  device. 

Syl.  No,  I  protefl  I  know  not  the  contents ; 
phebe  did  write  it. 

•     Rof.  Come,  come,  you're  a  fool, 
I    And  turn'd  into  th'  extremity  of  love. 
I  faw  her  hand^  fhe  has  a  leathern  hand, 
A  frec-ftonc-colour'd  hand ;  I  verily  did  think, 
'  That  her  old  gloves  were  on,  but  'twas  her  hands  ; 
She  has  a  hufw'ife's  hand,  but  that's  no  matter; 
I  fay,  (he  never  did  invent  this  letter; 
This  is  a  man's  invention,  and  his  hand. 

Syl.  Sure  it  is  her's. 

Rof.  Why,  'tis  a  boifterous  and  a  cruel  flyle, 
A  ftyle  for  challengers;   why,  Ihe  defies  me. 
Like  Turk  to  Chriflian  ;  woman's  gentle  brain 
Could  not  drop  forth  luch  giant  rude  invention; 

^  Suck 
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Such  Ethlop  words,  blacker  in  their  eWe£t 

Than  In  their  conntenancc.     Will  you  hear  the  letter  ? 

Sjl.  So  pleafe  you,  for  I  never  heard  it  yet; 
Yet  heard  too  much  of  Phebe's  cruelty. 

Rof.  ShePhebe-'s  me;  mark  how  the  tyrant  writes. 
[Reads.]  ^rt  thou  God  tojhepherdturtidt 
That  a  maiden's  heart  hath  burred  ? 
Can  a  woman  rail  thus  ? 
Sjl  Call  you  this  railing  ? 
Kof.  [Reads.] /?^/;y,  thy  Godhead  hid  apart^ 
Wart^Jl  thoH  -With  a  -woman's  heart  ? 
Did  you  ever  hear  fuch  railing  ? 
Whiles  the  eyes  of  man  didivoo  me. 
That  could  do  no  vengeance  t»  me. 
Meaning  me  a  beaft  ! 

If  the  [corn  of  your  bright  eyne 
Have  pnoer  to  raife  fuch  love  in  mimf 
Alacky  in  me,  ivhat  ftrajtge  cffeft 
Would  they  ivirk  in  mild  afpedl  ? 
Whiles  you  chid  mc,  I  did  love  ; 
How  then  might yotif  prayers  move? 
He  that  brings  this  love  to  thee^ 
Little  knaius  this  love  in  me  ; » 
And  by  him  fcal  up  thy  mind. 
Whether  that  tJ:y  youth  and  kind 
Will  the  faithful  ofer  take 
Of  me,  and  all  that  I  can  make ; 
Or  elfe  by  hi?jz  my  love  deny, 
And  then  I'll  ftudy  hoiv  to  die, 
Syl.  Call  you  this  chiding  ? 
Ccl.  Alas,  poor  fliepheid  ! 

Rof.  Do  you  pity  him  ?  no,  he  defervcs  no  pity. 
Wilt  thou  love  fuch  a  woman  ?  what,  to  make  thee  an 
inflrument,  and  play  falfe  drains  upon  thee  ?  not  to 
be  endured  !  Well,  go  your  way  to  her;  (fori  fee  love 
hath  made  thee  a  tame  fnake),  and  fay  this  to  her, 
That  ifjhe  love  me,  I  charge  her  to  love  thee  ;  ifj^^eiuill 
vot,  I  -will  ftever  have  her,  unlefs  thou  intreatfor  her. 
If  you  be  a  true  lover,  hence,  and  not  a  word;  for 
here  CQmcs  more  company.  {Exit.  Syl. 

s  c  E  ^• " 
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SCENE    VI.        Eufer  Oliver. 
OH.  Good  morrow,  fair  ones  :    pray  yoii,  if  you 
know, 
Where,  in  the  purlews  of  this  foreft,  flanJs 
A  fheep-cote  fenc'd  about  with  oHve-trecs  ? 
Cel.  Weft  of  this  place,  down  in  the  neighbour  bot- 
tom. 
The  rank  of  oflcrs,  by  the  miirmnring  ftream. 
Left  on  your  right-hand,  brings  you  to  the  place; 
But  at  this  hour  die  houfe  doth  keep  itfelf, 
There's  none  within. 

Oli.  If  that  an  eye  may  profit  by  a  tongue. 
Then  (hould  I  know  you  by  deicription. 
Such  garments,  and  fuch  years  :  the  boy  rsfair^, 
Of  fanak  fiwour,  and  bejio-us  hivifcif 
hike  a  ripe  ftfter:  but  the  ivoman  lo-iv, 
j^nd  browner  than  her  brother.     Are  not  you 
The  owner  of  the  houfe  I  did  enquire  for  ? 
Cel.  It  Is  no  boaft,  being  a(k'd,  to  fay,  we  are. 
Oli.  Orlando  doth  commend  him  to  you  both>- 
And  to  that  youth  he  calls  his  Rofalind, 
He  fends  his  bloody  napkin.     Are  you  he  ? 
B.of.  I  am  ;  what  mud  we  underftand  by  this  ? 
Oli.  Some  of  my  (hame,  if  you  will  know  of  mc 
What  man  I  am,  and  how,  and  why,  and  where 
This  handkerchief  was  ftainM. 
Cel.  I  pray  you,  tell  it. 

Oli.  When  laft  the  young  Orlando  parted  from  yoUj, 
He  left  a  promife  to  return  again 
Within  an  hour  ;  and  pacing  through  the  foreft/ 
Chewing  the  food  of  fw-eet  and  bitter  fancy, 
Lo,  what  befel !  he  threw  his  eye  afide. 
And  mark  what  objecl  did  prefent  itfelf^ 
Under  an  oak,  whofe  boughs  were  mofs  d  with  age, 
And  high  top  bald  with  dry  antiquity  ; 
A  wretched  ragged  man,   o'ergrown  with  hair, 
Lay  flceping  on  his  back  ;   about  his  neck 
A  green  and  gilded  fnake  had  wreath'd  Itfelf, 
Who  with  her  head,  nimble  in  threats,  approach'd 
The  openiBg  of  his  month ;  but  fuddenly 
Vol.  H.  Bb  Seeing 
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Seeing  Orlando,  it  unlinkM  Itfelf, 

And  with  indented  glides  did  flip  away 

Into  a  bufh  ;  under  which  bufli's  fhade 

A  lionefs,  with  udders  all  drawn  dry. 

Lay  couching  head  on  ground,  with  cat-like  watch 

When  that  the  Heeping  man  fliould  ftir ;  for  'tis 

The  royal  difpofition  of  that  beaft. 

To  prey  on  nothing  that  doth  fecm  as  dead  : 

This  feen,  Orlando  did  approach  the  man. 

And  found  it  was  his  brother,  his  eldefl  brother, 

CcI.  O,  I  have  heard  him  (peak  of  that  fame  brother, 
And  he  did  render. him  the  moft  unnatural 
That  liv'd  'mongft  men. 

OU.  And  well  he  might  fo  do  ; 
For,  well  I  know,  he  was  unnatural. 

Rof.  But,  to  Orlando  ;  did  he  leave  him  there, 
Food  to  the  fiick'd  and  hungry  lionefs  ? 

on.  Twice  did  he  turn  his  back,  and  purposed  fb: 
Butkindnefs,  nobler  ever  than  revenge. 
And  nature  flronger  than  his  juft  occafion. 
Made  him  give  battle  to  the  lionefs. 
Who  quickly  fell  before  him  ;  in  which  hurtling 
From  miferable  flumber  I  awakM. 

Cel.  Are  you  his  brother  ? 

Rof.  Was  it  you  he  refcu'd  ? 

Cel.  Was  it  you  that  did  fo  oft  contrive  to  kill  him? 

OU.  'Twas  I ;  but  'tis  not  I ;   I  do  not  fliame 
To  tell  you  what  I  was,  fmce  my  converfion 
So  fweetly  taftes,  being  the  thing  I  am» 

Rof.  But  for  the  bloody  napkin  ?—— 

OH,  By,  and  by. 

When  from  the  firfl  to  laft,  betwixt  us  two, 

Tears  our  re'-ountments  had  moft  kindly  bath'd, 

As  how  I  came  into  that  defart  place  :     . 

In  brief,  he  led  me  to  the  gentle  Duke, 

Who  gave  me  frefli  array  and  entertainment. 

Committing  me  unto  my  brother's  love  ; 

Who  led  me  inftantly  unto  his  cave. 

There  ftrip'd  himfelf,  and  here  upon  his  arm 

The  lionefs  had  torn  fomc  flelh  away,  . 

Whirfi 
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Which  all  this  while  had  bled ;   and  now  he  fainted, 

And  cry'd,  in  fainting,  ;:pon  Rofalind. 

Brief,  I  recover'd  him  ;  bound  up  his  wound  ; 

And,  after  fome  fmall  (pace,  being  ftrong  at  heart, 

He  fent  me  hither,  flranger  as  I  am, 

To  tell  this  flory,  that  3'^ou  might  excufe 

His  broken  promife  ;  and  to  give  this  napkin, 

DyM  in  his  blood,  unto  the  fhepherd  youth. 

That  he  in  fport  doth  call  his  Rofalind. 

Ci.1.  Why,  how  now  Ganymede,  fvvect,  Ganymede? 

[Rof  faints. 

Olh  Many  will  iwoon  when  they  do  look  on  blood. 

C:7.  There  is  more  in  it : — Coufm  Ganymede  ! 

Oli.  Look,  he  recovers. 

Rof.  Would  I  were  at  home  ! 

Cel.  We'll  lead  you  thither.  ..  ,v'    r^ 

I  pray  \^ou,  will  you  take  him  by  the  arm  ?     ^     , 

Oli.  Be  of  good  cheer,  youth;  you  a  man?  you  lack 
a  man's  heart. 

Rof.  I  do  fo,  I  confcfs  it  Ah,  Sir,  a  body  v/ould 
think  this  was  well  counterfeited.  I  pray  you,  tell  your 
brother  how  well  I  counterfeited  :  heigh  ho  ! — 

Oli.  This  was  not  counterfeit,  there  is  too  great 
teftimony  In  your  complexion,  that  It  was  a  paflion  of 
carneft. 

Rof.  Counterfeit,  I  affure  you. 

Oli.  Weil  then,  take  a  good  heart,  and  counterfeit 
to  be  a  man. 

Rof.  So  I  do  :  but,  i'  faith,  I  ftiould  have  been  a  wo- 
man bv  ri'j;ht. 

Cel  Come,  you  look  paler  and  paler;  pray  you, 
draw  homewards  ;   good  Sir,   go  with  us. 

Oli.  That  will  I ;  for  I  mufl:  bear  anfw'er  back, 
How  you  excufe  my  brother,  Rofalind. 

Rof.  1  (hall  devife  fomething  ;  but,  I  pray  you,  com- 
mend my  counterfeiting  to  him.    Will  you  .go  ? 

[Exsunt, 
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A  C  T    V.        S  C  E  NE    I. 

The  forefl. 
"Enter  Clown  and  Audrey. 

^lo-W7u  117E  Hiall  find   a  time,  Audrey;   patW 
Vy      gentle  Audrey. 

Auil  Faith,  the  prieft  was  good  enough,  for  all  the 
old  gentleman's  faying. 

€lo.  A-moft  wicked  Sir  Oliver,  Audrey ;  a  moft  vile 
Mar-text !  but,  Audrey,  there  is  a  youth  here  in  the 
foreft  lays  claim  to  you. 

Aud.  Ay,  I  know  who  ^tis,    he  hath  no  intereft  In 
roe  in  the  world;   here  coines  the  man  you  mean. 
Enter  "William. 

Clo.  It  is  meat  and  drink  to  me  to  fee  a  cbwn ;  by 
itty  troth,  we  that  have  good  wits,  have  much  to  anfwer 
for:  we  (liall  be  flouting;  we  cannot  hold. 

JVill  Good  ev'n,  Audrey. 

j4ud.  God  ye  good  ev'n,  William. 

Will.  And  good  ev'n  to  you»  Sir. 

Clo.  Good  ev'n,  gentle  friend.  Cover  thy  head,  c»- 
ver  thy  head;  nay,  pr'ythee  be  covered.  How  ©Id arc 
you,  friend? 

Will.  Five  and  twenty,  Sir. 

Clo.  A  ripe  age.     Is  thy  name  WilUam? 

Will.  William,  Sir. 

Clo.  A  fair  name.     Waft  born  i'th*  foreft  here ? 

V/ill.  Ay,  Sir,  I  thank  God. 

Clo.  Thank  God:  a  good  anfwer.    Art  rich? 

Will.  'Faith,  Sir,  fo,  fo. 

Ch.  %o,  ^Oy  is  good,  very  good,  very  excellent 
good :  and  yet  it  is  not ;  it  is  but  fo  fo.  Art  thou 
« ifc  ? 

JVill  Ay,  Sir,  I  have  a  pretty  wit. 

Clo.  Why,  thou  fay'ft  well ;  I  do  now  remember  a 
faying,  The  fool  doth  think  he  is  ivije,  but  the  ivife  fnM 
knows  hinift'lf  to  be  a  fool.  The  Heathen  philofopher, 
when  he  had  a  defire  to  eat  a  grape,  would  open  his  lip* 
>^hcn  he  put  it  into  his  mouth ;  meaning  thereby,  that 

grapes 
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grapes  were  made  to  eat,  and  lips  to  open.    You  <i« 
love  this  maid  ? 
Will.  I  do,   Sir. 

Clo.  Give  me  your  hand.     Art  thou  learned? 
Will.  No,  Sir. 

Clo.  Then  learn  this  of  me;  to  have,  Is  to  have.  For 
it  is  a  figure  In  rhetoric,  that  drink  being  poured  out  of 
a  cup  into  a  glafs,  by  filling  the  one  doth  empty  the  o- 
thcr.  For  all  your  writers  do  confent,  that  i^fc  Is  he  : 
now  you  are  not  ipfe  ;  for  I  am  he. 
Wiil-  Which  he,   Sir  \ 

Clo.  He,  Sir,  that  mull  marry  tl\Is  woman ;  there- 
fore you.  Clown,  abandon,  which  is  in  the  vulgar,  leave 
the  fociety,  which  in  the  boorilh,  is  company,  of  thi* 
female;  which  in  the  common,  is  woman;  which  to- 
gether is,  abandon  the  fociety  of  this  female :  or  Clown, 
tliou  perilhell;  or,  to  thy  better  underllanding,  dieft ; 
or,  to  wit,  I  kill  thee,  make  thee  away,  tranflate  thy 
life  into  death,  thy  liberty  into  bondage  ;  I  will  deal  in 
poifon  with  thee,  or  in  baftinado,  or  in  fteel ;  I  will 
bandy  with  thee  in  faction  ;  I  will  over-run  thee  with 
policy;  I  will  kill  thee  a  hundred  aad  fifty  ways  ;  there- 
fore tremble  and  depart. 
Au.l.  Do,  cTood  William. 
Will.  God  reft  you  merry.  Sir.  {Exit, 

Eraer  Corin. 
Cor.  Our  mafter  and  miftrefs  feek  you ;  come  away, 
away. 
Clo.  Trip,  Audrey ;  trip,  Audrey ;  I  attend,  I  attend. 

SCENE    II.      Enter  Orlando  and  Oliver. 

CrliU  Is't  poflible,  that  on  fo  little  acquaintance  you 
fhould  like  her?  that,  but  feeing,  you  fliould  love  her? 
and  loving,  woo?  and  wooing,  (he  fliould  grant?  and 
will  you  perfevere  to  enjoy  her? 

Oil.  Neither  call  the  giddinefs  of  it  In  queftion,  the 
poverty  of  her,  the  fmall  acquaintance,  my  fudden 
wooing,  nor  her  fudden  confenting  ;  but  fay  with  mc, 
I  love  Aliena  ;  fay  with  her,  that  (he  loves  me  ;  con- 
fcat  with  both;  tliat  \vc  may  enjoy  each  other ;  it  fliall 
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be  to  3^our  good ;   for  my  father's  houfe,  and  all  the  re- 
^tnue  that   was   old  Sir  Rowland's,  will  I  eftate  unoa 
vou,  and  here  live  and  die  a  fhepherd. 
E/iter  Rofalind. 
Or/a.  You  have  my  confent.    Let  your  wedding  be 
to -morrowj  thither  will  I  invite  the  Duke,  and  all  his 
fontcnced  followers  ;  go  you,  and  prepare  Aliena;  for, 
look  yon,  here  comes  my  Rofailnd. 
RcJ.  God  fuve  you,  brother. 
Oh.  And  you,  fair  fiftcr. 

Kof.  01),  ^  my  dear  Orlando,  how  It  grieves  me  to  fee 
thee  wear  thy  heart  in  a  fcarf. 
Or/a.  It  Is  my  arm. 

RoJ.  I  thought  thy  heart  had  been  wounded  ti'lth  the 
claws  of  a  lion. 

Orla.  Wounded  it  is,  but  with  the  eyes  of  a  lady. 
Rof.  Did  your  brother  teli  you  how  I  counterfeited 
to  fwoon,  when  he  fiiewed  me  your  handkerchief  J 
Or/a.  Ay,   and  greater  wonders  than  that. 
Rof.  O,  I  know  where  you  are  :  nay,  'tis  true  :  there 
was  never  any  thing  fo  fudden,  but  the  fight  of  two 
rams,  and  Caefar's  thrafonicai  brag  of  I  came,fa-w,  and 
4)vercdme :  for  your  brother  and  my  filler  no  fooner 
jnet,  but  they  look'd  ;  no  fooner  look'd,  but  they  lov'd ; 
310  fooner  lov'd,  but  they  figh'd ;   no  fooner  figh'd,  but 
Jthey  afk'd  one  another  the  reafon  ;  no  fooner  knew  the 
3^afon,  but  they  fought  the  remedy;   and  in  th efe  de- 
uces have  they  made  a  pair  of  fiairs  to  marriage,  which 
they  will  climb  incontinent,   or  elfe  be  incontinent  be- 
i^bre  marriage.   They  are  in  the  very  Vv^rath  of  love,  and 
they  will  together.     Clubs  cannot  part  them. 

Or/iU  The}''  (hall  be  married  to-morrow ;  and  I  will 
hid  the  Duke  to  the  nuptial.  But;  O,  how  bitter  a  thing 
it  is,  to  look  into  happincfs  through  another  man's  eyes! 
hv  fo  much  the  m.ore  fllall  I  to-morrow  be  at  the  height 
of  hcart-heavinefs,  by  how  much  I  Ihal!  think  my  bro- 
ther happy,  in  having  what  he  wifhes  for. 

Rof.  Why,  then,  to-m.orrow  I  cannot  ferve  your  turn 
for  Rofailnd  ? 


Qrk.  I  can  livcfio  longer  by  thinking. 


Rof. 
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fft  Rof.  I  will  weary  you  then  no  longer  with  idle  talk- 
ing. Know  of  me  then,  for  now  I  Ipeak  to  fome  pur- 
pofe,  that  I  know  you  are  a  gentleman  of  good  conceit. 
I  fpeak  not  this,  that  you  fliould  bear  a  good  opinion 
of  my  knowledge;  infomuch,  1  fay,  I  know  what  you 
are  ;  neither  do  I  labour  for  r.  greater  efleem  than  may 
in  fome^  little  meafure  draw  a  belief  from  you  to  do 
yourfelf  good,  and  not  to  grace  me.  Believe  then,  if 
you  plcafe,  that  I  can  do  ftrange  things.  1  have,  fince 
I  was  tliree  years  old,  convers'd  with  a  magician,  moft 
profound  in  his  art,  and  yet  not  damnable.""  If  you  do 
love  Rcfalind  fo  near  the  heart,  as  your  gefture  cries  It 
out,  when  your  brother  marries  /Uiena,  you  fliall  marry 
her.  I  know  into  what  ftreights  of  fortune  flie  is  dri- 
ven;  and  it  is  not  impofilble  to  me,  if  it  appear  not  in- 
convenient to  you,  to  fet  her  before  your  eyes  to-mor- 
row ?  human  as  (he  is,  and  without  any  danger. 

OrJa.  Spcak'fl  thou  in  fober  meanings  ? 

Rof.  By  my  life,  I  do  ;  which  I  tender  dearly,  tho*  I 
fay,  I  ani  a  magician  :  therefore  put  you  on  your  beft 
array  ;  bid  your  friends,  for  if  you  will  be  married  to- 
morrow, you  Ihall;   and  to  Rofalind,  if  you  will. 

SCENE     III.       Enter  Sylvius  and  Phebe- 
Look,  here  comes  a  lover  of  mine,  and  a  lover  of  her's. 

Phe.  Youth,  you  have  done  me  much  ungentlencfs. 
To  fhew  the  letter  that  I  writ  to  you. 

Rof.  I  care  not,  if  I  have  :  it  is  my  ftudy  ^ 

To  feem  defpightful  and  ungentle  to  you. 
You  are  there  followM  by  aYaithful  fhepherd; 
Look  upon  him,  love  him  ;  he  worfliips  you. 

Phe.  Good  fhepherd,  tell  this  youth  what  'tis  to  lova 

Syl.  It  is  to  be  made  all  of  fighs  and  tears. 
And  fo  am  I  for  Phebe. 

Phe.  And  I  for  Ganymede. 

Orla.  And  I  for  Rofalind. 

Rof.  And  I  for  no  woman. 

S^■l.  It  is  to  be  made  all  of  faith  and  fervice ; 
And  fo  am  I  for  Phebe. 

Phe.  And  I  for  Ganymede. 

Grij.  And  I  for  Rofalind, 

Rof, 
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Rof.  And  I  for  no  woman. 

Sjl  It  is  to  be  all  made  of  fantafy, 
All  made  of  pafHon,  and  ail  made  of  vvlflieyj 
All  adoration,  duty,  and  obfervance. 
All  humblenefs,  all  patience,  and  impatience. 
All  purity,  all  trial,  all  obfervance ; 
And  fo  am  I  for  Phebe. 

Phe.  And  fo  am  I  for  Ganymede 

Orla.  And  fo  am  I  for  Rofalind. 

Rof.   And  fo  am  I  for  no  woman. 

phe.  If  this  be  fo,  why  blame  3^ou  me  to  love  you 't 

[To  Rof 

5)7.  If  this  be  fo.  why  blame  3'-ou  mc  to  love  you? 

ITo  Phe. 

Orla.  If  this  be  Co,  why  blame  you  me  to  love  you  ? 

Rof.  Who  do  you  fper.k  to,  Why  blarae  .j'ou  me  to 
love  you? 

Orla.  To  her  that  is  not  here,   nor  doth  not  hear. 

Rof  Pray  you,  no  m^ore  of  this;  'tis  like  the  howl- 
ing of  Irifii  wolves  againft  the  moon;  I  will  help  you 
if  I  can  ;  I  would  love  you  if  I  could ;  to-morrow 
meet  me  all  together.  I  will  marry  you,  if  ever  1  mar- 
ry woman,  and  Til  be  married  to  morrow ;  [To  Phe- 
be]. I  will  fatisfy  you  if  ever  I  fatisfy'd  man,  and  you 
fiiall  be  married  to-morrow;  [To  Orl.].  I  will  con- 
tent you,  if  what  pleafes  you  contents  you  ;  and  you 
fhall  be  married  to-morrow  ;  [To  Syl.].  As  you  love 
Rofalind,  meet;  as  you  love  Phebe,  meet;  and  as 
I  love  no  woman,  I'll  meet.  So  fare  you  well;  I 
have  left  you  commands. 

Sjl.  FUnot  fail,  if  Hive. 

Pke.  Nor  I. 

Orla.  Nor  I.  [ExcunU 

SCENE    IV.     Enter  Clown  ajtd  Audrey. 

Clo.  To-morrow  is  the  joyful  day,  Audrey:  to-mor- 
row will  we  be  married. 

y^ud.  I  do  defire  it  with  all  my  heart ;  and  I  hope 
It  is  no  difhoneft  defire,  to  defire  to  be  a  woman  o£ 
the  world.    Here  come  two  of  the  banilh'd  Duke's 
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Enter  tivo  pages, 

1  Page.  '\^'"ell  met  honeft  gentleman. 

Clo.  By  my  troth,    well  met:    come,  Lt,  fit,  an^  a 
fong. 

2  Page.  "We  are  for  you,  fit*!  th'  middle. 

1  Page.  Shall  we  clap  into't  roundly,  without  hawk- 
ing, or  {pitting,  or  faying  we  are  hoarfe,  which  are 
the  only  prologues  to  a  bad  veice? 

2  Page.  I'faith,  i'faith,  and  both  in  a  tune,  like  tw» 
gypfies  on  a  horfe. 

SONG. 
It  "was  a  lover  and  his  lafs, 

Wtth  a  hey,   and  a  ho,  and  a  hey   fsonwe. 
That  o'er  the  gree^t  corti-field  did  pdfs 

hi  the  fpring-timc ;  the  pretty  fpring-timei 
When  birds  do  fing,  hey  divg  a  ding,  ding, 
Sweet  lovers  love  the  fpri?ig. 
fi4n  d  therefore  take  the  prefent  time, 

With  a   hey,  and  a  ho,  and  a  hey  nonine 
For  love  is  croTvned  ivith  the  prime, 

In  the  fpring-tifne.  See. 
"Between  the  acres  of  the  rye. 

With  a  hey,  and  ho,  and  a  hei   noninSf 
Thefe  pretty  countnfclh  -would  lie^ 

In  the  fpring-timc.   Sec 
The  carrel  they  began  that  hour. 

With  a  hey,  and  a  ho,  and  a  hey  noninQf 
How  that  a  life  was  but  a  flower, 
In  the  fpring-time,  Sec. 
Clo.  Truly,    young  gentlemen,   though   there  wa-5 
ijio  great  matter  in  the  djtty,  yet  the  note  was   very 
untim  cable. 

I  Page.  You  are   deccivM,  Sir,   we  kept   time,  we 
loft  not  our  time. 

Clo.  By   my   troth,  yes ;   I  count  it  but  time  loft 
to  hear  fuch  a   foolifh   fong.     God  bVy  you,  and 
God  mend  your  voices.     Come,  Audrey.        [Exeunt, 
SCENE         V. 
Changes  to  another  part  of  the  fore fl. 
Knter  Duke  fenior,  Amiens,  Ja<iues,  Orlando,  Oli- 
ver <7»i/C€iia. 

"Duke  fetti, 
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Duke  fen.  DoA  thou  believe,  Orlando,  that  the  boy 
Can  do  all  this  that  he  hsth  promifed  ? 

Or/i/.  1  foretimes  do  believe,  and  fometimes  do  not* 
As  thofe  that  fear  their    hap,    and   know  their  fear'. 
E?iicr  Rofaiind,  Sylvius,  rtWPhebe. 

Kof.  Patience  once  more,   whiles  our  coaipadt    is 
urgM  : 
You  fay,   if  I  bring  in   your  Rofaiind,     \To  the  huh. 
You  wiil  befiow  her  on  Orlando  here  \ 

Duke  fen.  That  would  I,  had  I  kingdoms  to  give 
with  her. 

Rof.  And  you  lay,  you  wiil  have  her  when  I  bring 
lier?  \To  Orlando! 

Qrh.  That  would  I,  were  I  of  all  kingdoms  king. 

Kof  You   f ly,  you'll  marry  me,  if  1  be  willing. 

\To  Phtbc. 

Vhe.  That  will  I,  (hould  I  die  the  hour  after. 

'R.of  But  if  you  do  refn.fe  to  marry  me. 
You'll  give_  ycurfeif  to  jthis  moft  faithful  Hiepherd. 

Phe,  So  is  the  bargain. 

'Aof  You  fay,  that  you'll  have  Phebe,  if  fliewill? 

\To  Sylvius. 

Sjl.  Tho'  to  have  her  and  death  were  both   one 
thing. 

"Rof.  I've  promised  to  make  all  this  matter  even. 
Keep  you  your  word,  O  Duke,  to  give  your  daughter: 
You  your's,  Orlando,   to  receive  his  daughter  : 
Keep  your  word,  Phebe,  that  youMl  marr}'-  me. 
Or  elfe,  refuling  me,  to  wed  this  lliepherd: 
Keep  your  word,  Sylvius,  that  yoifll  marry  her, 
]f  Ihe  refufe  me;   and  from  hence  I  go 
To  makethefc  doubts  all  even.  \Exeuut  Rof.  andCf^ 

Duke  fen.  I  do  rcmmeber  in  this  (hepherd-boy 
Some  lively  touches  of  my  daughter's  favour. 

Orl.u  The  firfi  time  that  I  ever  i^a.\\  him, 
Methought  he  was  a  brother  to  your  daughter ; 
But,  my  good  Lord,  this  boy  is  fortfl-bcrn, 
And  hath  been  tutor'd  in  the  rudiments 
Ot  many  dclperate  Audies  by  his  uncle ; 

Whom 
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Whom  he  reports  to  be  a  great  magician, 
Obfcured  in  the  circle  of  this  foreft. 

SCENE     VI.     Enter  Clown  and  Audrey. 

Ja^.  There  is,  fure,  another  fiood  toward,  and 
thefe  couples  are  coming  to  the  ark.  Here  come  a 
pair  of  unclean  beads*,  which  in  all  tongues  are 
call'd  fools. 

Clo.  Salutation,  and  greeting*  to  you  all ! 

Ja^.  Good  my  Lord,  bid  him  welcome.  This  is 
the  motley-minded  gentleman,  that  I  have  Co  often 
met  in  the  foreft:  he  hath  been  a  courtier,  he  fwears. 

Clo.  Ifanj'^man  doubt  that,  let  him  put  me  to  my 
purgation.  I  have  trod  a  meafure;  I  have  flatter'd 
a  lady  ;  I  have  been  politic  with  my  friend,  finooth 
with  mine  enemy;  I  have  undone  three  tailors  ;  I 
have  had  fous  quarrels,  and  like  to  have  fought 
one. 

Jaq.  And  how  was  that  ta^en  up  I 

Clo.  'Faith  we  met;  and  found  the  quarrel  was  up- 
•n  the  fevcnth  caufe. 

^  Jag.Uov!  the  feventh  caufe?     Good    my    Lord, 
like  this  fellow. 

Duke  fell.  I  like  him   very  well. 

Clo.  God'ildyou,  Sir,  I  defire  of  you  the  like.  I 
prefs  in  here.  Sir,  among  theCreft  of  thei  country  co- 
pulatives to  Avear,  and  to  forfwcar,  according  as  mar- 
rige  binds,  and  blood  breaks:  a  poor  virgin,  Sir,  an 
ill-favour'd  thing.  Sir,  but  mine  own ;  a  poor  hu- 
mour of-  mine.  Sir,  to  take  that  that  no  man  elfe  will. 
Rich  honefty  dwells  like  a  mifer.  Sir,  in  a  poorhoufe  ; 
as  your  pearl  in  your  foul  oyfter. 

Duke  fen.  By  my  faith,  he  is  very  fwlft  and  fen- 
tentious. 

Clo.  According  to  the  fool's  bolt.  Sir,  and  flich 
dulcet  difeafes  f. 

*  Noah  iv.is  ordtrd  to  tjke  into  the  ark  the  clean  heafts 
py  [evens,  and  the  unclean  by  pairs. 

■\Mea7jin^\o\e,  asivhat  is  apt  to  make  folks  fen- 
■tintieus. 
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Jaq.  But,  for  the  feventh  caufe ;  how  did  you  find 
the  quarrel  on  the  feventh  caufe  ? 

Clo.  Upon  a  lie  feven  times  removed ;  (bear  your 
body  more  feeming,  Audrey);  as  thus,  Sir.  I  did 
diflike  the  cut  of  a  certain  courtier's  beard;  he  fent 
me  word,  if  I  faid  his  beard  was  not  cut  well,  he 
was  in  the  mind  it  was.  This  is  calFd  the  Retort 
courteous.  If  I  fent  him  word  again,  it  was  not  well 
cut,  he  would  fend  me  word,  he  cut  it  to  pleafe  him- 
lelf.  This  is  call'd  the  Qziip  modeft.  If  again,  it  was 
not  well  cut,  he  difabled  my  judgment.  This  is 
call'd  the  Rephf  churlijlj.  If  again,  it  was  not  well  cut, 
he  would  anf^'er,  I  fpake  not  true.  This  is  call'd  the 
Reproof  valiant.  If  again,  it  was  not  well  cut,  he 
would  fay,  I  lie.  This  is  call'd  the  CoUnter-check 
quarrelfome  ;  and  fo,  the  Lk  circumjiantial,  and  the 
hie  direCl. 

Jaq.  And  how  oft  did  you  fay,  his  beard  was  not 
well  ait  ? 

do.  I  durfl  go  no  further  than  the  Lie  circumjlati' 
tial;  nor  he  durft  not  give  me  the  Lie  direct f  and  fo 
we  meafur'd  f\vords   and  parted. 

Jaq.  Can  you  nominate  in  order  now  the  degrees  of 
the  Lie? 

Clo.  O  Sir,  we  quarrel  In  print,  by  the  book ;  as 
you  have  books  for  good  manners.  I  will  name  you 
the  degrees.  The  firft,  the  Retort  courteous;  the 
fecond,  the  Quip  modeft;  the  third,  the  Reply  chur- 
lifti;  the  fourth,  the  Reproof  valiant:  the  fifth,  the 
Countercheck  quarrelfome;  the  fxth,  the  Lie  ulth 
circumftance  ;  the  feventh,  the  Lie  direft.  All  thefe 
you  may  avoid,  but  the  Lie  direft ;  and  you  may 
avoid  that  too,  with  an  If.  I  knew,  when  feven  ju- 
ftices  could  not  take  up  a  quarrel ;  but  when  the  parties 
were  met  themfclves,  one  of  them  thouoht  but  of  an 
If ;  as,  If  you  faid  fo,  then  I  faid  fo ;  and  they 
fhook  hands,  and  f\vore  brothers.  Your  If  is  the 
only  peace-maker ;  much  virtue  in  If 

Jaq.  Is  not  this  a  rare  fellow,  my  Lord?  he's  good 
at  any  thing,  and  yet  a  fool. 

Dttkf'.iu 
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Dukefetu  He  ufcs   his   folly  like  a   flaHcing-horfe, 
and  under  the  prefentation  of  that  he  fnoots  his  wit. 

SCENE     VII. 
Enter  Hyn\en,  Rofalind  /'«  ivoman's  cloaths,  and  Celia. 

Still  mufic. 
Yhm,         Then  is  there  mirth  in  heav'fi, 
When  earthly  things  made  even 

Atone  together. 
Good  Duke,  receive  thj  datighter. 
Hymen  from  heaven  brought  her, 

Tea,  brought  her  hither  : 
That  thou  migh^ftjoin  her  ha7idivith  his, 
Whofe  heart  ivithin  his  bofom  is. 
Rof.  To  you  I  give  myfelf ;  for  I  am  your's. 

To  the  Duke. 

To  you  I  give  myfelf;  for  I  am  your's.     To  Orlando. 

Duke  fen.  If  there  be  truth  in  fight,  you   are   my 

daughter. 
Orla.  If  there  be  truth  in  fight,  you   are  my  Ro- 
falind. 
Pbe.  If  fight  and  (hape  be  true. 
Why,  then,  my  love  adieu  ! 

Rof.  ril  have  no  father,  if  you  be  not  he; 
ni  have  no  hufband,   if  you  be  not  he; 
Nor  ne'er  wed  woman,  if  vou  be  not  (he. 

Hym.  Peace,  hoa  !  I  bar  confufion  : 
*T\s  1  mufl  make  conclufion 

Of  thefe  moft  ftrange  events. 
Here's  eight  that  mufl:  take  hands, 
To  join  in  Hymen's  b?.nds. 

If  truth  holds  true  contents. 
You  and  you  no  crofs  fhall  part ; 
You  and  you  are  heart  in  heartj 
You  to  his  love  mufl:  accord. 
Or  have  a  woman  to  your  lord ; 
You  and  you  are  fiare  together. 
As  the  winter  to  foul  weather : 
Whiles  a  wedlock-hymn  we  fing, 
feed  yourfelves  with  <^ueflionIng ; 

VoL.U,  C-c  That 
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That  reafon  wonder  may  diminlfh, 
How  thus  we  met,  and  thefe  things  finifh. 

SONG. 
Weddhi^^  h  great  Jnno^s  crown, 

0  blejjedhnd  of  board  and  bed  I 
^73  i^w^en  peoples  every  town, 

ll:gh  wedlock  then  be  honoured : 
Ho?:o?ir,  high  honour  and  reiiown 
To  Yxjnien,  God  of  every  towfi  I 
Diilie  fen.  O  my  dear  niece,  welcome   thou  "art  to 

mc  ; 
Ev'n  danghter-welcome,  in  no  lefs  degree. 
Phe.  I  will  not  eat  my  word,  now  thou  art  mine 
Thy  faith  my  fancy  to  thee  doth  combine.  ; 

SCENE     VIII.       Enter  Jaques  de  Boyes. 
f^'  de  B.  Let  me  have  audience  for  a  word  or  two. 
I  am  the  fecond  fon  of  old  Sir  Rowland, 
That  bring  thefe  tidings  to  this  fair  aflembly. 
Duke  Frederick  hearing,  how  that  every  day 
Men  of  great  worth  reforted  to  this  foreft, 
AddrefsM  a  mighty  power,  which  were  on  foot 
In  his  own  condurt  purpofely  to  take 
His  brother  here,  and  put  him  to  the  fw'ord  : 
And  to  the  fkirts  of  this  wild  wood  he  came, 
"Where  meeting  with  an  old  religious  man. 
After  fomc  qneftion  with  him,  was  converted 
JBoth  from  his  cnterprife,  and  from  the  world  ; 
His  crown  bequeathing  to  his  banifli'd  brother* 
And  all  their  lands  reJftor'd  to  them  again, 
That  were  with  him  exll'd.     This  to  be  true, 
1  do  engage  my  life. 

Duke  fen.  Welcome  young  man  : 
Thou  ofTer'ft  fairly  to  thy  brother's  wedding  j 
To  one,  his  lands  with-held  ;   and  to  the  other, 
A  land  itfelf  at  large,   a  potent  dukedom. 
FiiA,  in  this  forell,  let  us  do  thofc  ends 
That  here  were  well  begun,  and  well  begot : 
And  after,  every  of  this  happy  number, 
That  have  cndui''d  fhrcwd  days  and  nights  with  US ; 
fhali  ftiare  the  good  of  our  returned  fortune. 

According 
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According  to  the  meafurc  of  their  flates. 
Mean  time,  forget  this  new  fali'n  dignity, 
And  fall  into  onr  ruftic  revelry  : 
Play,  mufic;  and  you  brides  and  bridegrooms  all. 
With  meafure  heap'd  in  joy,  to  th'  meafures  fall. 

Jctq.  Sir,  by  your  patience:   if  I  heard  you  rightly. 
The  Duke  hath  put  on  a  rehgicus  life. 
And  thrown  into  negleft  the  pompous  court. 

Jiiq.  de  B.  He  hath. 

Jaq.  To  him  will  I :  out  of  thefe  convertites 
There  is  much  matter  to  be  heard  and  learn'd. 
y-^u  to  your  former  honour  I  bequeath,  [To  the  Duke, 
your  patience  and  your  virtue  well  deferve  it  : 
You  to  a  love,  that  your  true  faith  doth  merit ; 

[To  Orla. 

You  to  your  land,  and  love,  and  great  allies ;     [To  Ol'u 
You  to  a  long  and  well  deferved  bed  :  [To  Syiv. 

And  you  to  wrangling  ;  for  thy  loving  voyage 

[To  the  Clown. 
Is  but  for  two  months  viiftuard  :  fo  to  your  pleafures  : 
I  am  for  other  than  for  dancing  meafures. 

Duke fefi.  Stay,  Jaques,   flay. 
'Jaq.  To  fee  no  paftime,  I :  what  you  would  have^ 
I'll  ftay  to  know  at  your  abandoned  cave.  ^    [Extt, 

Duke  fen.  Proceed,  proceed ;  we  will  begin  thefe 
As  we  do  truft  they'll  end,  in  true  delights.         [rites^ 
EPILOGUE. 

Rof.  It  is  not  the  fafhion  to  fee  the  lady  the  epilogue; 
but  it  is  no  more  unhandfome,  than  to  fee  the  lord  the 
prologue.  If  it  be  true,  thzi  good -ajit7e  needs  no  bufi^ 
'tis  tiTic,  that  a  good  play  reeds  no  epilogue.  Yet  to 
good  wine  tliey  do  ufe  good  bufties  ;  and  good  plays- 
prove  the  better  by  the  help  of  good  epilogues.  What 
a  cafe  am  I  in  then,  that  am  neither  a  good  epilogue, 
ror  can  infinuate  with  you  in  the  behalf  of  ^  good 
play  ?  I  am  not  furnilh'd  like  a  beggar ;  therefore  to 
beg  will  not  become  me.  My  way  is  to  conjure  you, 
and  I'll  begin  with  the  women.  I  charge  you,  O  wo- 
men, for  the  love  you  bear  to  men,  to  like  as  much 
©f  this  play  as  pleafes  them  :  and  I  charge  you,  O 

C  C  2  XiiC%, 
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men,  for  the  love  you  bear  to  women,  (as  I  perceive 
by  your  fimpering,  none  of  you  hate  them),  to  like 
as  much  as  pleafes  them  :  that  between  you  and  the 
women,  the  play  may  pleafe.  If  I  were  a  woman  *,  I 
would  kifs  as  many  of  you  as  had  beards  that  pleas'd 
me,  complexions  that  lik'd  me,  and  breaths  that  I  de- 
fy'd  not:  and,  lam  fure,  as  many  as  have  good 
beards,  or  good  faces,  or  fwcet  breaths,  will,  for 
my  kind  offer,  when  I  make^my  curtTie,  bid  me  fare- 
*''"•  [Exeufit  omms. 

*  Note,  thatht  this  authot^s  titne  the  parts  cfv/Qmen 
"were  ahva^s  ptrformed  b^  men  «r  bop. 
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Taylor,  Haberdnpers  ;  with 
fervants  attending  on 
Baptijia  and  Petruchio, 


SCENE,  fometimes  in  Padua,   andfometimes  in  Pe- 
truchio's  houfe  in  the  country. 

1   N   D    u   c   r   I   0    N, 

SCENE       I. 

Before  an  alehoufe  on  a  heath. 

Enter  Hoflefs  and  Sly. 

'L  L  pheeze  you,  in  faith, 
Hojl.  A  pair  of  flocks,  you  rogue  ! 
$lj,  Y'are  a  baggage  ;  the  Siies  are  no  roguca 


i;y. 
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Look  in  the  chronicles,  we  came  in  with  Richard  Con- 
•^ueror  ;  therefore  pjucus  pallabrh  *  :  let  the  world 
ilidc;  S,fa.. 

Jdoji,  You  will  not  pay  for  the  glailes  you  have 
bnrft  ? 

Sly.  No,  not  a  Meniere :  go  by,  Jcronimo  *— — go 
to  thy  cold  bed,  and  warm  thee. 

Eojl.  1  know  my  remedy  ;  I  muft  go  fetch' the  third 
borough. 

S/y.  Third,  or  fourth,  or  fifth  borough,  PU  anfwcr 
him  by  law;  I'll  not  budge  an  inch,  boy;  let  him 
come,  and  kindly.  {Falls  ajlcep. 

S     G    E     N    E        IL 
Wind  hems.     Enter  a  Lord  from  hunting,  -with  a  train. 

Lord.  Huntfman,  I  charge   thee,    tender  well  m'V 
hounds : 
Xcech  Merriman,  the  poor  cur  is  imboft; 
And  couple  Clowder  with  the  deep  moutl/d  Brach. 
Saw'ft  thou  not,  boy,  how  Silver  made  it  good 
At  the  hedge-corner  in  the  coldeft  fault  ? 
I  would  not  lofe  the  dog  for  twenty  pound. 

Hufj.  Why,  Belman  is  as  good  as  he,  my  Lord  J 
He  cried  upon  it,  at  the  meereft  lofs. 
And  twice  to-day  pickM  out  the  duUefl  fcent : 
Truft  me,  I  take  him  for  the  better  dog. 

Lord.  Thou  art  a  fool ;   if  Echo  were  as  fleets 
X  would  eflcem  him  worth  a  dozen  fuch. 
But  lup  tliem  well,  and  look  unto  them  all, 
To  morrow  I  intend  to  hunt  aiiain. 

Hun.  I  will,  my  Lord. 

*  Meaning  pocas  palabras,  Spariijh,  few  words.    Ma 
Theobald. 

*  Go  by,  Jeronimo,  ivas  a  kind  of  hy-ivord  in  the 
author^ s  days,  as  appears  by  its  being  ufd  in  the  fame 
fnau77(fr  by  Ben  Jo.bnfon,  Beau^jOiit,  and  Fletcher^  and 
ether  "writers  ne.r  t^at  time.  It  arofe  firfr  from  ap.iffiige- 
in  an  oU play  cilled  Hieronymo,  or,  The  Spanilh  tra- 


•^c.  2.      The  Taming  of  the  Shrew.  307 

•    Lord.  What's  here  ?  one  dead  or  drunk  ?  See,  doth 
^  he  breathe  I 

2  Hull.  He  breathes,  my  Lord.   Were  he  not  varm'd 
with  ale, 
This  were  a  bed  but  cold  to  fleep  fo  foundly. 

Lord.  O  monftrous  beaft  !  how  like  a  fw'ine  he  lies  ! 
Grim  death,  how  foul  and  lothfome  is  thy  image  I 
Sirs,  1  will  praiftife  on  this  drunken  man. 
What  think  you,  if  he  were  convey'd  to  be^ 
Wrapp'd  in  fweet  cloaths  ;  rings  put  upon  his  fingers ; 
A  moft  delicious  banquet  by  his  bed, 
'And  brave  attendants  near  him  when  he  wakes; 
Would  not  the  beggar  then  forget  himfelf  ? 

1  Hun.  Believe  me,  Lord,  1  think  he  cannot  chnfe. 

2  Hun.  It  would  feem  ftrange  unto  him  when  he 

wakM. 
Lord.  Even  as  a  flatt'ring  dr«am,  or  worthlefs  fancy. 
Then  take  him  up,  and  manage  well  the  jeft  : 
Carry  him  gently  to  my  faireft  chamber,  _ 
And  hang  it  round  with  all  my  wanton  piftures;. 
Balm  his  foul  head  with  warm  difiilled  waters. 
And  burn  fweet  wood  to  make  the  lodging  fweet, . 
Procure  me  muHc  ready  when  he  wakes, 
To  make  a  du-'cet  and  a  heav'nly  found  ; 
And  if  he  chance  to  fpeak,  be  ready  ftraight. 
And  with  a  low  fubn  iffive  reverence 
Say,  What  is  it  your  Honour  will  command? 
Let  one  attend  him  with  a  filver  bafon 
Full  of  rcfe -water,  and  befirew'd  with  flowers  : 
Another  bear  the  ewer;  a  third  a  diaper; 
And  fay,  Wili't  pleafe  your  Lordlhip  cool  your  hands  S. 
Some  one  be  ready  with  a  cofUy  fuit, 
And  afk  him  v. hat  apparel  he  will  wear ; 
Another  tell  him  of  his  hounds  and  horfe. 
And  that  his  Lady  m.ourns  at  his  difeafe ; 
Perfuade  him  that  he  hath  been  lunatic 
And  when  he  fays  he  is,-— fay  that  he  dreams; 
For  he  is  nothing  but  a  mighty  Lord. 
This  do,  and  do  it  kindly,  gentle  Sirs: 
1;  will  be  palt:n:€  pafTing  excellent^ 


3o8         The  Taming  of  the  Shrew.  IqJ, 

If  it  be  hulbanded  with  modedy. 

1  Hun.  My  Lord,  I  warrant  you  we'll  play  our  part 
As  he  (hall  think,  by  our  true  diligence, 

He  is  no  lefs  than  "what  we  fay  he  is. 

Lonl  Take  him  up  gently,  and  to  bed  with  him ; 
And  each  one  to  his  office  when  lie  wakes. 

[Sow£  bccir  out  Sly.     Sound  trumpets. 
Sirrah,  go  fee  what  trumpet  is  t'lat  founds. 
Belike,  fome  noble  gentleman  that  means, 

[Exit  fervanti 
Travelling  fome  journey,  to  repofc  him  here. 

SCENE     lU.         Ks-enter  Seruant. 
How  now?  who  is  it? 

Ser.  An't  pleafe  your  Honour,  players 
That  offer  fervice  to  your  Lordlhip. 
Lord.  Bid  them  come  near. 

Kntcr  Phvjers, 
Now,  fellows,  you  are  welcome. 
P/rtj.  We  thank  your  Honour. 
hord.  Do  you  intend  to  flay  with  me  to-night! 

2  P/dy.  So  pleafe  your  Lordlhip  to  accept  our  duty. 
hard.  With  all  my  heart.     This  fellow  1  remember, 

Since  once  he  piay'd  a  farmer's  eldelt  fon  : 
'Twas  where  you  woo'd  the  gentlewoman  ^o  well : 
I  have  forgot  your  name  ;  but  fure,  that  paxt 
Was  aptly  fitted,  and  naturally  performed. 

Sim.  I  think  -'twas  Soto  that  yoiu"  Honour  rncani 
hard.  'Tis  very  trae  ;  thou  didit  it  excellent 
Well,  you  are  come  to  me  in  happy  time. 
The  rather  for  I  have  fome  fport  in  hand, 
Wherein  your  cunning  can  affift  me  much. 
There  is  a  Lord  will  hear  you  play  to-nightj 
But  I  am  doubtful  of  your  modefUes, 
Left,   over  eying  of  his  odd  behaviour, 
(For  yet  his  Honour  never  heard  a  play,) 
You  break  into  fome  merry  paflSon, 
And  fo  offend  him  :  for  1  teil  you,  Sirs, 
If  you  fhould  fmile,  he  grows  impatient. 

Pb.'j,  Fear  not,  my  Lord,  we  can  contain  ourfelves; 
Verc  he  the  verieil  antic  in  tlie  world. 
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2  Phy.  [to  the  other.']  Go  get  a  diflbclout  to  make 
clean  your  (hoes,  and  Til  fpeak  for  the  properties. 

[Exit  plajer. 
My  Lord,  we  muft  have  a  fhoulder  of  mutton  for  a 
property,  and  a  little  vinegar  to  make  our  devil  roar. 

Lord.  Go,  firrah,  take  them  to  the  buttery. 
And  give  them  friendly  welcome  every  one  : 
Let  them  want  nothing  that  the  houfe  affords. 

[Exit  one  -with  the  pJa^ers* 
Sirrah,  go  you  to  Bartholomew  my  page. 
And  fee  him  drefs'd  in  all  fuits  like  a  lady. 
That  done,  conduft  him  to  the  drunkard's  chamber, 
And  call  him,  Madam,  do  him  all  obeifance. 
Tell  him  from  me,  (as  he  will  win  my  love,) 
He  bear  himfelf  with  honourable  adion. 
Such  as  he  hath  obferv'd  in  noble  ladies 
Unto  their  Lords,  by  them  accompliftied  ; 
Such  duty  to  the  drunkard  let  him  do. 
With  foft  low  tongue,  and  lowly  courtefy ; 
A,nd  fay,  What  is^t  your  Honour  will  command. 
Wherein  your  lady  and  your  humble  wife, 
May  fhew  her  duty,  and  make  known  her  love  ? 
And  then  with  kind  embracements,  tempting  kilTes, 
And  with  declining  head  into  his  bofom. 
Bid  him  (bed  tears,  as  being  overjoyed 
To  fee  her  Noble  Lord  reftor'd  to  health. 
Who  for  twice  feven  years  hath  edeem'd  himfelf 
Ko  better  than  a  poor  and  lothfome  beggar. 
And  if  the  boy  have  not  a  soman's  gift 
To  rain  a  (bower  of  commanded  tears. 
An  onion  will  do  well  for  fuch  a  (hift ; 
Which  in  a  napkin  being  ciofs  convey'd, 
Shall  in  defpight  enforce  a  wat'ry  eye. 
See  this  difpatch'd  with  ail  the  hafte  thoa  can'ft; 
Anon  ril  give  thee  m.ore  inftruaions.      [Exit  Servants 
I  know  the  boy  will  well  ufurp  the  grace. 
Voice,  gate,  and  aftion  of  a  gentlewoman- 
I  long  to  hear  him  call  the  drunkard  hulband ; 
And  how  my  men  will  ftay  themfelves  from  laughter. 

When  they  do  homage  to  this  fimple  pcafant 

1 U 
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ril  in  to  counfel  them ;  haply  my  prcfence 
May  well  abate  the  over  merry  fpleen, 
Which  otherwife  will  go  into  extremes.       [E^;V  lord, 
SCENE         IV. 

Changes  to  a  bed-chainker  in  the  Lord's  honfe.^ 
Enter  Sly   ivith  attendants,  fofnc  ivith  apparel,  bafont 
and  e-wcr,  and  other  appurtenances.  Re-enter  Lord, 
SIj.  For  God's  fake,  a  pot  of  fnall  ale. 

1  Serv.  Wiirt  pleafe  your  Lordfhip  drink  a  cup  of 
fack? 

2  Serv.  Y/ill't  pleafc  your  Honour  tafle  of  thefc 
conferves  ? 

3  Serv.  What  raiment  will  your  honour  wear  to- 
day  ? 

S/y.  I  am  Chriflopher  Sly^  call  not  me  Honour,  nor 
Lordfhip:  1  ne'er  drank  fack  in  my  life ;  and  if  you 
give  Hie  any  conferves,  give  me  conferves  of  beef: 
ne'er  afk  me  what  raiment  Fli  wear,  for  I  have  no 
snore  doublets  than  backs,  no  -i^ore  {lockings  than  legs, 
nor  no  more  flioes  than  feet ;  nay  fomctimes  more  feet 
than  fhoes,  or  fuch  fhoc5  as  my  toes  look  through  the 
over-leal  :>er. 

Lord.    Heav'n    ceafe     this    idle    humour   In    your 
Hunour  1 
Oh  that  a  mighty  man  of  (uch  defcent, 
Of  fuch  pofFeflions,   and  fo  high  eAeem, 
Should  be  infufed  with  fo  foul  a  fpirit  I 

iS7y.  What,  wou'd  you  make  me  mad?  am  not  I 
Chriftophcro  Sly,  old  Sly's  fon  of  Burton-heath,  by 
birth  a  ped!ar,  iDy  education  a  card-maker,  by  tranf- 
mutation  a  bear  herd,  ^and  now  by  prefent  profeflion  a 
tinker  ?  Alk  Marian  Hacket,  the  fat  ale-wife  of  Win- 
cot,  if  fhe  know  me  not;  if  (he  fay  I  am  not  four- 
teen pence  on  the  (core  for  fheer  ale,  fcore  me  up  for 
the  iying'ft  knave  in  Chriftendom.  What !  I  am  not 
beflraught:   here's 

1  Man.  Oh,  this  it  is  that  makes  your  Lady  mourn. 

2  Man.   Oh,    this  it  is  that  makes  your  fervants 

droop. 

Ltrd. 
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Lord.  Hence  comes  it  that  your  kindred  (hun  your 
houre, 
As  beaten  hence  by  your  ftrangc  hinacy. 
Oh,  Noble  Lord^  bethink  thee  of  thy  birth, 
Call  home  thy  ancient  thoughts  from  banifhmcnt. 
And  banifh  hence  thefe  abjeft  lowly  dreams. 
Look  how  thy  fervants  do  attend  on  thee. 
Each  in  his  office,  ready  at  thy  beck. 
Wilt  thou  have  mufic?   hark,  Apollo  plays  ;       [Mufic, 
And  twenty  caged  nightingales  do  fing. 
Or  wilt  thou  fleep  ?  we'll  have  thee  to  a  couch. 
Softer  and  fvi-eeter  than  the  luftful  bed 
On  purpofe  trimm'd  up  for  Semiramls. 
Say  thou  wilt  walk,  we  will  beftrow  the  ground ; 
Or  wilt  thou  ride  I  thy  horfes  (hall  be  trapped. 
Their  harnefs  ftudded  all  with  gold  and  pearl. 
Doft  thou  love  hawking  ?  thou  haft  hawks  will  foar 
Above  the  morning-lark.     Or  wilt  thou  hunt  ? 
Thy  hounds  fhall  make  the  welkin  anflver  them, 
And  fetch  fhrill  echoes  from  the  hollow  earth. 

1  Matt.  Say  thou  wilt  coui'fe,  thy  greyhounds  are  aS 

fwift 
As  breathed  flags  ;  ay,  fleeter  than  the  roe. 

2  Man.  Doft  thou  love  pictures  ?  we  will  fetch  thee 

ftraight 
Adonis,  painted  by  a  running  brook ; 
And  Cytherea  all  in  fcdges  hid  ; 
Which  feem  to  move,  and  wanton  with  her  breath, 
Ev*n  as  the  waving  fedges  play  with  wind. 

Lord.  "We'll  (hew  thee  lo,  as  (he  was  a  maid. 
And  how  file  was  beguiled  and  furpris'd. 
As  lively  painted  as  the  deed  was  done. 

3  Man.  Or  Daphne  reaming  through  a  thorny  wood. 
Scratching  her  legs,  that  one  (hall  fwcar  (he  bleeds  : 
And  at  that  fight  fiiall  fad  Apollo  weep  : 

So  workmanly  the  blood  and  tears  are  drawn. 

Lord.  Thou  art  a  Lord,  and  nothing  but  a  Lord : 
Thou  haft  a  Lady  far  more  beautiful 
Than  any  woman  in  this  waining  age. 

J  Mafu  And  till  the  tears  that  fr.c  hath  (bed  for  thee. 

Like 
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Like  envious  floods,  o'er-ran  her  lovely  face, 
She  was  ihc  faireft  creature  in  the  world. 
And  yet  (he  is  inferior  to  none. 

Sly.  Am  I  a  Lord,  and  have  I  fuch  a  Lady  ? 
Or  do  I  dream  ?   or  have  I  dream'd  till  now  ? 
I  do  not  lleep  ;  I  fee,  I  hear,  I  fpeak  ; 
I  fmell  fwet  favours,  and  I  feel  foft  things. 
Upon  my  life,  I  am  a  Lord  Indeed  ; 
And  not  a  tinker,  nor  Chriftophero  Sly. 
Well,  bring  our  Lady  hither  to  our  fight, 
And  once  again  a  pot  o'  th'  fmalleft  ale. 

2  Man.  Wilt  pleafe  your  Mightinefs  to  wa(h  your 

hands  ? 
Oh,  how  we  joy  to  fee  your  wits  reftorM!  ' 
Oh,  that  once  more  you  knew  but  what  you  are! 
Thefe  fifteen  years  you  have  been  in  a  dream. 
Or,  when  you  wak'd,  fo  wakM  as  if  you  flept. 

Slj.  Thefe  fifteen  years  !   by  my  fay,  a  goodly  nap; 
But  did  I  never  fpeak  of  all  that  time  ? 

I  M^in.  Oh,  yes,  my  Lord,  but  very  idle  words. 
For  though  you  lay  here  in  this  goodly  chamber, 
Yet  would  you  fay,  ye  were  beaten  out  of  door. 
And  raii'd  upon  the  hoftefs  of  the  houfe ; 
And  fay,  you  would  prefent  her  at  the  leet, 
Becaufe  fhe  bought  rtone-jugs,  and  no  feaFd  quarts. 
Sometimes  you  would  call  out  for  Cicely  Hacket. 

SJy.  Ay,  the  woman^s  maid  of  the  houfe. 

3  Mafi.  Why,  Sir,  you  know  no  houfe,  nor  no  fiich 

maid. 
Nor  no  {iich  men,  as  you  have  reckoned  up ; 
As  Stephen  Sly,  and  old  John  Naps  of  Greece, 
And  Peter  Turf,  and  Henry  Pimpernell, 
And  twenty  more  ftjch  names  and  men  as  thele. 
Which  never  were,  nor  no  man  ever  (aw. 
j    S/y.  Now  Lord  be  thanked  for  my  good  amends ! 

y^Il.  Amen. 

Sly.  By  th^  mafs,  I  think  I  am  a  Lord  Indeed. 
What  Is  thy  name? 

,M(j?;.  iS/'w,  an't  plcafe  your  Honour. 
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S/y.  Sim  ?  that's  as  much  as  to  fay  Simeon  or  Simon; 
put  forth  thy  hand  an<l  fill  the  pot. 

[The  fervant  gives  him  drink* 
SCENE     V.     E-iter  Lady,  with  attendants. 

I  thank  thee ;- thou  (halt  not  lofe  by  it. 

k  Lady.  How  fares  my  Noble  Lord? 
"  Sly.  Marry,  I  fare  well ;  for  here  is  cheer  enough. 
Where's  my  wife  I 

Lady.  Here,  Noble  Lord,  what  is  thy  will  with  her? 

Sly.  Are  you  my  wife,  and  will  not  call  me  hufband  i 
My  men  ftiould  call  me  Lord,  I  am  your  good-man. 

Lady.  My  hulband  and  m}'-  lord,   my  lord  and  hiiC- 
band ; 
I  am  your  wife  in  all  obedience. 

Sly.  1  know  it  well :  what  mufl  I  call  her? 

Lord.  Madam. 

Sly.  /lice  Madam,  or  Joau  Madam  ? 

Lord.  Madam,  and  nothing  elfe ;   fo  Lords  call  La  - 
dies. 

Sly.  Come,  fit  down  on  my  knee.  Sim,  drink  to  her. 
Madam  wife,  they  fay  that  I  have  dream'd,  and  ficft 
above  fome  fifteen  years  and  more. 

Lady.  Ay,  and  the  time  feems  thirty  unto  me, 
Being  all  this  time  abandoned  from  your  bed. 

Sly.  'Tis  much.  Servants,  leave  me  and  her  alone- 
Madam,  undrefs  you,  and  come  now  to  bed.  Siaij 
drink  to  her. 

Lady.  Thrice-noble  Lord,  let  me  Intreat  of  you 
To  pardon  me  yet  for  a  night  or  two  : 
Or,  If  not  fo,  until  the  fun  be  fct ; 
For  your  phyficians  have  exprefsly  charg'd. 
In  peril  to  incur  your  former  malady. 
That  I  fhould  yet  abfent  me  from  your  bed ; 
I  hope  this  reafon  {lands  for  my  excnfe. 

Sly.  Ay,  it  ftands  fo,  that  I  may  hardly  tarry  fo 
long  ;  but  I  would  be  loth  to  fall  into  my  dream  ajraln. 
I  will  therefore  tarry  in  delpight  of  the  fltfli  and  the 
blood. 

SCENE     VT.     EntcraMefenger. 
Mejp.  Your  Honour's  players,  hearing  your  amend- 
ment. 
Vol.  II,  D  d  Arc 
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Are  come  to  play  a  pleafant  comedy ; 

For  Co  your  Do£lors  hold  it  very  meet. 

Seeing  too  much  fadnefs  hath  congealM  your  blood; 

And  melancholy  is  the  nurfe  of  frenzy. 

Therefore  they  thought  it  good  you  hear  a  play, 

And  frame  your  mind  to  mirth  and  merriment; 

Which  bars  a  thoufand  harms,  and  lengthens  life. 

Sly^  Marry,  I  will ;  let  them  play ;  is  it  not  a  com- 
jnodity  ?   a  Chriftmas  gambol,  or  a  tumbling  trick? 

Lady.  No,  my  good  Lord,  it  is  more  p leafing  ftuff. 

Slf.  What,  houfhold-ftuff? 

Lady.  It  is  a  kind  of  hiftory. 

SJy.  Well,  we'll  fee't :  come.  Madam  wife,  fit  by 
*ny  fide,  and  let  the  world  flip,  wc  ftiali  ne'er  be 
younger. 


The 
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A  C  T    I.        S  C  E  N  E    I. 

A  Jireet  in  Fadutt. 

Fhurijh.    EnUr  Lucentio  and  Tranlo. 

tuc.  rnr^Ranlo,  fince  for  the  great  defire  I  had 
I       To  fee  fair  Padua,  nurfery  of  arts, 
•^      I  am  arriv'd  from  fruitful  Lombardy^, 
The  pleafant  garden  of  great  Italy ; 
And,  by  my  father's  love  and  leave,  am  armM 
"With  his  good-will,  and  thy  good  company : 
Mofl:  trufty  fervant,  well  approVd  in  all. 
Here  let  us  breathe,  and  haply  inftitute 
A  courfe  of  learning,  and  ingenious  ftudies. 
Pifa,  renowned  for  grave  citizens, 
Gave  me  my  being  ;  and  my  father  firft, 
A  merchant  of  great  traffic  through  the  world  : 
Vincentio's  come  of  the  Bentlvolii, 
Vincentio  his  fon,  brought  up  in  Florenc(r, 
It  (hall  become  to  ferve  all  hopes  conceivM, 
To  deck  his  fortune  with  his  virtuous  deeds  : 
And  therefore,  Tranio,  for  the  time  I  ftudy, 
To  virtue  and  that  part  of  philofophy 
Will  I  apply,  that  treats  of  happinefs 
By  virtue  fpecialiy  to  be  atchievM. 
Tell  me  thy  mind,  for  I  have  Plla  left, 
And  am  to  Padua  come,  as  he  that  leaves 
A  (hallow  plafh,  to  plunge  him  in  the  deep, 
And  with  fatiety  feeks  to  quench  his  thirft. 
Tra.  Mc pardonatOy  gentle  m after  mine, 
I  am  in  all  affe<fled  as  yourfelf : 
Glad  that  you  thus  continue  your  refolve, 
To  fack  the  f^'cets  of  fweet  philofophy  : 
Only,  good  mafter,  while  we  do  admire 

Dd.2  This 
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This  virtue,  and  tliis  moral  difcipline. 

Let's  be  no  Stoics,  nor  no  ftocks,  I  pray; 

Or  fo  devote  to  Arlftotle's  checks, 

As  Ovid  be  an  outcaft  quite  abjur'd. 

Talk  logic  with  acquaintance  that  you  have, 

And  praftife  rhetoric  in  your  common  talk  ; 

Mufic  and  poefy  ufe  to  quicken  you  ; 

The  mathematics,  and  the  metaphyfics, 

Fail  to  them,  as  you  find  your  ftomach  ferves  you. 

No  profit  grows,  where  is  no  pleafure  ta'en : 

In  brief.  Sir,  ftudy  what  you  moll  affeft. 

Luc.  Gramercies,  Tranio,  well  doft  thou  adylfe; 
If  Biondello,  thou  wert  come  aOicre, 
We  could  at  once  put  us  in  readinefs  ; 
And  take  a  lodging  fit  to  entertain 
Such  friends,  as  time  in  Padua  fhall  beget 
But  ftay  a  while,  what  company  is  this  ? 

Tra.  Mafter,  fome  fnow  to  welcome  us  to  town. 
SCENE       11. 
Enter  Baptlfla,  iv/t!}  Catharina  and  Bianca,  Gremio  and 
Hortenfio.     Lucentio  and  Tranio  Jland  hy. 

Bap.  Gentlemen  both,  importune  me  no  farther, 
For  how  I  firmly  am  lefolv'd,  you  know  ; 
Thst  is,  not  to  beftow  my  youngeft  daughter, 
Before  I  have  a  hufband  for  the  elder  : 
If  cither  of  you  both  love  Catharina, 
Becaufe  I  know  you  well,  and  love  you  well. 
Leave  fhall  you  have  to  court  her  at  your  pleafure. 

Gre.  To  cart  her  rather. — She's  too  rough  for  mC 
There,  there,  Hortenfio,  will  you  any  wife  ? 

Cat'}.  I  pray  you,  Sir,   is  it  your  will 
To  make  a  ftale  of  mc  amongfl:  thefc  mates  ? 

Hon  Mates,  maid,  how  mean  you  that  ?  no  mates 
for  you ; 
Unlefs  you  were  of  gentler,  milder  mould. 

Cath.  r  faith,  Sir,  you  (hall  never  need  to  fear, 
I  wis,  it  is  not  half  way  to  her  heart : 
But  if  it  were,  doubt  not,  her  care  (hall  be 
To  comb  your  noddle  with  a  three-legg'd  flool, 
And  paint  your  face,  and  ufe  you  like  a  fool 
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Hor.  From  all  fuch  devils,  good  Lord,  deliver  us. 

Cre.  And  me  too,  good  Lord. 

Tra.  Hufli,  Mafler,  here's  fome  good  pafVime" 
toward ; 
That  wench  is  frark  mad,  or  wonderful  fro- 
ward. 

Luc.  But  in  the  other's  filence  I  do  fee  >Afide. 

Maid's  mild  behaviour  and  fobricty. 
Peace,  Tranio. 

Tra.  Well  fald,   Mafter ;   mum  !    and  gaze 
your  fill. 

Bap.  Gentlemen,  that  I  may  foon  make  gooc 
What  I  have  (aid,  Bianca,  get  you  in ; 
And  let  it  not  difpleafc  thee,  good  Bianca ; 
For  I  will  love  thee  ne'er  the  lefs,  my  girl. 

Cath.  A  pretty  peat!   it  is  beft  put  finger  in  the  eye, 
an  (he  knew  why. 

Bian.  Sifter,  content  you  in  my  difcontent. 
Sir,  to  your  pleafiire  humbly  I  fubfcribe  : 
My  books  and  inftruments  fliall  be  my  company, 
On  them  to  look,  and  praftife  by  myfelf. 

Luc.  Hark,  Tranio,  thou  may'ft  hear  Minerva  fpeak, 

l^ftdc. 

Her.  Signior  Baptifla,  will  you  be  fo  ftrange  ! 
Sorry  am  I,  that  our  good  will  effeds 
Bianca's  grief. 

Gre.  Why  will  you  mew  her  up, 
Signior  Baptifta,  for  this  fiend  of  hell. 
And  make  her  bear  the  penance  of  her  tongue? 

Bap.  Gentlemen,  content  ye ;  I  am  refolv'd  : 

Go  in,  Bianca. lExit  Biancs, 

And  for  I  know,  fhe  taketh  moft  delight 
In  mufic,  inftruments,  and  poetry ; 
Schoolmafters  will  I  keep  within  my  hou{e. 
Fit  to  inftnift  her  youth.    If  you,  Hortenfio, 
Or  Signior  Gremio,  you,  know  any  flich. 
Prefer  them  hither :  for  to  cunning  men 
I  will  be  very  kind ;  and  liberal 
To  mine  own  children;  in  good  bringing  «p ; 

Dd3  And 
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And  Co  farcwel.     Catharlna,  you  may  ftay. 
For  I  have  more  to  commune  with  Bianca.  Exit. 

Cath.  Why,  and,  I  truft,  1  may  go  too,  may  I  ntjt? 
V/Iiat,  (hall  I  be  appointed  hours,  as  tho',  belike,  I 
fenew  not  what  to  take,  and  what  to  leave  \  ha ! 

SCENE  m. 
Gre.  You  may  go  to  the  devil's  dam  :  your  gifts  are 
o  good,  here  is  none  will  hold  you.  Our  love  is  not 
fo  great.  Hoi  tenfio,  but  we  m.ay  blow  our  nails  toge- 
ther, and  faft  it  fairly  out.  Our  cakes  dow  on  both 
fides.  ^  Farewel ;  yet  for  the  love  I  bear  my  fweet  Bi- 
anca, if  I  can  by  any  means  light  on  a  fit  man  to  teach 
her  that  wherein  fhe  delights,  I  will  wilh  him  to  her 
father. 

Eor.  So  will  I,  Signior  Gremlo.  But  a  word,  I  pray: 
tho'  the  nature  of  our  quarrel  never  yet  brook'd  parle, 
know  now,  upon  advice,  it  toucheth  us  both,  that  wc 
may  yet  again  have  accefs  to  our  fair  miftrefs,  and  be 
happy  rivals  in  Bianca's  love,  to  labour  and  effcft  one 
thing  'fpecially. 

Gre.  What's  that,  I  pray  ? 

Bor.  Marry,  Sir,  to  get  a  hufband  for  her  lifter. 

Gre.  A  hufband  !   a  devil. 

lior.  I  fay,  a  huftand. 

Gre.  I  fay,  a  devil.  Think'ft  thou,  Hortenfio,  tho* 
her  father  be  very  rich,  any  man  is  fo  very  a  fool  to  be 
married  to  hell  t 

Hor.  Tufh,  Gremio ;  tho'  it  pafs  your  patience  anJ 
mine  to  endure  her  loud  alarms,  why,  man,  there  be 
good  fellows  in  the  world,  an  a  man  could  light  on 
them,  would  take  her  with  all  her  faults,  and  money 
enough. 

Gre.  I  cannot  tell ;  but  I  had  as  lief  take  her  dowry 
with  this  condition,  to  be  whipp'd  at  the  high-crofs  e- 
ycry  morning. 

Hor.  'Faith,  as  you  fay,  there's  a  finall  choice  In 
rotten  apples.  But,  come,  fince  this  bar  in  law  makes 
us  friends,  it  jfhall  be  fo  far  forth  friendly  maintain'd, 
|ili  by  helping  BaptiAa's  eldcft  daughter  to  a  hufband, 

we 
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we  fet  his  yoiingeft  free  for  a  hulband,  and  then  have 
to't  afrefli.  Sweet  Bianca  !  happy  man  be  his  dole!  he 
that  runs  fafleft  gets  the  ring;  how  fay  you,  Signior 
Grcmio  i 

Gre.  I  am  agreed ;  and  would  I  had  given  him  the 
beft  horfe  in  Padua  to  begin  his  wooing,  that  would 
throughly  woo  her,  wed  her,  and  bed  her,  and  rid  the 
houfe  of  her.    Come  on. 

[_Exeunt  Gremio  and  Hortenfio. 
SCENE      IV.         Mamnt  Tvznio  iind  hxiCCXiiiQi 

Tra.  I  pray,  Sir,  tell  me,  is  it  poiTibie 
That  love  (hould  on  a  fudden  take  iuch  hold  ? 

Luc.  Oh  Tranio,  till  I  found  it  to  be  true, 
1  never  thought  it  poflible  or  likely. 
But  fee,  while  idly  I  ftood  looking  on, 
I  found  th'  cife£l  of  love  in  idkncfs  : 
And  now  in  plainnefs  do  confefs  to  thee, 
(That  art  to  mc  as  fecret,  and  as  dear. 
As  Anna  to  the  Qiieen  of  Carthage  was) ; 
Tranio,  I  burn,  1  pine,  I  penlh,  Tranio, 
If  I  atchieve  not  this  young  modefl  girl. 
Counfel  me,  Tranio,  for,  I  know,  thou  can'/lj 
AlIIll  me,  Tranio,  for  I  know  thou  wilt. 

7>./.  Mafter,   it  is  no  time  to  chide  you  now  ; 
Aife<£lk>n  is  not  rated  from  the  heart. 
If  love  hath  toil'd  you,  nought  remains  but  Co, 
Kedime  te  captwn  quam  queas  tnlnimo. 

Luc  Gramercy,  lad  ;  go  forward,  this  contents  J 
The  reft  will  comfort,  for  thy  counfeFs  found. 

Trtu  Mafter,  you  look'd  fo  longly  on  the  maid. 
Perhaps  you  markM  not  what's  the  pith  of  all. 

Luc.  O  yes,  I  faw  fweet  beauty  in  her  face ; 
Such  as  the  daughter  of  Agenor  had, 
That  made  great  Jove  to  humble  him  to  her  hand. 
When  with  his  knees,  he  kifs'd  the  Cretan  ftrand. 

Tra.  Saw  you  no  more  \  ^mark'd  you  not,  how  hc3 
fifter 
Began  to  fcold,  and  raife  up  fucha  ftorm. 
That  mortal  ears  might  hardly  endure  the  din  ? 

Luc.  Tra2\io,  I  faw  her  coral  lips  to  move, 

Anii 
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And  with  her  breath  {he  did  perfume  the  air; 
Sacred  and  fweet  was  all  I  faw  in  her. 

Tra.  Nay,  then  'tis  time  to  ftir  him  from  his  trance: 
I  pray,  awake.  Sir;  if  you  love  the  maid. 
Bend  thoughts  and  wit  t'  atchieve  her.     Thus  it  flands : 
Her  eldeft  filter  is  fo  curs'd  and  flirewd. 
That  till  the  father  rids  his  hands  of  her, 
Mafter,  your  love  muft  live  a  maid  at  home; 
And  therefore  has  he  clofeiy  mew'd  her  up, 
Becaufe  fne  (hall  not  be  annoy'd  with  fuitors. 

Luc.  Ah,  Tranio,  what  a  cruel  father's  he  ! 
But  art  thou  not  advis'd,  he  took  fome  care 
To  get  her  cunning  fchoolmafters  to  inflru<fl  her? 

Tra.  Ay,  marry,  am  I,  Sir ;  and  now  'tis  plotted. 

htiC.  I  have  it,  Tranio. 

Tra.  Mafter,  for  my  hand. 
Both  our  inventions  meet  and  jump  in  one. 

hue.  Tell  me  thine  firll. 

Tra.  You  will  be  fchoolmafter. 
And  undertake  the  teaching  of  the  maid; 
That's  your  device. 

hue.  It  is;  may  it  be  done? 

Tra.  Not  poflible  :  for  who  Ihall  bear  your  part, 
And  be  in  Padna  here  Vincentio's  fon. 
Keep  houfe,  and  ply  his  book,  welcome  his  friends, 
Vifit his  countrymen,   and  banquet  them? 

h74C.  Bafta; — content  thee;  for  I  have  it  full. 
"We  have  not  yet  been  feen  in  any  houfe, 
Nor  can  we  be  diftinguifti'd  by  our  faces, 
For  man  or  mafter:  then  it  follows  thus. 
Thou  fhalt  be  mafter,  Tranio,  in  my  (lead; 
Keep  houfe,  and  port,  and  fervants,  as  1  Ihould. 
I  will  fome  other  be,  fome  Florentine 
Some  Neapolitan,  or  meaner  man  of  PIfa. 
^Tis  hatched,   and  fhall  be  fo :    Tranio,  at  ©nee 
Uncafe  thee  :  take  my  coloured  hat  and  cloak. 
"When  Biondello  comes,  he  waits  on  thee  ; 
But  I  will  charm  him  firft  to  keep  his   tongue. 

Tra.  So  had  you  need,  SJThe'j  exchange  habttS* 

In  brief;  good  Sir,  fith  it  your  pleafure  is, 
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And  I  am  ty'd  to  be  obedient, 

(For  ib  your  father  charg'd  me  at  our  parting; 

Be  ferviceable  to  my  Ton,  quoth  he), 

Ahho*,  I  think,  ^twas  in  another  fcnfej 

I  am  content  to  be  Luccntio, 

Becaufe  fo  well  I  love  Lucentio. 

Luc.  Tranio,  be  fo  ;  becaufe  Lucentio  loves  j 
And  let  me  be  a  Have  t'  atchieve  that  maid, 
Whofe  fudden  fight  hath  thrall'd  my  wounded  eye. 

Enter  BiondeDo. 
Here  comes  the  rogue.     Sirrah,  where  have  you  been  ! 

Eton.  Where  have  I  been?  nay,  how  now,  where 
are  5'-ou  ?  Maftcr,  has  my  fellow  Tranio  ftol'n  your 
cloaths,  or  you  ftol'n  his,  or  both?  Pray  what's  the 


news  ? 


P 


Luc.  Sirrah,  come  hither:  'tis  no  timctojeft; 
And  therefore  frame  your  manners  to  the  time. 
Your  fellow  Tranio  here,   to  fave  my  life. 
Puts  my  apparel  and  my  countenance  on, 
And  1  for  my  escape  have  put    on  his  : 
For  in  a  quarrel,  fince  I  came  afhore, 
I  kill'd  a  man,  and  fear  I  am  deicry'd: 
Wait  you  on  him,  I  charge  you,  as  becomes  ; 
While  I  make  way  from  hence  to  fave  my  life. 
You  underftand  me? 

Bron.  Ay,  Sir,  ne'er  a  whit. — 

Luc.  And  not  a  jot  of  Tranio  in  your  mouth; 
Tranio  is  chang'd  into  Lucentio. 

Bion.  The  better  for  him  ;  would  T  were  Co  too. 

Tra.  So  would  I,  'faith,  boy,  to  have  the  next  wii*h 
after;  that  Lucentio  indeed  hadBaptifta's  youngeft  daugh- 
ter. But,  firrah,  not  for  my  fake,  but  your  mafter's,  t 
advife  you,  ufc  your  manners  difcreet'y  in  all  kind 
of  companies:  when  I  am  alone,  why,  then  I  am 
Tranio;  but  in  all  places  eife,  your  mafter  Lu- 
centio. 

Luc.  Tranio,  let's  go  :  one  thing  m.ore  rcfls,  thai 
thyfelf  execute,  to  make  one  among  thefe  wooers:  if 
thou  ask  me  why,  fufficeth  my  rcafons  are  both  good 
and  weighty.  "  [Exeunt, 

SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E  V.    3efcre  Horteiifio's  houfe  in  Padua' 

Enter  Petruchio,  and  Grumio. 
Fet.  Vercna,  for  a  while  I  take  my  leave, 
To  fee  my  friends  in  Padr.a  ;   but  of  all 
My  befi:  beloved  and  approved  friend, 
Hortenfio  ;  and  I  trow,  this  is  the  houfe ; 
Here,  Sirrah,  Grumio,    knock,  1  fay. 

Gru.  Knock,  Sir  \  whom  fhould  I  knock  ?  Is  there 
any  man  has  rebusM   your  Worfhip  ? 

Pet,  Villain,  I  fay,   knock  me  here  foundly. 
Gru.  Knock  you  here.   Sir  !  why,  Sir,  what  am  I, 
Sir, 
That  I  (liouid  knock  you  here.  Sir  ? 

Pet-  Villain,  I  fay,  knock  me  at  this  gate. 
And  rap  me  well;  or  FlI  knock  your  knave's  pate. 
Gru.  My  m after  is  grown   quarrelfome  :  I  fhould 
knock  you  firfl. 
And  then  I  know  after  who  comes  by  the  wbrft. 

Pet.  Will  it   not  be? 
Faith,  firrah,  an  you'll  not'  knock,  Fll  ring  it. 
FU  try  how  you   can   Sol,    Fa,    and   fing  it. 

\Yie  lurtngs  him  hj  the  ears. 
Gru.  Help,  mafters,  help  ;  my  mafter  jis  mad. 
Pet.  Now  knock,  when  I  bid  you:  Sirrah!  Villain! 

E?2ter  Hortenfio. 
Hor.  How  now,  what's  the  matter?  my  old  friend 
Grumio,  and  my  good  friend  Petruchio  !  how  do  you 
all  at  Verona  ? 

Pet.  Signior  Hortenfio,  come  you  to  part  the  fray  . 
Cojz  tutto  il  core  ben  trovato,  may  I  (ay. 
Hor.  Alia  no  fir  a  c.ifa  ben  venuto,  motto  honor  ato  Si^' 
nor  mio  Petruchio. 
Rife,  Grumio,  rife ;  we  will  compound  this  quarrel. 
Gru.  Nay,   'tis  no  matter  what  he  leges  in  Latin. 
If  this  be  not  a  lawful  caufe  for  me  to  leave  his  fer- 
vice,  look  you,   Sir  :  he  bid  me  knock  him,  and  rap 
him  foundly.  Sir.   Well,  wa^  it  fit  for  a  fervant  to  ufc 
his  mafter  fo,  being,  perhaps,  for  aught  I  fee,  Vfio  an<l 

thirty,  a  pip  out? 

Whom, 
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Whom,  would  to  God,  I  had  well  knockM  at  firft, 
Then  had  not  Grumio  come  by  the  worft. 

Pet.  A  fenfelels  villain  ! Good  Hortenfio, 

I  bid  the  rafcal  knock  upon  your  gate, 

And  could  not  get  him  for  my  heart  to  do  it.' 

Gru.  Knock  at  the  gate?  O  heav'ns  !  fpake  you 
not  thefc  words  plain !  Sirrahjjkncck  m.e  here,  rap  me 
here,  knock  me  well,  and  knock  me  foundly  i  and 
come  you  now  with  knocking  at  the  gate  I  ^ 

Pet.  Sirrah,  be  gone,  or  talk  not,  I  advife  you. 

Hor.  Petruchio,  patience,  I  am  Grumio's  pledge  : 
Why,  this  is  a  heavy  chance  'twixt  him  and  you, 
I^Your  ancient,  trufty,  pleafant  fervant  Grumio  ; 
And  tell  me  now,  fweeet  friend,  what  happy  gale 
Blows  you  to  Padua  here,  from  old  Verona. 
Pet.  Such  wind  as  fcatters  young  men  through  the 
world, 
To  feek  their  fortunes  farther  than  at  home ; 
Where  fmall  experience  grows  but  in  a  mew. 
Signior  Hortenfio,  thus  it  (lands  with  me : 
Antonio,  my  father,  is  deceased ; 
And  I  have  thruft  myfelf  into  this  maze. 
Haply  to  wive  and  thrive  as  befl  I  may  : 
Crowns  in  my  purfe  I  have,  and  goods  at  home. 
And  fo  am  come  abroad  to  fee  the  world. 

Hor.  Petruchio,  fhall  I  then  come  roundly  to  thec, 
And  wifti  thee  to'jL  ftirewd  ill-favour'd  wife  I 
Thoud'ft  thank  me  but  a  little  for  my  counfcl ; 
And  yet,  FU  promife  thee  fhe  fhall  be  rich. 
And  very  rich  :  but  thour't  too  much  my  friend. 
And  Fll  not  wifh  thee  to  her. 

Pet.  Signior  Hortenfio,  'twixt  (iich  friends  as  US 
Few  words  (uffice ;  and  therefore  if  you  know 
One  rich  enough  to  be  Petruchio^s  wife ; 
(As  wealth  is  burden  of  my  wooing  dance,) 
Be  (he  as  foul  as  was  Florentius'*  love, 

*  Thh  I  fuppofe  relates  to  a  ctrcutnfiance  in  fome 
Italian  novej,  and  Jlmild  be  read  FlorentioV.  M/^« 
Warburton. 

As 


324  The  Taming  of  the  Shrew.      Ad  i. 

As  old  as  Sibyl,  and  as  curs*d  and  fhrewd 

As  Socrates'  Xantippe,  or  a  worfe. 

She  moves  me  not ;  or  not  removes,  at  leaft, 

Affeaion  fieg'd  in  coin.     Were  (he  as  rough 

As  are  the  fwelling  Adriatic  feas, 

I  come  to  wive  it  wealthily  in  Padua  : 

If  wealthily,  then  happily,  in  Padua. 

_  Gru.  Nay,  look  you,  Sir,  he  tells  you  flatly  uliat 
his  mind  is  :  wh}^,  give  him  gold  enough,  and  marry 
him  to  a  puppet,  or  an  aglet-baby,  or  an  old  trot 
with  ne'er  a  tooth  in  her  head,  tho'  flic  have  as  many 
difeafes  as  two  and  fifty  horfes ;  why,  nothing  comes 
amifs,  fo  money  comes  withal. 

Hor.  Petruchio,  fince  we  are  ftept  thus  far  in, 
I  will  continue  that  I  broach'd  in  jeft. 
I  can,  Petruchio,  help  thee  to  a  wife 
With  wealth  enough,  and  young  and  beauteous, 
Brought  up,  as  belt  becomes  a  gentlewoman. 
Her  only  fault,  and  that  is  fault  enough, 
Is,  that  fhe  is  intolerably  curs'd  ; 
And  flirewd,  and  froward,  fo  beyond  all  meadire. 
That,  were  my  Hate  far  worfer  than  it  is, 
1  would  not  wed  her  for  a  mine  of  gold. 

Pet.   Hortenfio,    peace  j    thou  know'fl  not  gold's 
effeil ; 
Tell  me  her  father's  name,  and  'tis  enough : 
For  I  will  board  her,  though  fhe  chide  as  loud 
As  thunder  when  the  clouds  in  autumn  ciack. 

Hor.  Her  father  is  Baptijia  Minob, 
An  affable  and  courteous  gentleman; 
Her  name  is  Catharina  Mhi$/a, 
Rcnown'd  in  Padua  for  her  fcolding  tongue. 

Pet.  I  know  her  father,  tho'  I  know  not  her; 
And  he  knew  my  dcceafcd  father  well. 
I  will  not  fleep,  Hortenfio,  till  I  fee  her. 
And  therefore  let  me  be  thus  bold  with  you, 
To  give  you  over  at  this  firft  encounter, 
Unlcfs  you  will  accompany  me  thither. 

Gru, 
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Gru.  I  pray  you.  Sir,  let  him  go  while  the  humour 
lafts.  O^  my  word,  an*  (he  knew  him  as  well  as  I  do, 
file  would  think  fcolding  would  do  little  good  upon 
him.  She  may,  perhaps,  call  him  half  a  (core  knaves, 
or  fo  :  why,  that's  nothing ;  an"  he  begin  once,  he'll 
rail  in  his  rope-tricks-  I'll  tell  you  what,  Sir,  an' fhe 
ftand  him  but  a  little,  he  will  throw  a  figure  in  her 
face,  and  fo  disfigure  her  with  it,  that  fhe  fhali  have  n» 
more  eyes  to  fee  withal,  than  a  cat :  you  know  hint 
not,  Sir. 

Hor.  Tarr\',  Petruchio,  I  muft  go  with  thee. 
For  in  Baptifta's  hcufe  my  treafure  is  : 
He  hath  the  jewel  of  my  life  in  hold, 
His  youngeft  daughter,   beautiful  Bisnca  ; 
And  her  withholds  he  from  me,  and  others  more 
Suitors  to  her,  and  rivals  in  my  love  : 
Suppofmg  it  a  thing  Impo'Ilbli', 
(For  thofe  defeats  I  have  before  rehears'd,) 
That  ever  Catharina  will  be  woo'd ; 
Therefore  this  order  hath  Baptiila  ta'en. 
That  none  fhail  have  accefs  unto  Bianca; 
Till  Catharine  the  curs'd  have  got  a  hufoan^. 

Gru.  Catharine  the  curd  \ 
A  title  for  a  maid  of  all  titles  the  w^orft  ! 

Hof.  Now  fhall  my  friend  Petruchio  do  me  grace, 
And  offer  me  difguis'd  in  fober  robes 
To  old  Baptifta  as  a  fchool-mafter. 
Well  feen  in  mufic,  to  inflrud  Bianca ; 
That  fo  I  may  by  this  device,   at  leaft. 
Have  ie^ve  and  leafure  to  make  love  to  herj 
And,  unfufneifled,  court  her  by  herfelf. 
'scene         VI. 
Enter  Gremio  and  Lucentio  d2fgti//d. 

Gru.  Here's  no  knavery  !  fee,  to  beguile  the  o!i 
folks,  how  the  young  folks  lay  their  heads  toe  ether. 
Mailer,  look  about  you:  who  goes  there?  ha. 

tior.  Peace,  Grumlo,  'tis  the  rival  of  rny  love. 
Petruchio,  fland  by  a  while. 

Gru.  A  proper  jftripling,  and  a^  aniorons. ■ 

Vol.  11.  "E  e  Cre. 
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Gre.  0,  very  well ;  I  have  perus'd  the  note. 
Hark  you,  Sir,  FU  have  them  very  fairly  bound. 
All  books  of  love  ;  fee  that,  at  any  hand ; 
And  fee  you  read  no  other  lectures  to  her : 
You  underftand  me.-      ■■Over  and  befide 
Signior  Baptifla's  liberality, 

I'll  tnend  it  with  a  largefs.     Take  your  papers  too, 
And  let  mc  have  them  very  well  perfumed; 
for  flie  is  fweeter  than  perfume  itfelf^ 
To  whom  they  go.     What  will  you  read  to  her  ? 

Lue.  Whate'er  I  read  to  her,  I'll  plead  for  you, 
As  for  my  patron,  ftand  you  (b  aflured, 
As  firmly,  as  yourfclf  were  fliU  in  place ; 
Yea,  and,  perhaps,  with  more  fuccefsful  words 
Than  you,  unlcfs  you  were  a  fcholar,  Sir. 

Gre.  Oh  this  learning,  what  a  thing  it  is  ! 

Gru.  Oh  this  woodcock,  what  an  afs  it  is  ! 

Pet,  Peace,  firrah. 

Hor.  Grumio,  mum  !  God  fave  you,  Signior  Gre- 
mio. 

Gre.  And  you  are  well  met,  Signior  Hortenfio. 
Trow  you  whither  I  am  going?  To  Baptifta Minola; 
I  promised  to  enquire  carefully  about  a  fchool-mafler 
for  th.e  fair  Bianca ;  and  by  good  fortune  I  have  light- 
ed well  on  this  young  man  ;  for  learning  and  behavi- 
our fit  for  her  turn,  well  read  in  poetry,  and  other 
books,  good  ones,  I  warrant  ye. 

Hor.  'Tis  well  j  and  I  have  met  a  gentleman 
Hath  promis'd  me  to  help  me  to  another, 
A  fine  mufician  to  inftruft  our  mlftrefs; 
So  (hall  I  no  whit  be  behind  in  duty 
To  fair  Bianca,  fo  belov'd  of  me. 

Cre.    BeloVd  of  me,— and  that  my  deeds  fliaU 
prove. 

Gru.  And  that  his  bags  fhall  prove. 
^  Hor.  Gremio,  'tis  now  no  time  to  vent  our  lovc 
I^iftcn  to  mc  ;  and  if  you  fpeak  me  fair, 
FlI  tell  you  news  indifferent  good  for  either. 
Here  is  a  gentleman,  whom  by  chance  I  met, 
Upon  agreement  from  lis  to  hi*  liking, 
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WUl  undertake  to  woo  curs'd  Catharine ; 
Yea,  and  to  marry  her,  if  her  dowry  pleafe.^ 

Gre.  So  faid,  fo  done,  is  well ; 
Hortenfio,  have  you  told  him  all  her  faults  ! 

Pet.  I  know  fhe  is  an  irkfomc  brawling  fcold ; 
If  that  be  all,  Matters,  I  hear  no  harm. 

Gre.  No,  fay'ft  me  fo,  friend?  What  countryman ? 
Pet.  Born  in  Verona,  old  Antonio's  fon ; 
My  fatlier's  dead,  my  fortune  lives  for  me. 
And  I  do  hope  good  days,  and  long  to  fee. 
Gre.  Oh,  Sir,  flich   a  life  with   fuch  a  wife  were 
ftrange ; 
But  if  you  have  a  ftomach,  to't  o'  God's  name ; 
You  fhall  have  me  affifting  you  in  all, 
But  will  you  woo  this  wild  cat  J 
Pet.  Will  I  live? 

Gra.  Will  he  woo  her?  ay,  or  I'll  hang  her. 
Pet.  Why  came  I  hither,  but  to  that  intent  J 
Think  you,  a  little  din  can  daunt  my  ears  ? 
Have  1  not  in  my  time  heard  lions  roar  ? 
Have  I  not  heard  the  fea,  puff'd  up  with  wind?, 
Rage  like  an  angry  boar,  chafed  with  fweat  ? 
Have  I  not  hepr-i  great  ordnance  in  the  field  * 
And  heav'n's  artillery  thunder  in  the  Ikies  ? 
Have  I  not  in  a  pitched  battle  heard 
Loud  !arums,  neighing  ftecds,  and  trumpets  clan gef 
And  do  you  tell  me  of  a  woman's  tongvc. 
That  gives  not  half  fo  great  a  blow  to  th'  ear. 
As  will  a  chefnut  in  a  farmer's  fire? 
Tufh,  tufn,  fear  boys  with  bugs. 
Gru.  For  he  fears  none.'  ■     ■ 
Gre.  Hortenflo,  hark  : 
This  gentleman  is  happily  arrived, 
My  mind  prefum.es,  for  his  own  good,  and  our*fi. 

Hor.  I  promis'd  we  would  be  contributors  ; 
And  bear  his  charge  of  wooing  whatfbe'er. 

Gre.  And  fo  we  will,  provided  that  he  win  her. 
Gru.  I  would  I  were  as  fure  of  a  good  dinner. 

Ee2  SCENE 
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SCENE        VII. 

To  them  Tranio  bravch  apparelVd,  and  Blondello. 

Tra.  Gentlemen,  God  fave  yon.  If  Injay  be  bold, 
tell  me,  I  befeech  you  which  is  the  rcadiefl  way  to  the 
houfe  of  Slgnior  Baptifla  Minola  ? 

Bion.  He  'that  has  the  two  fair  daughters  \  is't  he 
you  mean  ? 

Tra.  Even  he,  Biondello.   f 

Gre.  Hark  you.  Sir,  you  mean  not  her,  to . 

Tra.  Perhaps  him  and  her ;  Vv'hat  have  you  to  do  ? 

Pst.  Not  her  that  chides.  Sir,  at  any  hand,   I  pray. 

Tra.  Hove  no  chiders,  Sir.     Biondello,  let's  away. 

hue.  Well  begun,  Tranio.  \_A[iie, 

Hor.  Sir,  a  word,  ere  you  go  : 
Are  you  a  Tuitor  to  the  maid  you  talk  of,  yea  or  no? 

Tra.  An  if  I  be.  Sir,  is  it  any  offence  ? 

Gre.  No,  if  without  more  words  you  will  get  you 
hence. 

Tra.  Why,  Sir,  I  pray,  are  not  the  ftreets  as  free 
For  me  as  for  you? 

Gre.  But  fo  is  not  (he. 

7V.Z.  For  what  reafon,  I  befeech  you  ? 

Gre.  For  this  reafjn,  if  you'll  know  : 
That  (he's  the  choice  love  of  Signior  Gremio. 

Hor.  That  fhe's  the  chofen  of  Signior  Horteefio. 

Tra.  Softly,  myMafters;   if  you  be  gentlemen, 
Do  nie  this  right;   hear  nie  with  patience. 
Baptifta  is  a  noble  gentleman, 
To  whom  ray  father  is  not  all  unknown  ; 
And  were  his  daughter  fairer  than  flie  is, 
She  may  more  fuitors  have,  and  me  for  one. 
Fair  Leda's  daughter  had  a  thoufand  wooers  ; 
Then'weH  one  more  may  fair  Bianca  have. 
And  fo  flie  fhall.     Lucentio  fliall  make  one. 
Though  Paris  came,  in  hope  to  fpeed  alone. 

Gre.  V/hat !  this  gentleman  will  out-talk  uS  all! 

Luc.  Sir,  give  him  head  ;  I  know  he'll  prove  a  jade. 

Pet.  Hortenfio,  to  what  end  are  all  thefe  words  ? 

IJor.  Sir,   let  me  be  fo  bold  as  to  afk  yow, 
Bid  you  yet  eyer  fee  Baptifta's  daughter  i 
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Tf\u  No,  Sir ;  but  hear  I  do  that  he  hath  two  : 
The  one  as  famous  for  a  fcoiding  tongue, 
As  the  otlier  is  for  beauteous  modcfty. 
Pet.  Sir,  Sir,  the  firfVs  for  me  ;   let  her  go  by. 
Gre.  Yea,  leave  that  labour  to  great  Hercules  ; 
"And  let  it  be  more  than  Aicides'  twelve. 

IPet,  Sir,  underftand  you  this   of  me,  infooth  : 
The  youngeft  daughter,  whom  you  hearken  for, 
Her  father  keeps  from  all  accefs  of  fuitors  \ 
And  will  not  promife  her  to  any  man, 
Until  the  eldeil  fifter  firft  be  wed  : 
The  younger  then  is  free,  and  not  before. 

7>j.  If  it  be  fo.  Sir,  that  yoa  are  the  maa 
Muil  fteed  us  all,  and  me  among  the  refl ; 
And  if  5'ou  break  the  ice,  and  do  this  feat, 
Atcbieve  the  elder,  fet  the  younger  free 
For  our  accefs  ;  whofe  hap  fliall  be  to  have  her, 
.',  Will  not  fo  gracelefs  be,  to  be  ingrate. 
|,      ¥^or*  Sir,  yon  fay  well:  and  well  yon  do  conceive,  , 
*  And  fince  you  do  profefs  to  be  a  fuitor, 
'}?Youmuft,  as  we  do,  gratify  this  gentleman,    - 
•;  To  whom  we  all  refl  generally  beholden. 

Tra.  Sir,  I  fliall  not  be  flack  ;  in  fign  whereofi 
I  Pieafe  ye,  v^e  may  contrive  this  afternoon, 
I  And  quaff  caroufcs  to  our  miflrefs'  health  ; 

And  do  as  adverfaries  do  in  law, 
.  Strive  mightily,  but  eat  and  drink  as  friends. 

Gru.  3ior..  O  excellent  motion !  fellows,  let's  be  - 
•  gone. 

Irior.  The  motion's  good  indeed,  and  be  it  fb. 
Petrjchio,  \^^c\\hQyQv.v  hen-venuto.  [Exeunt* 

[The  prcfenters  above  fpeak  here. 
I  Man.  My  Lord,  you  Kod  ;  yott  do  not  mind  tite play^ 
Sly.  Yea,   hy  St.  Aj:7i,  do  I :  a  good  matter,  furdj  i 
*omes  there  any  more  of  it  ? 
Lady.  My  Lord,  His  but  begun. 
Sly.  ^Tis  a  very  excellent  fiea  ofworh.  Madam  Ladi 
VQuId  'tiv;rc  dom  I 

E  c  3  ACT 
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A  C  T    II.        S  C  E  N  E    L 

BaptiJla^S  houfe  in  Padua, 
Enter  Catharina  and  Bianca. 
'Bian,    ^~^  Ood  fifter,  wrong  me  not,  nor  wrong  yoll^ 

To  make  a  bondmaid  and  a  flavc  of  me-; 
That  1  difdain  ;   but  for  thefe  other  gawds. 
Unbind  my  hands,  I'll  pull  them  ofFmyfelf; 
Yea,  all  my  raiment,  to  my  petticoat ; 
Or  what  you  wiUcommand  me,  will  I  do  ; 
So  well  I  know  my  duty  to  my  elders. 

Cuth,  Of  all  thy  fuitors  here,  I  charge  thee,   tcU 
Whom  thou  lov'fl:  beft  :  fee  thou  diflemble  not. 

Bian.  Believe  me,  fifter,  of  all  men  alive 
I  never  yet  beheld  that  (pecial  face,  .^- 

Which  I  could  fancy  more  than  any  otlicr.  ■* 

Cath.  Minion,  thou  lieft  ;  is't  not  Hortenfio^ 

Bian.  If  you  afFeft  him,  fifter,  here  I  fvi'ear, 
I'll  plead  for  you  myfelf,  but  you  (hall  have  him. 

Cath.  Oh,  then,  belike  you  fancy  riches  more  J 
You  will  have  Gremio,  to  keep  you  fair. 

Bian.  Is  it  for  him  you  do  fo  envy  me  ? 
Nay,  then  you  jeft;  and  now,  I  well  perceive. 
You  have  but  jefled  with  me  all  this  while  \ 
I  pr'ythee,  fiftcr  Kate,  untie  my  hands. 

Cath.  If  that  be  jeft,  then  all  the  reft  was  Co. 

[Slrikes 

Enter  Baptifta* 

Bap.  Why,  how  now,  dame,  whence  grows  this  info- 
Bianca,  ftand  afide;  poor  girl,  (he  weeps  ;         [lenceJ 
Go  ply  thy  needle,  meddle  not  with  her. 
For  (hame,  thou  hilding  of  a  devilifh  (pint. 
Why  doft  thou  wrong  her,  that  did  ne'er  wrong  thee- 
When  did  (he  crofs  thee  with  a  bitter  word  ? 

Cath.  Her  filence  flouts  me ;  and  I'll  be  reveng'd. 

[Flies  after  Bianco 

]?rt>  What,  in  my  fighj?  jSianca,  get  thee  in. 


■hM 
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Cath^  Will  you  not  fuffer  me?  nay,  now  I  fee, 
She  is  your  treafure  ;  (he  muft  have  a  hufband; 
I  muft  dance  bare-foot  on  her  wedding-day, 
And,  for  your  love  to  her,  lead  apes  in  hell. 
Talk  not  to  me,  I  will  go  fit  and  weep, 
Till  I  can  find  occafion  of  revenge.  {Exit  Cath. 

Saj>.  Was  ever  gentleman  thus  griev'd  as  ll 
But  who  comes  here  ? 

s  c  E  N  E  n. 

Enter  Gremio  ;  Lucentio  /«  the  habit  of  ^  fnean  man  ; 

Petruchio,  -with  Hortenfio  like  a  niufician ;  Tranio 

and  Biondello  bearing  a  lute  and  books. 

Gre.  Good  morrow,  neighbour  Baptifta. 

Bap.  Good  morrow  neighbour  Gremio.    God  fave 
you,  Gentlemen. 

Pet.  And  you,  good  Sir.     Pray,    have  you  not  » 
daughter  called  Cdthdrina,  fair  and  virtuous  \ 

Bap.  I  have  a  daughter,  Sir,  called  Catharina, 

Gre.  You  are  too  blunt;  go  to  it  orderly. 

Pet.  You  wrong  me,  Signior  Gremio,  give  me  leave* 
I  am  a  gentleman  of  Verona,  Sir, 
That,  hearing  of  her  beauty  and  her  wit, 
Her  affability  and  baftiful  modefty. 
Her  wondrous  qualities,  and  mild  behaviour, 
And  bold  to  (hew  myfelf  a  forward  gueft 
Within  your  houfe,  to  make  mine  eye  the  witness 
Of  that  report,  which  I  fo  oft  have  heard. 
And,  for  an  entrance  to  my  entertainment, 

[PrefentingHot*. 
I  do  prefent  you  with  a  man  of  mine. 
Cunning  in  mufic,  and  the  mathematics, 
To  inftrua  her  fully  in  thofe  fciences, 
Whereof  I  know  (he  is  not  ignorant.) 
Accept  of  him,  or  elfe  you  do  me  wrong. 
His  name  is  LiciOf  born  in  Mantua. 

Bap.  You're  welcome.  Sir,  and  he  for  your  good 
But  for  my  dai7ghter  Catharine,  this  I  know,  [fake* 
She  is  not  for  your  turn,   the  m ore's  my  grief. 

Pet.  I  fee  you  do  not  mean  to  part  with  hcr  ; 
Ql  clfcyou  like  not  of  my  company. 
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Bap.  Midake  me  not,  I  Ipeak  but  what  I  jfind. 
Whence  are  you,  Sir  J  what  may  I  call  your  name  ? 

Pet.  Petruchio  is  my  name,  Antonio's  fon, 
A  man  well  known  throughout  all  Italy. 

Bap.  I  know  him  well :  you  are  welcome  for  his 
fake. 

Gre.  Saving  your  tale,  Petruchio,  I  pray,  let  us  that 
are  poor  petitioners  fpeak  too.  Baccakrs  I — you  arc 
marvellous  forward. 

Pet.  Oh,  pardon  me,  Signior  Gremlo,  I  would  faiu 
be  doing 

Gre.  I  doubt  It  not.  Sir,  but  you  will  cnrfe  your 
wooing.— —Neighbour,  this  is  a  gift  very  grateful,  I 
am  fure  of  it.  To  exprefs  the  like  kindnefs  myfelf, 
that  have  been  more  kindly  beholden  to  you  than  any, 
free  leave  give  to  this  young  fcholar,  that  hath  been 
long  ftudying  at  Reims,  \Prcfenimg  Luc],  as  cunning 
in  Greek,  Latin,  and  other  languages,  as  the  other  in 
mufic  and  mathematics ;  his  name  is  Camblo  ;  pray  ac- 
cept his  fervice. 

B.ip.  A  thoufand  thanks,  Signior  Gremio :  welcome, 
good  Cambio.  But,  gentle  Sir,  methinks  you  walk 
like  a  flranger,  \_i  o  Tranio] ;  may  I  be  fo  bold  to 
know  the  canfe  of  your  coming  ? 

Tra.  Pardon  me,  Sir,  the  boldnefs  is  mine  own, 
That,  being  a  flranger  in  this  city  here. 
Do  make  myfcif  a  fuitor  to  your  daughter, 
Unto  Bianca,  fair  and  virtuous  : 
Nor  is  your  firm  refolve  unknov/n  to  me. 
In  the  preferment  of  the  eldeft  filler. 
This  liberty  is  all  that  I  requeft ; 
That,  upon  knowledge  of  my  parentage, 
I  may  have  welcome  'mongft  the  reft  that  woo, 
And  free  accefs  and  favour  as  the  reft, 
And,  toward  the  education  of  your  daughters, 
I  here  beftow  a  fimple  inftrument. 
And  this  fnall  packet  of  Greek  and  Latin  books. 
Jf  you  accept  them,  then  their  worth  is  great. 

\Thej  ^nctprivatelj* 
J5jp^ 
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Bap>  Litcefitio  is  your  name?  of  whence  I  pray  \ 

Tra,  Of  Pifa,  Sir,   Ton  to  Vincentio. 

Bap.  A  mighty  man  of  Pifa;  by  report 
I  know  him  well ;  you  are  very  welcome,  Sir. 
Take  you  the  lute,  and  yon  the  fet  of  books, 

[To  Hortenfio  and  Luccntio. 
You  fliall  go  fee  your  pupils  prefently. 

-Holla,  within  I 

Ef'iter  a  fervant. 
I  Sirrah,  lead  thefe  gentlemen 
"  To  my  two  daiighters  ;   and  then  tell  them  both, 
Tjiefe  are  their  tutors,  bid  them  ufe  them  well. 

[ExitServ.  with  Hortenfio  andL.\xctXi^iO» 
Vv^e  will  go  walk  a  little  in  the  orchard, 
And  then  to  dinner.     You  are  palling  welcome; 
And  fo  I  pray  you  all  to  think  yourfelves. 

Pet.  Signior  Baptifta,  my  bufmefs  afketh  haftc; 
And  every  day  I  cannot  com.e  to  woo. 
You  knew  ni}'^  father  well,  and  in  him  me, 
Left  foIeIyj,heir  to  all  his  lands  and  goods. 
Which  t  have  better  d,  rather  than  decreased ; 
Then  tell  me,  if  1  get  yout  dsught.^r's  love, 
What  dowry  (hall  I  have  with  her  to  wife  ? 

Bap.  After  my  death  the  one  half  of  my  lands; 
And  in  pofTeilion  twenty  thoufand  crowns. 

Pet.  And,  for  that  dowry,  I'll  afTure  her  of 
Her  widowhood,  be  it  that  (he  finvive  me, 
In  all  my  lands  and  leafes  whatfoever ; 
Let  fpecialties  be  therefore  drawn  between  us. 
That  covenants  may  be  kept  on  either  hand. 
f      Bap.  Ay,  when  the  fpecial  thing  iswell  obtained. 
That  is,  her  love;   for  that  is  all  in  ail. 

Pet.  YVhy,  that  is  nothing  •  fori  tell  you,   father, 
I  am  as  peremptory  as  (he  proud-minded. 
And  where  two  raging  fires  meet  together, 
They  do  confume  the  thing  that  feeds  thtir  fury: 
Though  Jitt'e  fire  grows  great  with  little  wind, 
Yet  extreme  <:ivS{s  will  blow  out  fire  and  all : 
So  I  to  her,  and  fo  (he  yields  to  me, 
For  1  am  rough,  and  woo  not  like  a  babe. 
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Bap.  V/'ell  may'fl  thou  woo,  and  happy  be  thy  (peed! 
But  be  thou  an-:.'d  for  fomc  unhappy  words. 

Pet.  Ay,  to  the  proof,'  as  mountains  arc  for  winds  j 
That  fliake  not,  though  they  blow  perpetually. 
S    C^E    N    E  _    HI. 
"Enter  Hortcnfio  -with  his  head  broke. 
Baj>.  How  now,  my  friend  ?  why  doft  thou  look  Co 
pale  ? 

Hor.  For  fear,  Jpromife  you,  if  I  look  pale 

Baj>.  What !  will  my  daughter  prove  a  good  mufi- 
cian  ? 

Hor.  I  think  (he'll  fooner  prove  a  foldicr  j 
Iron  Tiay  ].^  d  with  her,  but  never  lutes. 

3*J>.  Why  then,  thou  canfl  not  break  her  to  the 
Jute? 

Hffr.  Why,  no ;  for  fhe  hath  broke  the  lute  to  mc 
Idid  but  tell  her  (he  miftook  her  frets. 
And  bowM  her  hand  to  teach  her  (inhering, 
When,  with  a  moft  impatient  devirih  fpirit. 
Frets  call  you  them  ?  quoth  (he;  Fli  fume  with  them  J 
And  with  that  word  (he  ftruck  me  on  the  head, 
And  through  the  inftniment  my  pate  made  way. 
And  there  I  ftood  amazed  for  a  while. 
As  on  a  pillory,  looking ^brough  the  lute; 
While  (he  did  call  me  r.^cal,  fidlcr, 
And  twdfigling  Jack,  with  twenty  fuch  vile  terms, 
As  (he  had  (ludied  to  mifufe  me  fo. 

Pet.  Now,  by  tlie  world,  it  is  a  lufty  wench ; 
I  love  her  ten  times  more  than  e'er  I  did; 
Oh,  how  I  long  to  have  fome  chat  with  her ! 

Bap.  Well,  go  with  me,   and  be  not  fo  diicomfited  J 
Proceed  in  pradice  with  my  younger  daughter. 
She's  apt  to  learn,   and  thankful  for  good  turns. 
Signior  Petruchio,  will  you  go  with  us. 
Or  (hall  I  fend  my  daughter  Kate  to  you  ? 

Pet.  I  pray  you,  do.     I  will  attend  her  here,  ;' 

{^Exh  Bap.  -with  Grem.  Horten.  and  Tranio. 
And  woo  her  with  fome  fpirit  when  flie  comes. 
Say  that  (he  rail ;  wh)^  then  I'll  tell  her  plain, 
She  fmgs  as  Eveetly  as  a  nightingale  ; 

Say 
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Say  that  (he  frowns  ;  I'd  Cay,  ftie  looks  as  clear 
As  morning-rofes  newly  wafli'd  with  dew :  " 

Say  (he  be  mute,  and  will  not  fpeak  a  word ; 
Then  I'll  commend  her  volubility. 
And  fay,  (he  uttereth  piercing  eloquence  : 
If  fhe  do  bid  me  pack,  Til  give  her  thanks,   . 
As  though  fhe  bid  me  ftay  by  her  a  week  j 
If  (he  deny  to  wed,  I'll  crave  the  day 
When  I  Ihould  afk  the  banes,  and  when  be  msrried. 
But  here  (he  comes,  and  now,  Petruchio,  (peak. 
SCENE     IV.         Ejiter  Cathanna, 
Good  morrow,  Kate ;  for  that's  your  name,  I  hear. 

Ciith.  Well  have  you  heard,  but  fomething  hard  of 
hearing. 
They  call  me  Catharine  that  do  talk  of  me. 

Pet.  You  lie,   in  faith ;    for  you  arc  called  ;^la:n 
Kate, 
And  bofmy  Kate,  and  fometimes  Kate  the  cursed: 
But  Kate,  the  prettieft  Kate  in  Chriftendom, 
l^ate  oCKatehall,  my  fuper-dainty  Kate', 
(For  dainties  are  all  cates),  and  therefore  Kate ; 
Take  this  of  me,  Kate  of  my  confolation  ! 
Hearing  thy  mi!dne(s  prais'd  in  every  town, 
Thy  virtues  (poke  of,  and  thy  beauty  founded. 
Yet  not  (b  deeply  as  to  thee  belongs ; 
Myfelf  am  movM  to  woo  thee  for  my  wife. 

Cath.  MoVd!  in  good  time;    let  him  that  moVd 
you  hither. 
Remove  you  hence  :  I  knew  you  at  the  firft 
You  were  a  moveable. 

Pet.  Why,  what's  a  moveable  ? 

Ccth.  A  joinM  (tool. 

Pet.  Thou  haft  hit  it :  come,  (It  on  me. 

Cath.  AiTcs  are  made  to  bear,  and  fo  arc  you. 

Pet.  Women  arc  made  to  bear,  and  fo  are  you. 

Cath.  No  fuch  jade,  Sir,  as  you  ;  if  me  you  mean. 

Pet.  Alas,  good  Kate,  I  will  not  burthen  thee ; 
For  knowing  thee  to  be  but  young  and  light——— 

Cath.  Too  light  for  (uch  a  (wain  as  you  to  catch; 
Ani  yet  as  heavy  as  my  weight  fflould  be. 

Fef, 
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■     Pet.  Should  hee ; fliould  tuz. 

Cath.  Weil  ia-'en,  and  like  a  buzzard. 

Pet.  Oh,   llow-wing'd  turtle,   (hail  a  buzzard  take 

thee  ? 
Citb.  Ay,  for  a  turtle,  as  he  takes  a  buzzard. 
Pet.  Come,  come,  you  walp,  i'  faith,  you  are  too 

angry. 
Catb.  If  I  be  wafpiflj,  ^befi  bc^iare  my  fling. 
Pet.  My  remedy  is  tl^en  to  pluck  it  out. 
Ciith.  Ah,  if  the  fool  could  find  it,  where  it  lies. 
Pf^.  Who  knows  not  where  a  wafp  doth  wear  his 
fting  ? 

In  his  tail. 

Cath.  In  his  tongue. 
Pet.  Whofe  tongue  ? 

Cath.  Your's,  if  you  talk  of  tails;    and  fb  farewel. 
Pit.  What  w  1th  my  tongue  in  your  tail  •  na}'-,  come 
again, 
Good  Kate,  1  am  a  gentleman. 

Cutb,  That  I'll  try.  [She  Jlrikes  hwh 

Pet.  I  fwear,  FlI  cuff  you,  if  you  ftrike  again. 
C^th.  So  iiiay  you  lofe  your  arms. 
If  you  ftrike  me,  you  are  no  gentleman  ; 
And  if  no  gentleman,  why  then,  no  arms. 

Pst.  A  herald,  Kate?   oh,  put  me  in  thy  books. 
Cith.  What  is  your  creiV,  a  coxcomb? 
Pet.  A  comblefs  cock,  fo  Kate  will  be  my  hen. 
Cath.  No  cock  of  mine,  you  crow  too  like  a  craven. 
Pet.  Nay,  come,  Kate;  come,  you  mull  not  look 

fo  four. 
Catb.  It  is  my  fifhion  wh.en  I  fee  a  crab. 
Pet.  Why,  here's  no  crab,  and  therefore  look  not 

Co  four. 
Catb.  There  is,  there  is. 
Pet.  Then  fnew  it  me. 
Cath.  Had  I  a  glafs,  I  would. 
Pet.  What,  you  m.ean  my  face  ? 
Cath.  Well  alm'd  of  liich  a  young  one.—— 
Pet.  Now,  by  St.  George,  I  am  too  young  for5''OU» 

I     Catk,  Yet  you  arc  withered. 

•'  Pet. 
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1     Pet.  Tis  with  cares. 
|_     Cath.  I  care  not. 

Pa.  Nay,  hear  you,  Kate  ;  in  footh  you  'fcape  not 
fo. 

Cdth.  I  chafe  you  if  I  tarry;   let  me  go. 

Pet.  No,  not  a  whit :  I  taA  you  paffing  gentle  : 
Twas  told  me,  you  were  rough,  and  coy,  and  fulien. 
And  now  I  find  report  a  very  liar; 
For  thou  art  pleafant,  gamefome,  paffing  courteous. 
But  flow  in  fpeech,  yet  fw'ect  as  fpring  time  flowers. 
Thou  canfl  not  frown,  thou  canlt  not  look  alcance, 
•Nor  bite  the  lip,  as  angry  wenches  will ; 
Nor  haft  thou  pleafare  to  be  crofs  in  talk. 
But  thou  with  miMnefs  entertain''ft  thy  wooers, 
With  gentle  conference,  foft,  and  affable. 
Why  doth  the  world  report,  that  I\ate  doth  limp? 
Oh  fland^rous  w  orld  !   Kate  like  the  hazle-twig, 
Is  ftraight  and  flender;  and  ns  brown  in  hue 
As  hazle  nuts,  and  fweeter  than  the  kernels. 
O,   let  rre  fee  thee  walk  :  thou  dofl:  not  halt. 

Cath.  Go,  fool,  and  whom  thou  keep'ft  cominand. 

Pet.  Did  ever  Dian  fo  become  a  grove. 
As  Kate  this  chamber  with  her  princely  gait? 
O,  be  thou  Dian,   and  let  her  be  Kate, 
And  then  let  Kate  be  chafte,  and  Dian  fportful  ! 

C::th.  Where  did  you  ftudy  all  this  goodly  fpeech  I 

Pet.  It  is  extempore,  from  my  mother-wit. 

Cath.  A  wittj'-  mother,  widefs  elfe  her  fun. 

Pet.  Am  I  not  wife  ? 

Cath.  Yes  ;  keep  3'-ou  werm. 

Pet.  Why,  foln-ican,  fweet  Catharine,  in  thy  bed: 
And  therefore  fetting  all  this  chat  af  de. 
Thus  in  plain  terms  :  Your  father  hath  confented, 
That  you  (hall  be  my  wife  ;  your  dov^'ry  'greed  on; 
And,  wfli  you,   nill  you,  I  will  marrv  you. 
Now,  Kate,  I  am  a  hufl>and  for  your  turn ; 
For  hy  this  light,   whereby  I  fee  thy  beauty, 
(Thy  beauty  that  doth  m.ake  me  like  thee  well). 
Thou  mufl  be  married  to  no  man  but  me. 
For  I  am  he  am  born  to  tame  vou,  Kate, 

VoL.U.  F'f  Aiui 
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And  bring  you  from  a  wild  cat  to  a  Kate, 
Conformable  as  other  hoxifliold  Kates. 
Here  comes  your  father,   never  make  denial, 
I  muft  and  will  have  Catharine  to  my  wife. 
SCENE         V. 
Eiitcr  Baptifla,  Gremio,   and  Tranio. 
Bap.  Now,  Signior  Petruchio,  how  fpeed  you  viith 

my  daughter  \ 
'Pet.  How  but  well.  Sir  ?  how  but  well? 
It  were  ImpofTible  I  fnould  fpeed  amifs. 

Bap.  Why,  how  now,  daughter  Catharine,  In  yt 

dumps  ? 
Catl.  Call  you  me  daughter?  now,  I  promlfe  yoi 
You've  fhew'd  a  tender  fatherly  regard, 
To  wifn  me  wed  to  one  half  lunatic; 
A  madcap  ruffian,   and  a  fwearing  Jack, 
That  thinks  with  oaths  to  face  the  matter  out. 

Ftt.  Father,  'tis  thus  :  Yourfelf  and  all  the  world 
That  talk'd  of  her, '  have  talk'd  amifs  of  her  ; 
If  (he  be  curs'd,  it  is  for  policy, 
For  (he's  not  froward,  but  modeft  as  the  dove : 
She's  not  hot,  but  temperate  as  the  morn  ; 
For  patience,  (he  will  prove  a  fecond  Grizel, 
And  Roman  Lucrece  for  her  chaftity ; 
And  to  conclude,  we've  'greed  fo  well  together. 
That  upon  Sunday  is  the  wedding-day. 
Cath.  I'll  fee  thee  hang'd  on  Sunday  firft. 
Gre.  Hark :  Petruchio !  fhe  fays,  (he'll  fee  thee  hang'd 

frft. 
Tra.  Is  this  your  fpeedlng?  nay,  then,  goodnight 

our  part ! 
Tet.  Be  patient.  Sirs,  I  chufe  her  for^myfelfj 
If  (he  and  1  be  pleas'd,  what's  that  to  you? 
'Tis  bargain'd  'twixt  us  twain,  being  alone. 
That  (he  (hall  ftiil  be  curs'd  in  company. 
I  tell  you,  'tis  incredible  to  believe 
How  much  (he  loves  me;  oh,  the  kindeft  Kate  ! 
She  hung  about  my  neck,  and  kifs  on  klfs 
She  vy'd  fo  faft,  protefting  oath  on  oath. 

That  in  a  twlnk  ihe  won  me  to  her  love. 

Oh, 
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Oh,  you  arc  novices  ;  'tis  a  world  to  fte, 
How  taine  (when  men  and  women  are  alone) 
A  meacock.  wretch  can  make  the  cerfteft  fhrew. 
Give  me  thy  hand,  Kate,  I  will  unto  Venice, 
To  buy  apparel 'gainft  the  wedding-day  ; 
Father,  provide  the  feaft,  and  bid  the  guefts  ; 
I  will  be  fure  my  Cath;.rine  fiiall  be  fine. 

Bap.  1  know  not  what  to  fay,  but  give  your  hands  ; 
God  fend  you  joy,  Petruchio  !  'tis  a  match. 
Gre.  Tra.  Amen,  fay  we  ;  we  will  be  witnelTes. 
Pet.  Father,  and  wife,  and  gentlemen,  adieu; 
I  will  to  Venice,  Sunday  comes  apace. 
We  will  have  rings  and  things,  and  fine  array; 
And  kifs  me,  Kate,  we  will  be  married  o'  Sunday. 

[Exeiint  Petruchio  a/id  Catharine  federally. 
SCENE       VI. 
Cre.  Was  ever  match  clapt  up  Co  fuddenly? 
Bap-  Faith,  Gentlemen,  I  play  a  merchant's  part, 
And  venture  madly  on  a  defperate  mart. 

Tra.  'Twas  a  commodity  lay  fretting  by  you; 
Twill  bring  you  gain,  or  perilh  on  the  feas. 
B-ip.  The  gain  1  feek  is  quiet  in  the  match. 
Gre.  No  doubt  but  he  hath  got  a  quiet  catch. 
But  now,  Baptifla,  to  your  younger  daughter. 
Now  is  the  day  we  long  have  looked  for  : 
I  am  your  neighbour,  and  was  fuitor  firft. 

Tra.  And  lam  one,  that  love  Bianca  more 
Than  words  can  witnefs,  or  your  thoughts  can  gucfs. 
Gre.  Youngling  !  thou  can'ft  not  love  fo  dear  as  I. 
Tra.  Grey-beard  !  thy  love  doth  freeze. 
Gre.  But  thine  doth  fry. 
Skipper,  ftand  back  ;  'tis  age  that  nouriftieth. 
Tra.  But  youth  in  ladies'  eyes  that  flourifheth. 
Bap,  Content  you,  Gentlemen,  I  will  compound  this 
ftrife. 
TIs  deeds  muft  win  the  prize  ;  and  he,  of  both. 
That  can  afTure  my  daughter  greateft  dower, 

Shall  have  Bianca's  love. 

Say,  Signior  Grcmio,  what  can  you  afTurc  her? 

F  f  2    "  Orf^ 
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Gre.  Firft,  as  yoit  know,  my  houfe  withui  the  city 
Is  richly  fnrnifhed  with  plate  and  gold, 
Bafbns  and  ewers  to  lave  her  dainty  hands  : 
My  hangings  ail  of  Tyrian  tapeftry ; 
In  ivory  cofTers  I  have  fluff  M  my  crowns  ; 
In  cyprefs  chefts  my  arras,  counterpanes, 
Cofdy  apparel,  tents  and  canopies, 
Fine  linen,  Turky  cufnions  bofs'd  with  pearl ; 
Valance  of  Venice  gold  in  needle-work ; 
Pewter  and  brafs,  and  all  things  that  belong 
To  houfe,  or  houfe-keeping  :  then,  at  my  farm, 
2  have  a  hundred  milch-kine  to  the  pail, 
Sixfcore  fat  oxen  ftsnding  in  my  flails ; 
And  all  things  anfwerable  to  this  portion.        ' 
Jvlyfelf  am  ftruck  in  years,  I  mufl:  confefs  ; 
And,   if  I  die  to-m-orrow,   this  is  her's, 
if  whilft  I  live,  fhe  will  be  only  mine. 

Tra.  That  on/y  came  well  in. Sir,  lift  to  me  \ 

I  am  my  father's  heir,  and  only  fon  ; 

If  I  may  have  your  daughter  to  my  wife, 

I'll  leave  her  houfes  three  or  four  as  good, 

V/ithin  rich  Pifa  walls,  as  any  one 

Old  Signior  Gremio  has  in  Padua  ; 

Befides  two  thoufand  ducats  by  the  year 

Of  fruitful  land;   all  which  Ihall  be  her  jointure. 

What,  have  I  pinchM  yon,   Signior  Gremio  ? 

Gre.  Two  thoufand  ducats  by  the  year  of  land  ! 
My  land  amounts  but  to  fo  much  in  all. 
That  fhe  (hall  have,  befides  an  Argofie 
That  now  is  lying  in  Marfeilles's  road. 
What,  have  I  choak'd  you  with  an  Argofie? 

Tra.  Gremio,  'tis  known,  my  father  hath  no  lefs 
Than  three  great  Argofies,  befides  two  galliafTcs, 
And  twelve  tight  gallics  :  thefe  I  will  affure  her. 
And  twice  as  much,  whatever  thou  ofTcr'fl  next. 

Gre.  Nay,  I  have  offer'd  all ;  I  have  no  more; 
And  (lie  can  have  no  more  than  all  I  have  ; 
If  you  like  me,  (he  fliall  have  me  and  mine. 

Tra.  Vv"  hy,  then  the  maid  is  mine  froni  all  the  worI<i>i 

5v  vour  firm  rromife;  Gremio  is  out-vied. 

'  Bap. 
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Bap.  I  muft  confels,  your  offer  is  the  beft; 
And  let  your  father  make  her  the  atTurance, 
She  is  your  own  :  elfe  you  muft  pardon  me ; 
If  you  fhould  die  before  him,  where's  her  dower? 

Tra.  That's  but  a  cavil ;  he  is  old,  I  young. 

Cre.  And  may  not  young  men  die  as  well  as  old  f 

Bap.  Well,  Gentlemen,  then  I  am  thus  refoiv'd. 
On  Sunday  next,  you  know, 
Ny  daughter  Catharine  is  to  be  married. 
Now  on  the  Sunday  following  Ihall  Bianca 
Be  bride  to  you,  if  you  make  this  afTurance ; 
If  not,  to  Signior  Gremio  : 
And  fo  I  take  my  leave,  and  thank  you  both.      [ExiL 

Gre.  Adieu,  good  neighbour. — ^Now  I  fear  tliee  not. 
Sirrah,  j^oung  gamefter,  your  father  were  a  fool 
To  give  thee  ail ;  and  in  his  waining  age 
Set  foot  under  thy  table  :  tut !  a  toy  1 
An  old  Italiari  fox  is  not  fo  kind,  my  boy.        ^    Extt* 

Tra.  A  vengeance  on  your  crafty  withered  hide ! 
Yet  I  have  facM  it  with  a  card  of  ten  : 
'Tis  in  my  head  to  do  my  mafter  good. 
I  fee  no  reafon,  but  fuppos'd  Lucentio 
May  get  a  father,  calPd,  fuppos'd  Vincentio ; 
And  that's  a  wonder  :  fathers  commonly 
J^o  get  their  children ;  but,  in  this  cafe  of  wooingj 
A  child  (hall  get  a  fire,  if  I  fail  not  of  my  cunning- 

ExiL 

[The  prefenters,  above,  fpeak  here. 
Sly.  Sim,  -when  ivill  the  fool  come  again  ? 
Sim.  Anon,  nsj  Lord. 

Sly.  Give's  fame  more  drink  here — Whereas  the  tapjier? 
"Here,  Sim,  eat  fonte  of  thefe  thiftgs, 
Sim.  So  I  do,  my  Lord. 
Sly.  Hen,  Sim,  I  drink  to  thee. 

ACT    in.        SCENE    L 

Baptiftc^s  houfe. 

Enter  Lucentio,  Hortenfio,  and  Bianca. 

tuc,  TT'Idler,  forbear ;    you  grow  too  forward,  Sir  : 

X      Jtave  you  fo  fo©n  forgot  the  entertainment 

ff3  ii^^ 
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Her  fifter  Catharine  welcomed  you  withal  ? 

Hor.  Wrangling  pedant,  this  is 
The  patronefs  of  heavenly  harmony; 
Then  give  me  leave  to  have  prerogative  ; 
And  when  in  mufic  we  have  ipent  an  hour, 
Your  lefture  (hall  have  leifure  for  as  much. 
••    Luc.  Prepoftcrous  afs  !  that  never  read  fo  far 
To  know  the  caufe  why  mufic  was  ordain'd  : 
Was  it  not  to  refrefh  the  mind  of  man 
After  his  ftudies,  or  his  ufuai  pain  i 
Then  give  me  leave  to  read  philofophy, 
And,  while  I  paufc,  ferve  in  your  harmony. 

Jrlor.  Sirrah,  I  will  not  bear  thefe  braves  of  thine. 
Bian.  Why,  Gentlemen,  you  do  me  double  wrpngj 
To  ftrive  for  that  which  reftcth  in  my  choice. 
1  am  no  breeching  fcholar  in  the  fchoois; 
I'll  not  be  tied  to  hours,  nor  'pointed  times,. 
But  learn  my  lelTons  as  I  pleafe  myfelf ; 
And  to  cut  off  all  flrife,  here  fit  we  down. 
Take  you  your  inftrumcnt,  play  you  the  while  ; 
His  le^fture  will  be  done  ere  you  have  tun'd. 

Hor.  Yon'li  leave  his  ledure^  when  lam  in  tune? 

[Hortenfio  ret/res, 
LziC.  That  will   be  never:    tune  your  infb'ument. 
Sian,  Where  left  we  laft?  ^   .^ 

Luc.  Here,  Madam:  Hue  ibat  Sif/zois ;  hk   eJiSigeia 
tellus  ; 
IJJc  fietcrat ,  Priumi  regia  ccJfa ff72is. 
Bian.  Conftrue  them. 

LziC.  Hue  ibat,  as  I  told  you  before;  S'wtois,  I  am 
Lucendo ;  hie  eft,  fon.  unto  Vincentio  of  Prfa ;  Sig^ia 
tellus,  difg"i^ed  thus,  to  get  your  love;  hie  ftctcrat, 
and  that  Luccntio  that  comes  a  wooing ;  Prianii,  is 
my  man  Tranio ;  regia,  bearing  my  port;  cclfafems^ 
that  we  might  beguile  the  old  pantaloon. 

Hor.  Madam,  my  inftrument's  in  tune.    {Returning* 
"Bian.  Let's  hear.     O  fie  !  the  treble  jars.  ^ 
Luc.  Spit  in  the  hole,   man,   and  tune  again. 
Bian.  Now  let  me  fee  if  I  can  conflrue  it     Hue  ibat 
SimoiSf  I  knpw  you  r.Qt  j    hie  eji  Si^eia  Ullus,  I  truft, 

vou 
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you  not ;  hie  fieterat  Pria7fii,    take  heed  he  hear   us 
not  \  regia,  prefume  not ;  cclfufenis,  defpair  not. 

Hor.  Madam,  ^tis  now  in  tune. 

Luc.  All  but  the  bafc. 

Hor.  The  bafe  is  right;  ^tis  the  bafe  knave  that  jars. 
How  fiery  and  how  forward  is  our  pedant ! 
Now,  for  my  life,  that  knave  doth  court  my  lovej 
PedJfcak'*,  I'll  watch  you  better  yet 

Biaii.  In  time  I  may  believe,  yet  I  miftrufl. 

Luc.  IViiftruft  it  not ; — for,  fure,  iEacides 
Was  iljax'  calPd  fo  from  his  grandfather. 

2J/t2;/.,  1  muft  believe  my  m after,  elfe  I  promlfc  ycu^ 
I  Ihould  be  arguing  fliil  upon  that  doubt ; 
But  let  it  reft.     Now,  Licio,  to  you  : 
Good  mafters,   take  it  not  unkindly,  pray, 
That  I  have  been  thus  pleafant  with  you  botli. 

Har.  You  may  go  walk,  and  give  me  leave  a  while; 
My  leiTons  make  no  mufic  in  three  parts. 

Luc.  Are  you  fo  formal.  Sir?  well  I  muft  wait; 
And  watch  withal  ;  for,  hut  I  be  deceived. 
Our  fine  mufician  groweth  amorous. 

Hor.  Madam,  before  you  touch  the  initrument. 
To  learn  the  order  of  my  fingering, 
.Imuft  begin  with  rudiments  of  art? 
To  teach  you  gamut  in  a  briefer  fort. 
More  pleafant,  pithy,  and  eifeiStual, 
Than  hath  been  taught  by  any  of  ray  trade  ; 
Aiid  there  it  is  in  writing  fairly  drawn. 

Bid7u  Why,  I  am  pafs'd  my  gamut  long  ago. 

Hor.  Yet  read  the  gamut  of  Hortenfio. 

Bhijj.    [reading]  Gamut  I  am,  the  ground  of  all   ac*- 
j4re,  to  plead  Hortenfio's  paifion  ;  [cord» , 

'B  t?ti,  Bianca,   take  him  for  thy  lord  ; 
Cfatit,  that  loves  with  all  aifection  ; 
D  fcl  re,  one  cliff,  but  two  notes  have  I ; 
Kla}.':i,  ftiow  pit}^    or  I  die. 

Call  you  this  gamut  ?  tut,  I  like  it  not : 

Old 

*  He  ivould  have  [aid  didafcalc  ;  int  thinking   this 
too   honourahley  he  coins  the  "word  pcdafcaic    ///     itrj'-r^ 
tfiti^n  ofit^  from  pedant. 
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Old  fafhions  pleafe  me  beft,  I'm  not  Co  nice 
To  change  true  rules  for  nevv  inventions. 
Enter  a  Jervatit. 
Ssrv,  Miftrefs,   your  father  prays   you  leave  your 
books, 
And  help  to  drefs  your  fifter's  chamber  up; 
You  know,  to-morrow  is  the  wedding-day. 
Bkn.  Farewel;  fweet  mailers,  both ;  I  muft  be  gone. 

{Exit 
Luc.  Taith,  miitrefs,  then  I  have  no  caufe  to   Hzy. 

TT      n     T  1  /-  [Exit*" 

tior.  But  I  have  caufe  to  pry  into  this  pedant; 
Methinks  he  looks  as  tho'  hc^vere  in  love: 
Yet  if  thy  thoughts,  Bianca,  be  fo  humble. 
To  cafl  thy  wand'ring  eyes  on  every  llalc; 
Seize  thee  who  lift;   if  once  I  find  thee  ranging. 
Kortenfio  will  be  quit  with  thee  by  changing.       Ex/f 

S  C  E  N  E     II. 
E;2ier  Baptifta,  Greniio,  Tranio,    Catharina;    Lucen- 
tio,   Bianca,    aud  attsnda^its. 
Bap.  Signior    Luccntio,    this  is   the  'pointed  day 
That  Catli'rine  asd  Petruchio  ihould  be  married: 
And  yet  we  hear  not  oC  our  fon-in-law. 
V/hat  will  be  faid  !   what  mockery  will  it  be. 
To  want  the  bridegroom,  when  the  pricft  attends- 
To  fpeak  the  ceremonial  rites  of  marriage  J 
What  fays  Lucentio  to  this  fhame  of  ours! 

Cath.  No  fiiame,    but  mine;   I  mufl  forfootb.   h& 
forc'd 
To  give  my  hand  opposM  againft  myheart. 
Unto  a  mad-brain  rudelby,  full  of  Ipleen; 
Who  woo'd  in  hafte,  and  means  to  wed  at  leilurei 
1  told  you,  I,    he  was  a  frantic  fool. 
Hiding  his  bitter  jefts  in  blunt  behaviour; 
And  to  be  noted  for  a  merry  man. 
He'll  woo  a  thoufand,  'point  the  day  of  marriage, 
Make  friends,  invite,  yes,  and  proclaim  the  banes; 
Yet  never  means  to  wed,  where  he  hath  woo'd. 
Now  muft  the  world  point  at  poor  Catharine, 
Andiiy,  Lg  J  there  is  mad  Pttrughi<?'§  wife, 
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If  it  would  pleafe  him  come  and  marry  her. 

Tra.  Patience,  good  Catharine,  and  Baptifla  too  ; 
Upon  my  life,  Petrnchio  means  but  well. 
Whatever  fortune,  flays  him  from  his  word. 
Tho'  he  be  blunt,  I   know  hina  pefling  wife; 
Tho'  he  be  merry,  yet  withal  he^s  honeft. 

Cath.  Would  Catharine  had   never  feen  him  tho' ! 

\Kxit  "weeping. 

"Bap.  Go,  girl ;   I  cannot  blame  thee  now   to  weep  ; 
For   fuch  an  injury  would  vex  a  fiint. 
Much  more  a  fhrew  of  thy  impatient  humour. 
SCENE     III.     E,itcr  Biondello. 

Bieit.  Mafler,  m after;  old  news,  and  fuch  aews  as 
you  never  heard   of 

Bap.  Is  it  new  and  old  too?  how  may  that  be? 

Bio72.  Why,  is  it  not  news  to  hear  of  Petruchlo's 
coming  ? 

Bap.  Is  he  come? 

Bion.  Why,   no,   Sir. 

Bap.  What  then  ? 

Bio7t.  He  is  coming. 

Bap.  When  will  he  be  here? 

Bi0n.  When  he  ftands  where  I  am,     and  fees   you 
there. 

Tra.  But,  fa}'",  what  to  thine  old  news  ? 

Bioit.  Why,  Petruchio  is  coming  in  a  new  hat  and 
an  old  jerkin;  a  pair  of  old  breeches  thrice  tum'd  ; 
a  pair  of  boots  that  have  been  candle  cafes,  one  buc- 
kled, and  another  lacM ;  an  old  rufty  fword  ta'en  out 
of  the  town-armoury,  with  a  broken  hilt,  and  chape- 
lefs,  with  two  broken  points;  his  horfe  hipp'd  with 
an  old  mothy  fadd'e,  the  ftirrups  of  no  kindred;  be- 
fides  pofTefs'd  with  the  glanders,  and  like  to  mofe  in 
the  chine,  troubled  with  the  lampafle,  infeftcd  with 
the  falhions,  full  of  windgalls,  fped  with  fpavins,  raicd 
with  the  yellows,  part  cure  of  the  fives,  ftark  fpoiled 
with  the  flaggers,  begnawn  with  the  Lots,  waid  in  the 
back  and  ftioulder-fhotten,  near  leggM  before,  and 
with  a  half-check'd  hit,  and  a  headflall  of  fheep's  leath- 
er; which  being  reflrain'd,  to  keep  him  froin  flumb- 

ling. 
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ling,  hath  been  often  burft,  and  now  repaired  with 
knots  ;  one  girt  fix  times  piec'd,  and  a  woman's  crup- 
per of  \elure,  which  hath  two  letters  for  her  name, 
•fairly  fet  down  in  ftuds,  and  here  and  there  piec'd  with, 
pack-thread. 

Bap.  Who  comes  with  him  ? 

Bhf?.  Oh,  Sir,  his  lacke^^,  for  all  the  world  capari- 
fon'd  like  the  horfe,  with  a  linen  ftock  on  one  leg,  and 
a  kerfey  boot-hofe  on  the  other,  garter'd  with  a  red 
and  blue  lift,  an  old  hat,  and  *  the  humour  of  fortj 
fancies  prick'd  up  in't  for  a  feather  :  A  monfter,  a  very 
monfter  in  apparel,  and  not  like  a  Chriftian  footboy, 
or  a  gentleman's  lackey* 

Tra.  'Tis  forae  odd  humour   pricks  him  to  this  fa- 
Yet  oftentimes  he  goes  but  mean  apparelFd.       [fliion  s: 
Ba^.  I  am  glad  he's  come,  howfoever  he  comes. 
Bio7j.  Why,   Sir,  he  comes  not. 
Biip^  Didft  thou  not  fay,  he  comes  ? 
Bio72.  Who  \   that  Petruchio  came  not  ? 
Bap.  Ay,   that  Petruchio  came. 

^  Btoji.  No,  Sir ;  I  fay,  his  horfe  comes  with  him  on- 
his  back. 

Biip.  Why,  that's  all  ona 

B/077.  Nay,  by  St.  Janny,  I  hold  you  a  penny, 
A  horfe  and   a  man  is   more   than   one,   and  yet  not 
many.  , 

SCENE         IV. 
E«fi'r  Petruchio  cind  Gruvmo  fuit aft ic ally  habited. 
Pet.  Come,  where  be  thefe  gallants  I  who  is  at  home  I 
Bap.  You're  welcome,  Sir. 
Pet.   And  yet  I  come  not  well. 
Bap.  And  yet  you  halt  not. 
Tru.  Not  'Co  well'parell'd  as  I  wifh  you  were. 
Pet.  Were  it  better,  I  ftiould  rufh  in  thus. 
But  where  is  Kate  ?   where  is  my  lovely  bride  ? 
How  does  my  father  ?  Gentles,  mcthinks  you  frown 
And  wherefore  ^aze  this  goodly  company, 
As  if  they  faw  fome  wondrous  monument. 
Some  comet,  or  unufual  prodigy? 

'  Some  balador  drollery  of  that  time  is  here  ridiculed. 

Bap* 
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Bap.  Why,  Sir,  you  know,  this  Is  yonr  wedding  day: 
Firft,  were  we  fad,  fearing  you  would  not  come  j 
Now,  fadder,  that  you  come  fo  unprovided. 
Fie,  doff  this  habit,  fliame  to  your  eftatc, 
An  eve-fore  to  our  folemn  fcftival. 

Tra.  And  tell  us  what  occafion  of  import 
Hath  all  fo  long  detain'd  you  from  your  wife. 
And  fent  you  hither  fo  unlike  yourfelf  ? 

Pet.  Tedious  it  were  to  tell,  and  harlh  to  hear : 
Sufficeth,  I  am  come  to  keep  my  word, 
Tho'  in  fome  part  info  reed  to  digrefs, 
"W^hich  at  more  ieifure  I  will  fo  excufe. 
As  you  (hall  well  be  fatisfied  withal. 
But,  where  is  Kate  ?  I  ftay  too  long  from  her  ; 
The  morning  wears ;   Vis  time  we  were  at  church. 

Tra.  See  not  your  bride  in  thefe  unieverent  robes; 
Go  to  my  chamber,  put  en  cloaths  of  mine. 
Pit.  Not  I ;  believe  me,  thus  I'll  vifit  her. 
Br,p.  But  thus,  I  truft,  you  will  not  marry  her. 
Pet.  Good  footh,    even   thus;  therefore  ha'  done 
with  words ; 
CTo  me  fne's  married,  not  unto  mj^- cloaths  : 
Could  I  repair  what  fhe  will  wear  in  me. 
As  I  covild  change  thefe  poor  accoiUrem.ents, 
'Twere  well  for  Kate,  and  better  for  myfelf. 
But  what  a  fool  am  I  to  chat  with  you. 
When  I  fhorld  bid  good  morrow  to  my  bride, 
And.feal  the  title  with  a  lovely  kifs  ?  [ExH. 

Tra.  He  hath  fome  meaning  in  his  mad  attire  : 
We  will  perfrade  him,  be  it  poffib'e. 
To  put  on  better  ere  he  go  to  church. 

Baj>.  I'll  after  him,  and  fee  the  event  of  this.  [^a/?. 

SCENE     V. 
Tra.  But,  Sir,  our  love  concerncth  i^s  to  add 
Her  father's  liking  ;   which  to  bring  to  pafs, 
As  I  before  im. parted  to  your  WorOiip, 
T  am  to  get  a  man,   (whate'er  he  be. 
It  skills  not  much  ;  we'll  fit  him  to  our  turn) J 
And. he  fhall  be  Vincentio  of  Pifa, 
And.makc  afllirance  here  in  Padua 

Of 
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Of  greater  fums  than  I  havepromifed  ; 
So  Ihall  you  cjuietiy  enjoy  your  hope. 
And  marry  fvveet  Bianca  with  confent. 

Luc.  Were  it  not  that  my  fellow  fchoolmafler 
Doth  watch  Blanca's  ileps  fo  narrowly, 
Twere  good,  methinks,  to  fteal  our  rnarriaofe  ; 
Which  once  performed,  let  all  the  world  fay,  No, 
rii  keep  my  own,   defpight  of  all  the  world. 

Tra.  That  by  degrees  we  mean  to  look  into. 
And  watch  our  vantage  in  this  bufinefs  : 
We'll  over-reach  the  grey-beard  Gremlo, 
The  narrow  prying  father  Minola, 
The  quaint  mufician  amorous  Licio; 
All  f ->r  my  mailer's  fake,  Lucentio. 

SCENE     VI.       E?iter  Gremlo. 
>?ow,  SignlorGremio,  came  you  from  the  church? 
Gre.  As  willingly  as  e'er  I  cam.e  from  fchool. 
Tra.  And  is  the  bride  and  bridegroom  coming  home? 
Gre,  A^  bridegroom,  fay  you  ?   'tis  a  groom,  indeed, 
A  grumbling  groom,   and  that  the  girl  (hall  find. 
Tra.  Curfter  than  (he  ?  wh}',  'tis'iinpoflible 
Gre.  Why,  he's  a  devil,  a  devil,  a  very  fiend. 
Tra.  Why,   (he's  a  devil,  a  devil,  the  devil's  dam. 
Gre.  Tut,   die's  a  lamb,   a  dove,   a  fool  to  him. 
I'll  tell  you.  Sir  Lucentio;  when  theprieft 
Should  a(k,  if  Catharine  (hould  be  his  wife? 
Ay,  by  gogs  woons,  quoth  he  ;  and  fwore  fo  loud. 
That,  all-amaz'd,  the  prieft  let  fall  the  book  ; 
And  as  he  ftoop'd  again  to  take  it  up, 
This  mad  brain'd  bridegroom  took  him  /lich  a  cufl^ 
That  down  fell  prieft  and  book,  and  bookaud  prieft. 
Now  take  them  up,  quoth  he,  if  any  lift. 

Tra.  What  faid  the   \\ench,  when  he  rofe  up  again  ? 
Gre.  Trembled  and  fnook ;  for  why,  he  ftamp'd  and 
jRvorc, 
As  if  the  vicar  meant  to  cozen  him. 
But  after  many  ceremonies  done. 
He  calls  for  w  ine :   a  healtli,  qucth  he  ;   as  if 
H'ad  been  aboard  carovvfiiig  to  his  nate 
After  a  ftorm  :  quaft  off  the  nuifcadel. 

And 
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And  threw  the  fops  all  in  the  fexton's  face ; 
Having  no  other  caufe,  but  that  his  beard 
Grew  thin  and  hungerly,  and  fecm'd  to  alk 
His  fops  as  he  was  drinking.     This  done,  he  took 
The  bride  about  the  neck,  and  kifs'd  her  lips 
With  fuch  a  clamorous  fmack,  that  at  the  parting 
All  the  church  echoM ;  and  I  feeing  this. 
Came  thence  for  very  fhame  ;  and  after  me, 
I  know,  the  rout  is  coming.     Such  a  mad  marriage 
Ne'er  was  before. — Hark,  hark,  I  hear  the  minftrels. 

[Muftc  plafs. 

s  c  E  N  E   vn. 

Enter  Petruchio,  Catharina,    Bianca,  Hortenfio,    ani 

Baptifla. 
Pt-/.  Gentlemen  and  friends,  I  thank  you  for  your 
pains: 
I  know,  you  think  to  dine  with  me  to  day. 
And  have  prepar'd  great  ftore  of  weddlng"'cheer ; 
But  fo  it  is^  my  hafte  doth  call  me  hence  ; 
And  therefore  here  I  mean  to  take  my  leave. 
Bap.  Is't  pofTible  you  will  away  to-night? 
Pet.  I  mufl  away  to-day,  before  night  come. 
Make  it  no  wonder;  if  you  knew  my  bufinefs. 
You  would  intreat  me  rather  go  than  ftay. 
And,  honeil:  company,  I  thank  you  all. 
That  have  beheld  me  give  away  myfelf 
To  this  moft  patient,  fweet,  and  virtuous  wlfq. 
Dme  with  my  father,  drink  a  health  to  me, " 
For  I  muft  hence,  and  farewel  to  you  all. 
Tra.  Let  us  intreat  you  flay  tilUftcr  dinner. 
Pet.  It  may  not  be. 
Gre.  Let  me  intreat  j^ou . 
Pst.  It  cannot  be. 
Cath.  Let  me  intreat  you. 
Pet.  I  am  content 
Cath.  Are  you  content  to  ftay ; 
Pet.  I  am  content  you  (hall  intreat  me  ftay ; 
But  yet  not  ftay,  intreat  me  how  you  can. 
Cath.  Now,  if  you  love  me,  ftay. 
Pet.  Grumio,  my  borfes. 

V01-.  IL  G  g  ^ru. 


J  ^O       The  Taming  of  the  Shrew.      A61  1 1 1 , 

Cru.  Ay,  Sir,   they  be  ready  :  the  oats  have  eaten 
the  horfes  *. 

Cath.  Nay,  then. 
Do  what  thou  can  ft,  I  will  not  go  to  day ; 
No,  nor  to-morrow,  nor  till  I  pleafe  mylelf 
The  door  is  open,  Sir,  there  lies  your  way. 
You  may  be  jogging,  while  your  boots  are  greeny 
For  me,  I'll  not  go  till  I  pleafe  myfelf. 
Tis  like  you'll  prove  a  jolly  lurly  groom. 
That  take  it  on  you  at  the  firft  fo  roundly. 

Pet.  O  Kate,  content  thee,  pr'ythee,  be  not  angry. 

Cath.  I  will  be  angry  ;  what  haft  thou  to  do  J 
Father,  be  quiet ;  he  fliall  ftay  my  leifure. 

Gre.  Ay,  marry.  Sir  ;  now  it  begins  to  work. 

Cath.  Gentlemen,  forward  to  the  bridal  dinner. 
I  fee,  a  woman  may  be  made  a  fool, 
If  fhe  had  not  a  fpirit  to  refift. 

Pet.  They  (hall  go  forward,  Kate,  at  thy  command. 
Obey  the  bride,  you  that  attend  on  her : 
Go  to  the  feaft,  revel  and  domineer ; 
Carowfe  full  meafure  to  her  maidenhead; 
Be  mad  and  merry,  or  go  hang  yourfelves  t 
But  for  my  bonny  Kate,  (he  muft  with  me. 
Nay,  look  not  big,  nor  ftamp,  nor  ftare,  nor  fret, 
1  will  be  mafter  of  what  is  mine  own ; 
She  is  my  goods,  my  chattels,  (he  is  my  houfe, 
My  houfhold-ftufT,  my  field,  my  barn,^ 
My  horfe,  my  ox,  my  afs,  my  any  thing ; 
And  here  (he  ftands,  touch  her  whoever  dare 
V\\  bring  my  aftion  on  the  proudeft  he, 
That  ftops  my  way  in  Padua  :  Grumio, 
Draw  forth  thy  weapon ;  we're  befet  with  thieves; 
Refcue  thy  miftrefs,  if  thou  be  a  man  : 
Fear  not,   fwcct  wench,    they  ftiall  not  touch  thee, 

Kate ; 
ril  buckler  thee  againft  a  million. 

[Exeunt  Pet.  and  Cath. 

3ap'  Nay,  let  them  go,  a  couple  of  i^uict  ones. 

*  That  fSf  the  di^em^erfo  cdleL 
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Gre.  "Went  they  not  quickly,    I  Ihould  die  with 
laughing. 

Tra.  Of  all  mad  matches,  never  was  the  like. 

Luc.  Miftrcfs,  -what^s  your  opinion  of  your  filler? 

Bian.  That,  being  mad  herfelf^  file's  madly  mated. 

Gre.  I  warrant  him,  Petruchio  is  Kated. 

Bap.  Neighbours  and  friends,  tho'  bride  and  bride- 
groom  want 
For  to  fupply  the  places  at  the  table ; 
You  know  there  wants  no  junkets  at  the  feaft ; 
Luccntio,  you  fupply  the  bridegroom's  place; 
And  let  Bianca  take  her  filler's  room. 

Tra.  Shall  fweet  Bianca  pra£lifc  how  to  bride  it? 

Bap.  She  fhall,  Lucentio  :  Gentlemen,  let's  go. 

ACT       IV.  SCENE 

Petruchh*s  couutrj-houfc. 

Efifer  Grumio. 

Crum'io.  Tp^E,  fie,  on  all  tired  jades,  and  ail  ma  J 
X  mailers,  and  all  foul  ways  !  Was  ever 
man  fo  beaten  ?  was  ever  man  fo  raied  ?  was  ever  maa 
fo  weary?  I  am  fent  before,  to  make  a  fire  ;  and  they 
are  coming  after  to  warm  them :  now  were  I  not  a 
little  pot,  and  foon  hot,  my  very  lips  might  freeze  to 
iTiy  teeth,  my  tongue  to  the  roof  of  my  mouth,  my 
heart  in  my  belly,  ere  I  Ihould  come  by  a  fire  to  thaw 
me ;  but  I  with  blowing  the  fire,  Ihall  warm  mylelf ; 
for,  confidering  the  weather,  a  taller  man  than  I  will 
take  cold.     Holla,  hoa,  Curtis! 

Kfzter  Curtis. 

Oiff.  Who  is  it  that  calls  fo  coldly. 

Gru.  A  piece  of  ice.  If  thou  doubt  it,  thou  may'fl 
Aide  from  my  fhoulder  to  my  heel,  with  no  greater  a 
run  but  my  head  and  my  neck.     A  fire,  good  Curtis. 

Curt.  Is  my  mailer  and  his  wife  coming,  Grumio  ? 

Gru.  Oh,  ay,  Curtis,  ay ;  and  therefore,  fire,  fire ; 
call  on  no  water. 

G  g  2  Curt*^ 
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Qirt.  Is  (he  To  hot  a  (hrew  as  fhe's  reported  ? 
Gr^^.  She  was,  good  Curtis,  before  this  froft ;  but 
thou  know 'ft,  winter  tames  man,  woman,  and  beaft; 
for  it  hath  tamM  my  old  maflcr,  and  my  new  miftrefs, 
and  thyfelf,  fellow  Curtis. 

Curt.  Away,  you  three-Inch'd  fool ;  I  am  no  beafl. 
Gru.  Am  I  but  three  inches  ?  why,  thy  horn  is  a 
foot,  and  fo  long  am  I  at  the  leaft.  But  wilt  thou 
make  a  fire,  or  (hall  I  complain  on  thee  to  our  miftrefs? 
whofe  hand,  file  being  now  at  hand,  thou  flialt  foon 
feel  to  thy  cold  comfort,  for  being  ^flow  in  thy  hot 
ofEce. 

Curt.  I  pr'ythee,  good  Grumio,  tell  me,  how  goes 
the  world  ? 

Gru.  A  cold  world,  Curtis,  in  every  office  but  thine  ; 
and,  therefore,  fire :  do  thy  duty,  and  have  thy  du- 
ty ;  for  my  mafter  and  miilrefs  are  almofl  frozen  to 
iJeath. 

Curt.  There's  fire  ready ;  and  therefore,  good  Gru- 
mio, the  news. 

Gru.  "Why,  Jack  boj,  ho  boj,  and  as  much  neivs  as 
thou  loHt*. 

Curt.  Come,  you  are  fb  full  of  coney-catching. 
Gru.  Why,  therefore,  fire ;  for  I  have  caught  ex- 
treme cold.  Whereas  the  cook?  is  fupper  ready,  the 
houfe  trimmM,  rufhcs  ftrew'd,  cobweb  fwept,  the  fer- 
ving-men  in  their  new  fuftian,  their  white  ftockings, 
and  every  officer  his  wedding-garment  on?  be  the  Jacks 
fair  within,  the  Jills,  fair  without,  carpets  laid,  and  c- 
Very  thing  in  order? 

Curt.  All  ready ;  and  therefore,  I  pray  thee,  what 
news  ? 

Gru.  Firft,  Know  my  horfe  is  tired^  my  maflcr  and 
miftrcfs  fall'«  out. 
Curt.  How? 

Gru.  Out  of  their  faddles  Into  the  dirt ;  and  thereby 
hangs  a  tale. 

Curt.  Let's  ha't,  good  Grumio. 

Gru.  Lend  thine  ear. 

Curt.  Here. 

*  This  fe  ems  to  be  a  fragment  of  fame  ajdballaet. 

Cm, 
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Grii.  Tliere.  [Strikes  him" 

•     Curt.  This  is  to  feel  a  tale,  not  to  hear  a  tale. 

Gru.  And  therefore  'tis  calFd  a  fenfible  tale :  and 
fchis  cutf  was  but  to  knock  at  your  ear,  and  befeech 
liftening.  Now  1  begin  :  Imprimis,  we  came  down  % 
foul  hilj,  my  mafter  riding  behind  my  mifti-efs. 

tCurt.  Both  on  one  horfe  ? 
|:  Gr«.  What's  that  to  thee  .^  * 

Curt,  Why,  a  horfe. 
.    Gru.   Tell  thou  the  tale But  hadft  thou  net 
crofs'd  me,  thou  Ihould'ft  have  heard  how  her  hoi  fe 
fell,  and  fhe  under  her  horfe  :  thou  ftiould'ft  have  heard. 
in  how  niii'y  a  place,  how  flie  was  bemoil'd,  how  he 
left  her  with  the  horfe  upon  her,  how  he  beat  me,  be- 
caufe  her  horfe  (tumbled,  how  flie  waded  through  the 
dirt  to  pluck  him  off  me;  how  he  fwore,  how  (he 
pray'd,   that  never  prayM  before ;  howlcry'd;   how 
the  horfes  ran  away;   how  her  bridle  was  burft ;  how  I 
lofl  my  crupper;  viuth  many  things  of  worthy  memory,  - 
which  now  (hall  die  in  oblivion,  and  thou  return  un* 
experienc'd  to  thy  grave. 

Curt.  By  this  reckoning  he  is  more  (hfew  than  (h(b. 

Grti.  Ay,  and  that  thou  and  the  proudeft  of  you  all 
(hall  find  when  he  comes  home.  But  what  talk  I  of 
this '  call  fcrth  Nathaniel,  Jofeph,  Nicholas,  Philip, 
Walter,  Sugarfop,  and  the  reft ;  let  their  heads  be 
fleekly  combM,  their  blue  coats  bnifli'd,  and  their  gar- 
ters of  an  indifferent  knit;  let  them  curt'fy  with  their 
left  legs,  and  not  prefume  to  touch  d  hgir  of  my  ma- 
ker's horfe-tail,  till  they  kifs  their  hands.  Are  they 
all  ready  ? 

Curt.  The3r  are. 

Gru.  Call  them  forth. . 

Curt.  Do  you  hear,  ho?  you  muft  meet  my  mafter 
to  countennnce  my  miftrefs. 

Gr«.  Why,  (he  hath  a  face  of  her  own. 

Curt.  Who  knows  not  that  ? 

Gru.  Thou,  it  feems,  that  calFft  for  company  to 
countenance  her. 

Ourt,  I  call  them  forth  to  credit  her, 

G.g3  Eniir 
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:  Enter  four  or  Jive  ferving-men. 

Gru.  Why,  Ihe  comes  to  borrow  nothing  of  them. 

Nat.  Welcome  home,  Grumio» 

Ph'iL  How/  now,  Grumio ? 

Joj,  What^  Gnimio  ? 

Nkh.  Fcliow  Grumio  ! 

hfath.  Plow  now,  old  lad. 

Gnt.  Welcome  you  ;  how  now,  you ;  what,  you  ; 
fellow,  you ;  and  thus  much  for  greetaig.  Now, 
rny  fpruce  companions,  is  ail  ready,  and  all  things 
neat? 

Nut.  All  things  are  ready;  how  near  is  our  mafter? 

Gru.  E'en  at  hand,  alighted  by  this  ;  and  therefore 
be  not— r—— cock's  paflion,  filence  !— — — I  hear  my 
»i  after. 

SCENE      11.         Enter  Petruchio  and  Kate. 

Fit.  Where  be  thefe  knaves?  what,  no  man  at  door 
to  hold  my  (lirrup,  nor  to  take  my  horfe  ?  Where  is 
>iathaDiel,  Gregory,  Philip  ? 

All^'rv.  Here,  here,  Sir;  here.  Sir. 

Pe     Here,  Sir,  here.  Sir,  here,  Sir,  here,  Siri 
You  loggerheaded  arid  unpolifh'd  grooms: 
/U^hat!  no  attendance?   no  regard?  no  duty? 
Where  is  the  foolifh  knave  I  fent  before? 
Gru.  Here,  Sir,  as  fooiifh  as  I  was  before. 
Pet.  Yovi  peafant  fwain,  you  whorefon,  malt-horft 
drudge. 
Bid  not  I  bid  thee  meet  me  in  the  park, 
And  bring  along  thefe  rafca!  knaves  with  thee? 

Gru.  Nathaniel's  coat.  Sir,  was  not  fully  made  j 
And  Gabriel's  pumps  were  all  unpink'd  i'  th'  heel ; 
There  was  no  link  to  colour  Peter's  hat; 
/nd  Waltei-'s  dagger  was  not  come  from  flieathing  : 
There  were  none  fine,  but  Adam,  Ralph,  and  Gregory; 
The  reft  were  ragged,  old,  and  heggar'y ; 
Yet  as  they  are,  here  are  they  come. to  meet  yott 
Pet.  Go,  rafcals,  go,  and  fetch  my  fuppcr  in. 

[Exeunt  S^rvaf^ti, 
Where  is  the  life  that  late  I  led  ?  iSingiag* 

Where  are  thofe—  •    Sit  down,  Kate 
Aud  wckome.    Soud,  fgud,  foud,  foud! 
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Enter  Servants  iviih  j'ippcr. 
Why,  when,  I  fay?  nay,  good  fwect  Kate,  be  merry* 
Off  with  my  boots,  you  rogue:  3'ou  \illains,  when  • 
It  -was  the  friar  of  orders  grey,  [Shgs* 

u4s  he  forth  -walked  on  his  ivaj. 
Out,  out,  you  rogue,  you  phick  mj^  foot  sway. 
Take  that,  and  mind  the  plucking  oif  the  other. 

[Strikes  him* 
Be  merry,  Kate"!  feme  water,  here;  what,  hoal 

Enter  one  ivith  "water. 
Where's  my  fpaniel,  Troilua4  firrah,  get  you  hence. 
And  bid  my  coufin  Ferdinand  come  hither; 
One,    I"Cate,    that  you  mufl  kifs,    and  be  acquainted 

with. 
Where  are  my  flippers  ?  fhall  I  have  fome  water  ? 
Come,   Kate,  and  walh,  and  weicomc  heartily  : 
You  whorefon  villain,  will  you  let  it  fall  ? 

Cath.  Patience,  I  pray  you,  'twas  a  fault  unwilling. 
'%     Pet.  A  whorefon,  beattle-headed,   fiap-earM  knave  : 
"Come,  Kate,  fit  down;  I  know  you  have  a  ftomach. 
Will  you  give  thanks,  fweet  Kate,  or  elfe  (hall  i  i 
What's  this,  mutton  ? 
I  Scrv.  Yes. 

Pet.  Who  brought  it '      , 
Serv.  I. 
i      Pet.  'Tis  burnt,  and  fo  Is  all  the  meat : 
What  dogs  are  thefe  !  where  is  the  rafcal  cook  ? 
How  durft  you,  villains,  bring  it  from  the  drefrei> 
And  ferve  it  thus  to  me  that  love  it  not? 
There,  take  it  to  ycu,  trenchers,  cups,  and  ail. 

[T'jrows  the  meat,  Sec.  about  the  fa^C», 
You  heediefs  jo't-heads,  and  unmanner'd  flaves  ! 
What,  do  you  grun  ble  ?  Fll  be  with  you  ftraight. 
Cath.  I  pray  yon,  hufcand,  be  not  fo  difcjuiet; 
The  meat  was  weJ,  if  you  were  fo  contented. 

Pet.  I  tell  theC;  Kgt?,  'tvas  burnt  and  dry'd  away^. 
And  T  exprefiy  ztc.  forl^'d  to  touch  it : 
For  it  it  genders  choler,  plantetli  anger; 
And  better  'twere  that  both  of  us  d!d  fafl, 
Sjnte;  of  wrfelves,  ourfclves  are  choleric, 

Thaa; 
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Than  feed  it  with  fuch  over-roafted  flefh. 
Be  patient,  for  to-morrow't  ftiall  be  mended. 
And  for  this  night  we'll  faft  for  company. 
Come,  1  will  bring  thee  to  thy  bridal  chamber.  [Exeunt, 
Enter  [ervants  fever  alii . 

J^ath.  Peter,  dldft  ever  fee  the  like  ? 

Peter.  He  kills  her  in  her  own  humour. 

jCru.  "Where  is  he  ? 

Enter  Curtis  a  fervunt. 

Curt.  In  her  chamber,  making  a  fermon  of  conti- 
nency  to  her. 
And  rails,  and  fwears,  and  rates  ;  that  fhe,  poor  foul. 
Knows  not  which  way  to  ftand,  to  look,  to  fpcak  ; 
And  fits  as  one  new  rifen  from  a  dream. 
Away,  away,  for  he  is  coming  hither.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE      III.         Enter  T?ttr\xcKio. 

Pet.  Thus  have  I  politicly  begun  my  reign, 
And  'tis  my  hope  to  end  fuccefsfully  : 
My  faulcon  now  is  fharp,   and  pafling  empty ; 
And  till  flie  (loop,  Ihe  muft  not  be  fall  gorgM, 
For  then  Ihe  never  looks  upon  her  lure. 
Another  way  I  have  to  man  my  haggard, 
To  make  her  come,  and  know  her  keeper's  call; 
That  is,  to  watch  her,  as  we  watch  thefe  kites. 
That  bait  and  beat,  and  wi'I  not  be  obedient.  jj 

She  ate  no  meat  to  day,  nor  none  fha'i  eat.  m 

Laft  night  Ihe  flept  not,  nor  to-night  fhali  not  I  M^ 

As  with  the  meat,  fome  undefcrved  fault 
Fil  find  about  the  making  of  the  bed. 
And  here  Til  fiing  the  pillow,  there  the  boliler, 
lllis  way  the  coverlet,  that  way  the  Iheets ; 
Ay  ;  and,  amid  this  hurly,  Fli  pretend. 
That  all  is  done  in  reverend  care  of  her; 
And,  in  conc'ufion,  (he  fhall  watch  all  night '. 
And,  if  ihe  chance  to  nod,  I'll  rail  and  brawl, 
And  with  the  clamour  keep  her  ftill  av.M'^e- 
This  is  a  way  ^o  ki!l  a  wife  with  '.indnefs  ;— — 
And  thus  rifcurb  her  in.?d  and  headr^r.)ng  humour. 
He  that  knows  beuor  how  to  tame  a  (hrew, 
Now  let  him  fpeak,  'tis  charity  to  (hew.  ^•^^'* 

'    ■  SCENE, 
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SCENE      IV.         Before  Baptijla^s  houfe* 
Enter  Tranio  and  Hortenfio. 

Tra.  Ish  poflible,  friend  Lucio,  that  Bianca 
Doth  fancy  any  other  but  Lucentio? 
1  tcil  you,  Sir,  fhe  bears  me  fair  in  hand. 

Eor.  To  fatisfy  you,  Sir,  in  v  hat  I  faid, 
Stand  by,  and  mark  the  manner  of  his  teaching. 

\Thej  fiand  bp 
Enter  Bianca  and  Lucentio. 

hue.  Now,  Miftrefs,  profit  you  in  what  you  read? 

Bian.  What,  Mafler,  read  you  ?  firfl  refolve  mc  that 

Luc.  I  read  that  I  profefs,  the  art  of  love. 

Bian.  And  may  you  prove.  Sir,  mafler  of  yotir  art ! 

Luc.  While  you,  (weet  dear,  prove  miftrefs  of  my. 
heart.  \Thej  retire  backivurd, 

Hor.  Quick  procecders!  marry!  now,  tell  m,e,  I  pray, 
you  that  durft  ftvear  that  your  miftrefs  Bianca  lov'd 
none  in  the  world  fo  well  as  Lucentio. 

Tra.  Defpiphtfullove,  unconftatt  womankind! 
I  tell  thee,  Licio,  this  is  wonderful. 

Hor.  Miftake  no  more,  1  am  not  Licio, 
Nor  a  mufician,  as  I  fecm  to  he  ; 
But  one  that  fcorn  to  live  in  th'S  difguifc 
For  fuch  a  one  as  'eaves  a  gentleman, 
And  makes  a  g,cd  of  fnch  a  cuilioB  : 
Know,  Sir,  that  T  am  call'd  Horte/rfto. 

Tra.  Signior  Hortenfio,  I  have  often  heard 
Of  your  entire  affeftion  to  Bianc:; ; 
And  fince  mine  eyes  are  witnefs  of  her  lightnefs, 
I  will  with  you,  if  you  he  fo  contented, 
Forfv/ear  Bianca  and  her  love  for  ever. 

Hor.  See,   how  they  kifs  and  court  ! SigniorLu- 

Here  is  my  hand,  and  here  I  firmly  vow  [centlo. 

Never  to  woo  her  more ;   but  do  forfw  ear  her, 
As  one  unworthj'-  all  the  fornier  favours 
That  I  have  fondly  flatter'd  her  withal. 

Tra.  And  here  I  take  the  like  unfeigned  voatb. 
Never  to  marry  her,  though  (he  intreat 
Fie  on  her !  fee,  how  beaftly  flie  doth  court  him. 
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Hor.  *Wou!d  all  the  world,  but  he,  had  quite  forfwom 
For  me,  that  I  Aiay  fjreiy  keep  mine  cath,  [her! 

1  will  be  married  to  a  wealthy  widow 
Ere  three  diys  pafs,  which  has  as  Jong  lov'd  me. 
As  I  'aave  lov'd  this  proud  difdainful  haggard. 
And  fo  farewel,  Signior  Lucentio. 
Kindnefs  in  women,  not  their  beauteous  looks. 
Shall  win  my  love  '•  and  fo  I  take  my  leave, 
In  refoiution  as  I  fw'ore  before.  [E^/V  Hor. 

'    Tra.  Miftrefs  Bianca,  blefs  you  with  iuch  grace, 
As  'longcth  to  a  lover's  blefied  cafe  : 
Kay,  I  have  ta^en  you  napping,  gentle  Love, 
And  have  forfworn  you  with  Hortenfio. 

[Lucentio  and  Bianca  come  forward. 

Binn.  Tranio,  you  jeft  :  but  have  you  both  forfw'orn 

Trd.  Miftrefs,  we  have.  [me  ? 

Luc.  Then  we  are  rid  of  Licio. 

Tra.  V  faith,  he'll  have  a  Infiy  widow  now. 
That  fhall  be  woo'd  and  wedded  in  a  day. 

Bian.  God  give  him  joy  ! 

Tra.  Ay,  and  he'll  tame  her. 

Bian.  He  fays  fo,  Tranio. 

Tra.  'Faith,  he's  gone  into  the  taming-fchool. 

Bian.  The  taming-fchool  ?   what,    is   there  fuch  9,\. 
place? 

Tra.  Ay,  Miftrefs,  and  Petrnchio  is  the  mafter; 
That  teacheth  tricks  eleven  and  twenty  long. 
To  tame  a  (hrevv,  and  charm  her  chattering  tongue. 
SCENE     V.         'Enter  Blondello,  running. 

Bion.  Oh  Mailer,  Mafter,  I  have  watchM  fo  long^ 
That  I'm  dog-weary ;  but  at  laft  I  fpy'd 
An  ancient  engle,  going  down  the  liilJ, 
Will  ferve  the  turn. 

Tra.  What  is  he,  Blondello? 

Bion.  Mafter,  a  mercantant,  or  clfe  a  pedant? 
I  know  not  what;   but  formal  in  appaiel ; 
In  gate  and  countenance  furtly  like  a  father. 

Luc.  And  what  of  him,  Tranio? 

Tra.  If  he  be  credulous,  and  truft  my  talc, 
1*11  make  him  clad  to  feem  Vincentio, 

AnJ 
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And  give  alTurance  to  Baptlfta  Minola, 

As  if  he  were  the  right  Vincentio. 

Take  in  your  love,  and  then  let  me  alone. 

[Exeunt  Luc.  afid  Biaa, 
Enter  a  Peiiant. 

Fed.  God  fave  yow.  Sir, 

Tra.  And  you.  Sir;  you  are  welcome : 
Travel  you  far  on,  or  are  you  at  the  fartheft  ? 

Ped.  Sir,  at  the  fartheft  for  a  week  or  two : 
But  then  up  farther,  and  as  far  as  Rome ; 
And  fo  to  Tripoly,  if  God  lend  me  life. 

Tra.  What  countryman,  I  pray  i 

Ped.  Of  Mantua. 

Tra.  Of  Mantua,  Sir'.  God  forbid  ! 
And  come  to  Padua,  carelefs  of  your  life  ? 

Ped.  My  life.  Sir  !  how,  I  pray  ?  for  that  goes  hard. 

Tra.  'Tis  death  for  any  one  in  Mantua 
To  come  to  Padua.     Know  you  not  the  caufc  ? 
Your  flaips  are  ftaid  at  Venice,  and  the  Duke 
(For  private  quarrel  'twixt  your  Duke  and  him) 
Hath  publifh'd  and  proclaimed  it  openly  : 
Tis  marvel,  but  that  you're  but  newly  come. 
You  might  have  heard  it  elfe  proclaimed  about. 

Ped.  Alas,  Sir;  it  is  worfc  for  me  than  fo; 
For  I  have  bills  for  money  by  exchange 
From  Florence,  and  muft  here  deliver  them. 

Tra.  WelJ,  Sir,  to  do  you  courtcfy. 
This  v.'ill  I  do,   and  this  will  I  advife  you ; 
Firft,  tell  me,  have  you  ever  been  at  Pifa? 

Ped..  Ay,  Sir,  In  Piia  have  I  often  been  ; 
Pifa,   renowned  for  grave  citizens. 

Tra.  Among  them  know  you  one  Vincentio? 

Ped.  I  know  him  not,  but  1  have  heard  of  him  J 
A  merchant  of  incomparable  wealth. 

Tra.  He  is  my  father,   Sir;     and,  footh  to  fay, 
In  countenance  fomewhat  doth  refembie  you. 

Biofi,  As  much  as  an  apple  doth  an  oyftcr,  and  all 
one.  [Afide, 

Tra.  To  fave  your  life  in  this  extremity, 
This  favour  will  I  do  you  for  hi   fake; 

And 
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And  think  it  not  the  worfi:  of  jail  your  fortunes 
That  you  are  like  to  Sir  Vintentio. 
His  name  and  credit  Hiall  yov  undertake. 
And  in  my  houfe  you  (hall  ^e  friendly  lodgM: 
took,   that  you  take  upon  you  as  you  fJiouId. 
You  underftand  me.   Sir  :  i'o  fnall  you  fray. 
Till  you  have  done  your  bufinefs  in  the  city. 
If  this  be  court'fy,  Sir,  accept  of  it. 

Fed.  Oh,  Sir,  I  do  ;    and  will  repute  you  ever 
The  patron  of  my  life  and  liberty. 

Tra.  Then  go  with  me  to  make  the  matter  good. 
This  by  the  way  I  let  you  underfland,. 
My  father  is  here  look'd  for  every  day, 
To  pafs  afTurance  of  a  dower  in  marria<Te 
'Twixt  me  and  one  Baptilla's  daughter  here: 
In  all  thefe  circumftances  I'll  inflruft  you  : 
Go  with  me.  Sir,  to  clotlic  you  as  becomes  you. 

lEveuftt. 
SCENE     VI.         Enter  Catharina  avd  Grumio. 
Gtu.  No,  no,  forfooth;  I  dare  not  for  my  life. 
Ciith.  The  more  my  wrong,  the  more  his  (pite  ap- 
What,   did  he  marry  me  to  famifh  me  ?  [pears. 

Beggars  that  come  unto  my  father's  door, 
Upon  intreaty,  have  a  prefent  alms; 
If  not,  elfewhcre  they  meet  with  charity: 
But  I,  v;ho  never  knew  how  to  intreat. 
Nor  never  needed  that  I  fhou'd  intreat, 
Am  ftarv'd  for  meat,  giddy  for  lack  of  fleep; 
With  oaths  kept  waking,  and  with  bmwling  fed: 
And  that  which  (pites  me  more  than  all  thefe  wants, 
He  does  it  under  nameof  perfeiH:  love  ; 
As  who  would  fay,  if  I  Ihould  fleep  or  eat, 
'Twere  deadly  ficknefs,  or  e!fe  prefent  death. 
I  pr'ythee,  go,  and  get  me  fome  repafl: ; 
I  care  not  what,  fo  it  be  wholfome  food. 
Gru.  What  (ay  you  to  a  neat's  foot  ? 
Catb.  ■'Tis  pafTing  gocd  ;  I  prythee,  let  mc  have  it. 
Gru.  I  fear  it  is  too  flegmatic  a  meat. 
How  fay  you  to  a  fat  tripe  finely  broilM  ? 

Cath.  I  like  it.  well ;  good  Gruniio  fetch  It  mc 
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Gm.  I  cannot  tell ; — I  fear  it's  choleric  : 
What  fay  you  to  a  piece  of  beef  and  muftard^ 

Cath.  A  difli  that  I  do  love  to  feed  upon. 

Gru.  Ay,  but  the  muftard  is  too  hot  a  little. 

Cith.  Why  then    tlie  beef,  and  let  the  muflard  reP-^ 

Gru.  Nay,  then  I  will  not ;  you  fhall  have   the  mt- 
"^  Or  elfc  you  get  no  beef  of  Gruniio.  '"Hard. 

C.ith.  Then  both,  or  one,  or  any  thing  thou  vilt. 

Gru.  Why  then  the  rauflard  without  the  beef. 
;       Cath.  Go,  get  thee  gone,  thou  falfe  deluding  flave. 

It-,.       n     ^,r,  .  ,     ,  {Beats  b:m, 

|}That  feed'it  me  w.th  the  very  name  of  meat ; 
Sorrow  on  thee,  and  all  the  pack  of  you. 
That  triumph  thus  upon  my  mifery  ! 
Go,  get  thee  gone,  I  fay. 

SCENE      VIT. 
ErJer  Petruchio  atd  Hcrtenfio,  with  fneat. 

Pet.  How  fares  my  Kate)    what,  fwecting,  all  amort? 

Bor.  Miftrcfs,  what  cheer? 

C.ith.  'Faith,  as  cold  as  can  be. 

Pet.  Pluck  up  thy  fpirlts  ;  look  chcarfully  upon  mc  ; 
Here,  Love,  thou  feeft  how  diligent  1  am 
To  drefs  thy  meat  myfeif,   and  bring  it  thee  : 
Vm  fure,  fw'eet  Kate,   this  kindijefs  m:erits  thanks. 
What,  not  a  word?   nay,  then,  thou  lov'ft  it  not : 
And  all  m-y  pains  is  forted  to  no  proof. 
Here,  take  away  the  difh. 

Citth.  I  pray  yen,   let  it  Hand. 

Pet.  The  pooreft  fervice  is  repaid  with  thanks 
And  Co  (hall  m.ine  before  you  touch  the  meat. 

C.ith.  I  thank  you.   Sir. 

Hor.  Si^nior  Petruchio,  fie,  you  are  to  blame  :     ^ 
Come,  Mifirefs  Kat-e,  V\\  bear  you  company. 

Pet.  Eat  it  up  all,  Hortenfio,  if  thou  loveft  me  ;—^ 

Much  good  do  it  unto  thy  gentle  heart ; 
Kate,  eat  apace.     And  now,  mv  honey-love, 
Will  we  return  unto  thy  father's  houfe. 
And  revel  it  as  bravely  as  the  beft, 
With  filken  coats,  and  cats,  and  golden  rJn"-s, 

i'-^  ^  *"      With 
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Vi^hh  ruffs,  and  cuffs,  and  fardingals,  and  things  : 
With  fcarfs,   and  fans,   and  doub'e  change  of  brav'r\', 
With  amber  bracelets,   beads,  and  all  this  knav'ry. 
What,  haft  thou  din'd  ?   the  tailor  flays  thy  leifure. 
To  deck  thy  body  with  his  ruflhng  treafure. 

SCENE         VUI.  E}7ter  Tailor, 

Come,  Tailor,  let  us  fee  thefe  ornaments. 

Enter  Haberdafljer. 
Lay  forth  the  gown.     What  news  with  you.  Sir? 

Hab.  Here  is  the  cap  your  worfhip  did  befpeak. 

Pet.  Why,  this  was  moulded  on  a  porringer, 
A  velvet  difh  ;   fie,  he.   Vis  lewd  and  fihhy  : 
Why,  'tis  a  cockle  or  a  walnut-fhell, 
A  knack,  a  toy,   a  trick,  a  baby^s  cap. 
Away  with  it,  come,  let  nic  have  a  bigger. 

Cath.  rU  have  no  bigger,  this  doth  fit  the   time; 
And  gentlewomen  wear  Iiich  caps  as  thefe. 

Pet.  When  you  are  gentle,  you  fhall  have  one  too, 
And  not  till  then. 

Hor.  That  will  not  be  in  hafte. 

Cath.  Why,  Sir,  I  truft  I  may  have  leave  to  (peak, 
And  (peak  I  will.     I  am  no  child,  no  babe; 
Your  betters  have  endur'd  me  fay  my  mind; 
And,  if  you  cannot,  befl  you  flop  your  ears. 
My  tongue  will  tell  the  anger  of  my  heart. 
Or  elfe  my  heait,  concealing  it,  will  break: 
And  rather  than  it  fhall,  I  will  be  free 
Even  to  the  utmoft  as  I  pleafe  in  words. 

Pet.  Why,  thou  fay'ft  true;   it  is  a  paltry  cap; 
A  cuflard-coffin,  a  bauble,  a  filkcn  pie  ; 
1  love  thee  well,  in  that  thou  lik'fl  it  not 

Cdth.  Love  me,  or  love  me  not,  I  like  the  cap 
And  I  will  have  it,  or  I  will  have  none. 

Pet.  Thy  gown?    why,  ay;    come.  Tailor,  let  us 
fee't. 
O  mercy,  Heav'n,  what  mafking  fluff  is  here  ? 
V/hat !   this  a  fleeve  ?  'tis  like  a  demi-cannon ; 
What,  up  and  dow-n  carv'd  like  an  apple-tart? 
Werc's  fnip,  and  nip,  and  cut,  and  flifb,  and  flafh, 

Like 
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'Like  to  a  cenfer  in  a  barbei's  fhop  : 
Why,  what  a  deviFs  name,  Tailor,  calFft  thou  this  ? 
Hor.  I  fee  fliers  like  to've  neither  cap  nor  gown. 

Tai.  You  bid  me  make  it  orderly  and  well. 
According  to  the  fafhion  of  t!ie  time. 

Pet.  Marrjr,  and  did  :  but  if  you  be  remembred,     ' 
I  did  not  bid  you  mar  it  to  the  time. 
Go,  hop  me  over  every  kennel  home, 
For  you  (hall  hop  without  my  cuftom.  Sir  : 
ril  none  of  it ;   hence,  make  your  bcft  of  it. 

CrJh.  I  never  faw  a  bctter-falhion'd  gown, 
IMore  quaint,  more  pleafing,  nor  more  commendable  : 
Belike  you  mean  to  make  a  puppet  of  me. 

Pet.  Why,  true,    he  means  to  make  a  puppet  of 
thee. 

Tui.  She  fays,  ycur  Worlhip  means  to  make  a  pup- 
pet of  her. 

Pet.  O  moft  monftrous  arrogance  ! 
Thou  lieft,  thou  thread,  thou  thiir.ble. 
Thou  yard,  three-quarters,  half-yard,  quarter,  nail. 
Thou  flea,  thou  nit,  thou  winter-cricket;   thou  ! 
BravM  in  mine  own  houfe  with  a  Ikein  of  thread  : 
Away,  thou  rag,  thou  quantity,  thou  remnant; 
Or  I  fha!!  fo  be-mete  thee  with  thy  yard. 
As  thou  (halt  think  on  prating  whifl  thou  liv'ft. 
I  tell  thee,  I,   that  thou  hafl  i.:arr'd  her  gown. 
_  Tai.  Your  Worlhip  is   deceiVd,  the  gown  Is  made 
Juft  ss  my  mafter  had  diredticn. 
Grumio  gave  order  how  it  fhould  be  done. 

Gru.  I  gave  him  no  order,  I  gave  him  the  ftuff. 

Tai  But  how  did  you  defire  it  Ihould  be  made  \ 

Gru.  Marry,   Sir,  with  needle  and  thread. 

Tat.  But  did  you  not  requeft  to  have  it  cut? 

Gru.  Thou  haft  fac'd  many  things. 

Tat.  I  have. 

Gru.  Face  not  me  :  thou  haft  bravM  many  men, 
brave  not  me;  I  will  neither  be  fac'd,  nor  bravM.  I 
fay  unto  thee,  I  bid  thy  mafter  cut  out  the  gown,  but  I 
Old  not  b;d  him  cut  it  to  pieces.     Ergo  thou  iieft. 

H  h  2  Tai. 
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Tai.  Why,  here  is  the  note  of  the  fafhion  to  teftifv! 

Pet.  Read  it.  ^ 

Cru.  The  note  lies  in's  throat,  if  he  fay  I  fald  £o. 

Tat.  Imprimis,  a  loofe- bodied  gown. 

Grii.^  Mafter,  if  ever  I  faid  loofe-bodied  gown,  fow 
me  up  in  the  fkirts  of  it,  and  beat  me  to  death  with  a 
bottom  of  brown  thread.    I  laid  a  gown. 

Pet.  Proceed. 

Tdi.  "With  a  fmall  compaft  cape. 

Gru.  I  confefs  the  cape. 

Tai.  With  a  trunk-fleeve.  ^ 

Gru.  I  confefs  two  fleeves,  '' 

Tai.  The  fleeves  curioufly  cut. 

Pet.  Ay,  there's  the  villany.  '■ 

Gru.  Error  i' th' bill,  Sir,  error  i'  th' bill  :  Icom*| 
jnanded  the  fleeves  fliould  be  cut  out,  and  fow'd  up  a-| 
f;ain  ;  and  that  Fll  prove  upon  thee^  thoug,h  thy  little 
iingcr  be  armed  in  a  thimble. 

Tai.  This  is  true  that  I  fay  ;  an  I  had  thee  in  place 
vhere,  thou  (hou'dfl  know  it. 

Gru,  I  am  fo;-  thee  ftraight :  take  thou  the  bill,  give 
me  thy  mete-yard,  and  fpare  not  me. 

iior.  God-a-merc}'-,  Gruraio,  then  he  fhall  have  no 
odds. 

Pet.  Well,  Sir,  in  brief  the  gown  is  not  for  me. 

Gru.  You  are  i'  th'  right.  Sir,  'tis  for  my  miflrefs. 

Pet.  Go,  take  it  up  unto  thy  mafter's  ufe. 

Gru.  Villain,  not  for  thy  life  :  take  up  my  miflrefs's. 
gown  for  thy  mafler's  ufe  ! 

Pet.  Why,  Sir,  what's  your  conceit  in  that? 

Gru.  Oh,  Sir,  the  conceit  is  deeper  than  you  think 
for; 
Take  up  my  miArefs's  gown  unto  his  mafter's  ufe  ! 
Oh,  f^e,  fie,  f  e  ! 

Pet.  Hortenfio,  fay,  thou  wilt  fee  the  tailor  paid. 

iJftJe. 
Go,  take  it  hence  ;  be  gone,  and  fay  no  more. 

Hor.  Tailor,  I'll  pay  tbee  for  thy  gown  to-morrow, 
T^ke  no  unkindncfs  of  his  bafty  words : 

Away 
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Away,  I  fay ;  commend  me  to  thy  mafter. 

[Exit  Tailor, 
Pet.  Well,  come,  my  ICate,  we  will  unto  your  fa- 
ther's, 
Even  in  thefe  honeft  mean  habiliments  : 
Our  purfes  (hall  be  proud,  our  garments  poor: 
For  "'tis  the  mind  that  makes  the  body  rich  ; 
And  as  the  fun  breaks  through  the  darkeft  clouds, 
So  honour  peereth  in  the  meanefl  habit. 
What,  is  the  jay  more  precious  than  the  lark, 
Becaufe  his  feathers  are  more  beautiful  ? 
Or  is  the  adder  better  than  the  eel, 
Becaufe  his  painted  fkin  contents  the  eye  ? 
Oh,  no,  good  Kate ;  neither  art  thou  the  worfc 
For  this  poor  furniture  and  mean  array  ; 
Jf  thou  account'ft  it  fhame,  lay  it  on  me ; 
And  therefore  frolic ;  we  will  hence  forthwith;, 
To  feaft  and  iport  us  at  thy  father's  houfe. 
Go  call  my  men,  and  let  us  flraight  to  him, 
And  bring  our  horfes  unto  Long-lane  end. 
There  will  we  mount,  and  thither  walk  on  foots* 
Let's  fee,  I  think,  ^tis  now  foaie  feven  o'clock, 
And  well  we  may  come  there  by  dinnertime. 

Ccth.  I  dare  ailure  you.  Sir,  'tis  almoft  two  i 
And  'twill  be  fijpper-time  ere  you  come  there. 

Pet.  It  fhall  be  feven,  ere  I  go  to  horfe. 
took,   what  I  fpeak,  or  do,  or  think  to  do, , 
You  are  ftill  crolling  It ;  Sirs,  let's  alone, 
I  will  not  go  to-day ;    and  ere  I  go, . 
It  fhall  be  what  o'clock  I  fay  It  is. 

Hor.  Wh};-,  fo;  this  gallant  will' command  the  Cuiu 

[Exeunt  Pet.  Cath.  and  Hor. 
[The  prefenters,  above,  fpeak  here.] 
Lord.  Who's  ivithr,*  there  ^  [Sly  fleets. 

Enter  fervants. 
j^Jleep  ngain  !  go  take  hhn  eafily  rtp,  and  put  him  in  his 
oivn  apparel  agwz.     But  fee  jou  wake  hijn  not  in  any 
c.ije. 

.  Serv.  Itf/7:ill  (;s  done,  m^  Lord  /    come  help  to  bear 
him  hem.  [Tm  bear  ofSh. . 

Hh3,  SCENE. 
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SCENE     IX.         Before  Baptifia's  houje. 

Enter  Trar.lo;  and  the  Pedar/t  drefs'd  like  Vincentio. 

Tra.  Sir,  this  is  the  honfe  ;  pleafe  It  you,  that  I  call  ? 

Ped.  Ay,  what  ellc  !  and  (but  I  be  deceived), 
S'gnior  Eapiifla  maj''  remember  me 
>iear  twenty  years  ago  in  Genoa, 
Where  we  were  lodgers,  at  the  Pegafiis. 

Tr.u  'lis  well,  and  hoJdj'our  CAn  in  any  cafe 
With  iuch  aufterity  as  'iongeth  to  a  father. 

Efiter  Biondello. 
^^Ped.  I  warrant  you  :  but,  Sir,  here  comes  your  boy; 
''Tv.ere  good  he  were  fchool'd. 

Tra-  fear  you  not  him  ;   firrah,  Biondello, 
Now  do  your  duty  throughly,  I  advife  you  : 
Imagine  'twere  the  right  Vincentio. 

Bhn.  Tut,  fear  not  me. 

'j'ra.  But  haft  thou  done  thy  errand  to  Baptifla? 

Biofz.  I  told  him,  that  your  father  was  in  Venice  ; 
And  that  you  look'd  for  him  this  day  in  Padua. 

Tra.  Th'  art  a  tall  fellow,  bold  thee  that  to  drink; 
Here  comes  Baptifta  ;  fet  your  countenance,  Sir. 

SCENE     X.     Enter  Baptiila  and  Lucentio. 

Tra.  Signior  Baptifta,  you  are  happily  met. 
Sir,  this  is  the  gentleman  I  toid  you  of; 
1  pray  you  ftand,  good  father,  to  me  now» 
Give  me  Bianca  for  my  patrimony. 

Ped.  Soft,  fon,  Sir,  by  your  leave    having  conjc 
to  Padua 
To  gather  in  fome  debts,  my  fon  Lucentio 
Made  me  acquainted  with  a  weighty  caufe 
Oflovc  between  your  daughter  and  himfelf : 
And  for  the  good  report  I  hear  of  you, 
And  for  the  love  he  bearcth  to  your  daughter^ 
And  fhe  to  him ;  to  ftay  him  not  too  long, 
1  am  content  in  a  good  father's  care 
To  have  him  match'd;   and  if  you  pleafe  to  lik* 
No  v>'orfe  than  I,  Sir,  upon  i^omc  agreement. 
Me  fiiall  you  find  moft  ready  and  moft  willing 
With  one  confent  to  have  her  fo  beftowed  : 
for  curious  I  cannot  be  with  you, 

JSigpIor 
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SJfTnior  Baptifta,  of  whom  1  hear  Co  well. 

Bap.  Sir,  pardon  me  in  what  1  have  to  fay  : 
Your  plainnefs  and  your  fhortnefs  pleafe  me  well. 
Right  true  it  is,  your  Ton  Lucentio  here 
Doth  love  my  daughter,  and  ihe  lovetii  him. 
Or  both  diflemble  deeply  their  atfeftions; 
And  therefore,  if  you  lay  no  more  than  this. 
That  like  a  father  you  will  deal  with  him, 
And  pafs  m.y  daughter  a  fufficient  dowry. 
The  match  is  made,  and  ail  is  done, 
Your  fon  fhali  have  my  daughter  with  conient. 

Tra.  1  thank  you,  bir.     Where  then    do  you  know 
Be  we  affied  ;   and  fuch  affurance  ta'er,,  [beft, 

As  fh all  with  either  parfs  agreement  ftandJ 

Bap.  Not   in  my  houfe,  Lucentio  ;  for,  you  know, 
Pitchers  have  ears,  and  I  have  many  fervants  ; 
Befides,  old  Gremio  is  htark'ning  itill ; 
And,  haply,  then  we  might  be  interrupted. 

Tnu  Then  at  my  lodging,  an  it  hke  you.  Sir, 
There  doth  my  father  lie ;  and  there  this  night 
We'll  pafs  the  bufmefs  privately  and^well  : 
Send  fcr  your  daughter  by  your  fervent  hei-e. 
My  boy  ftiall  fetch  the  icrivcner  f <efently. 
The  worft  is  this,  that  at  fo  flcnder  warning 
You're  like  to  have  a  thin  uxid  flender  pittance. 

Baj}.  It  likes  me  well.     Go,  Cambio,  hie  you  home. 
And  bid  Bianca  make  her  ready  fLraighl  : 
And  if  you  will,  tf  ;1  what  hath  happeii'd  here: 
Lucentio's  father  is  arriv'd  in  Padna. 
And  how  fhe's  like  to  be  Lucentio's  wife. 

Luc.  I  pra}^  the  Gods  Ihe  may,  with  all  my  heart  I 
•  _  [Exit^ 

Tra.  Da'Iy  not  with  the  Gods,  but  get  thee  gone. 
Signior  Baptifta,   fliali  i  lead  the  way? 
Welcome  I  one.  n  efs  is  like  to  1  e  your  dlieer. 
Come,  Sir,  we  will  better  it  in  Pifa. 

Bdjf.  I'll  fcllgw  you.  {Exeu^U 

S  C  E  N  E    XI.      £«/^/- Lucentio  ^/.'iBIondello. 

Bion.  Cambio. 

Luc.  What  fay'ft  thou,  Elondello? 

Bjofi.  You  faw  my  mafter  wiuk  and  laugh  upon  you, 

Ltic^ 
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Luc^  Biondello,  what  of  that  ? 

Bion.  'Faith,  nothing  ;  but  h'as  left  me  here  behind 
to  expound  tne  meaning  or  moral  of  his  fi^ns  and 
tokens.  ** 

Luc.  I  pray  thee,  moralize  them. 
Bion.  Then  thus.     Baptifta  is  fafe,  talking  with  the 
(deceiving  father  of  a  deceitful  fon. 
Luc.  And  what  of  him  ? 

Bioju  His  daughter  is  to  be  brought  by  you  to  the 
fupper. 

Luc.  And  then  ? 

Bion.  The  old  prieft  at  St.  Luke's  church  is  at  your 
command  at  all   hours. 
Luc.  And  what  of  all  this  ? 

Bion.  I  cannot   tell,  oxept   they  are  bufled  about 
a  counterfeit  alTurance ;   take  you  aiTurancc  of  her,  cum 
privikgio  ad  ifnprimenhmifolum  ;   to   th'  church   take 
the  priefl,  clerk,  and  fome  flitTicient  honefl  witnefTes  ; 
if  this  be  not  that  you  look  for,  I  have  no  more  to  fay, 
but  bid  Bianca  farevvel  for  ever  and  a  da  v. 
Luc.  Hear'fl  thou,   Biondello  ? 
Bion.  I  cannot  tarry ;   I  knew  a   wench  married   in 
an  afternoon  as  fhe  went  to   the  p,arden  for  parfley   to 
ftuif  a  rabbft;  and  fo  may  you,  Sir  ;  and  fo,  adieu,  Sirj. 
my  mafter  hath  appointed  me  to  go   to  St.  Luke's,    to 
b!d  the  prieft  be  leady  to  come  againft  j^ou  come  with 
your  appendix.  \_Exit'i 

Luc.  I  may,  and  will,  if  fne  be  ^q  contented  : 
She  will  be  pleas'd,   then  wherefore  fhoold  I  doubt  \ 
H?.p  what  hap  may,  Ti'-  roundly  go  about  her: 
It  iliall  go  hard  if  Camb-o  co  without  her.  {Exit^ 

SCENE     XI  r.       A  green  lane. 
E/iffr  PctnichJr,   '^atharina,  ^W  Hortenfio. 
Vet.  Come  on,  o'G'od's  name,   once  more  tow'rds' 
our  father's. 
Good  Lord,  how  bright  and  goodly  fliines  the  moon  ! 
Cath.  The  moon  !  the  fun  :  it  is   not  moon-light 

now. 
Vet.  I  fay,  it  is  the  moon  that  fhines  fo  bright. 
Qath.  I  koow  it  is  the  fun  that  Ihines  fo  bright. 
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Pet.  Now  by  my  mother's  fon,  and  that's  myfel^ 
It  fhall  be  moon,  or  frar,  or  what  I  lift. 
Or  ere  I  journey  to  your  father's  boufe  : 
Go  on,  and  fetch  our  horfes  back  again. 
Evermore  croft  and  croft,  nothing  but  croft  ! 

Hor.  Say  as  he  fays,  or  we  (hail  never  go. 

Cdth.  Foiward  I  pray,  fmce  we  are  come  fo  far, 
And  be  it  moon,  or  fun,  or  what  you  pleafe : 
And  if  you  pleafe  to  call  it  a  rufh-candie. 
Henceforth  I  vow  it  ftiall  be  fo  for  me* 

Pet.  I  fay  it  is  the  moon. 

Catb.  I  know  it  is  the  moon. 

Pet.  Nay,  then   you  lie ;  It  is  the  blefted  fun- 

Cath.  Then,  God  be  blefs'd,  it  is  the  blefted  fuo. 
But  fim  it  is  not,  when  you  fay  it  is  not ; 
And  the  moon  changes,  even  as  your  mind. 
"What  you  will  have  it  nam'd,  even  that  it  is. 
And  fo  it  fhall  be  fo  for  Catharine. 

fjor.  Petruchio,  go  thy  way,  the  field  is  won. 

Pet»  Well,  forward,  forward,  thus  the  bowl  Ihould 
run ; 
And  not  unluckily  againft  the  bias. 
Butfoft,   fome  company  is  coming  here. 

SCENE     XIII.       E^dvr  Vincentlo. 
Good-morrow,  gentle  Miftrefs^  where  away? 

\To  Vincentlo. 
Tell  me,  fweet  Kate,  and  tell  me  truly  too, 
Haft  thou  beheld  a  frefher  gentlewoman  ? 
Such  war  of  white  and  red  within  her  cheeks  ! 
V/hat  ftars  do  fpangle  heaven  with  fuch  beauty. 
As  thofe  two  eyes  become  that  heav'nly  face? 
Fair  lovely  maid,   once  more  good  day  to  thee  ' 
Sweet  Kate,  embrace  her  for  her  beauty's  fake. 

Hor.  He  will  make  the  m.an  mad,  to  make  a  woman 
of  him. 

*  G/?^.  Young  budding  virgin,  fair,  and  frefh,  andfvveet, 

Whither 

*  In  the  firjl  Jketch  of  this  p/af,  printed  in  1607,  Wi?/«i 
i'iVQ  Jpeccbes  in  this  place  -worth prejervi/:^,  andfeevtinv 

t§ 
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Whither  away,  or  where  is  thy  abode  ? 
Happy  the  parents  of  fo  fair  a  child; 
Happier  the  man  whom  favourable  ftars 
Allot  thee  for  his  lovely  bed  feUow  ! 

Pit.  Why,   how  now,  Kate,  1  hope  thou  art  not 
mad  ! 
This  Is  a  man,  old,  wrinkled,  faded,  withered. 
And  not  a  maiden,   as  thou  fuy'il  he  is. 

C/z^!'.  Pardon,  old  father,  my  niiftaken  eyes ; 
That  have  been  fo  bedazzled  with  the  fun. 
That  every  thing  1  look  on  fcemeth  green. 
Now  1  perceive,  thctu  art  a  reverend  father: 
Pardon,   I  pray  thee,  for  my  mad  miflaking. 

Pet.  Do,   good  old  grandfire,    and  withal   makt 
known 
Which  way  thou  travelleft  ;  if  along  with  us, 
We  (hall  be  joyful  of  thy  company. 

Vi7u  Fair  Sir,  and  you  my  merry  Miflrefs, 
That  with  your  flrange  encounter  rnnch  am;.z'd  me; 
My  name  is  caird  Vincentio,  my  dwellirg  Pifa; 
And  bound  I  am  to  Padua,  there  to  vifit 
A  fon  of  mine,  which  long  I  have  not  feen. 

to  be  of  the  handofSh.tkefpear,  tho'  the  reft  ofthatphj  h 

fur  hifi^rlor.     Mr.  Pope, 

Fair  lovely  maiden,   yonng  and  affable, 
More  clear  of  hue,  and  far  more  beautiful 
Than  precious  faidonyx,   or  purple  rocks 

Of  amethyfls,   or  gliflering  hyr.cinth 

——Sweet  Catharine,   this  lovely  won-an 

Cdth.  Fair  lovely  Lady,  bright  and  chryftalHnc, 
Beauteous  ard  ftately  as  the  eye-tralu'd  bird; 
As  glorious  ?.s  the  morning  wafh'd  with  dew, 
Within  v.'hofe  eyes  (he  takes  her  dawning  beams, 
And  golden  fummer  fieeps  upon  thy  cheeks. 
Wrap  up  thy  radiations  in  fonie  cloud, 
Left  that  thy  beauty  make  this  Aately  town 
Unhabitable  as  the  burning  zone. 
With  fwect  refie(flions  of  thy  lovely  face. 

PeU 
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Pf^.  What  is  his  name? 

Vf.'7.  Lucenth,  gentle  Sir. 

Pet.  Happily  met,  the  happier  for  thy  Ton ; 
And  row  by  law,  as  well  as  reverend  age, 
I  may  intitle  thee  my  loving  father  : 
The  fifter  of  my  wife,  this  gentlewoman. 
Thy  Ton  by  this  hath  married.     Wonder  not. 
Nor  be  not  grie\''d,   ftie  is  of  good  efteem, 
Her  dowry  wealthy,  and  of  worthy  birth ; 
Befide,  fo  qualified,  as  may  befcem 
The  fpoufe  of  any  noble  gentleman. 
Let  me  embrace  with  old  Vincentio, 
And  wander  we  to  fee  thy  honeft  fon, 
Who  will  of  thy  arrival  be  full  joyous. 

Vhj.  But  is  this  true,  or  is  it  elfe  your  pleasure, 
Like  pleafant  travellers  to  break  a  jeft 
Upon  the  company  you  overtake  ? 

Fior:  I  do  afTure  thee,  father,  fo  it  is. 

Pet.  Come,  go  along,  and  fee  the  truth  hereof: 
For  our  firft  merriment  hath  made  thee  jealous. 

{Fjxeu?it  Pet.  Cath.  andViti* 

Hor.  Wei',  Petruchio,  this  hath  put  me  in  heart. 
Have  to  my  widow  :  and  if  fhe  be  froward. 
Then  hafl  thou  taught  Hortcnfio  to  be  untoward. 

ACTV.         SCENE    I. 

Before  Luccntio's  honfe. 

ErTter^  Biondello,  Lucentio,  and  Bianca,  Grcmlo  wjlk* 
iTig  on  one  fide. 

^ion.    C^i'tly    and   fwiftly,    Sir,    for  tlie    priefl    Is 
O     ready. 
hue.  I  fly,  Biondello ;  but  they  may  chance  to  need 
thee  at  home,   therefore  leave  us. 

Bion.  Nay,  'faith,  I'll  fee  the  church   o'  ycur  back, 
and  then  come  back  to  my  maftcr  as  foon  as  I  can. 

{_Exif. 
Gre.  I  marvel  Cambio  comes  not  all  this  while. 

EtJtcr 
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Enter  Petruchio,  Catharina,  Vincentio,  and  Grumio, 
■with  attciidujits. 

Pet.  Sir,  here's  the  door,  this  Js  Lucentio's  houfc. 
My  father's  bears  more  towards  the  iTiarket-placei 
Thither  muft  I,  and  here  I  leave  you,  Six. 

Vin.  You  fliall  not  chufe  but  drink  before  you  go; 
I  think  I  (hall  command  your  welcome  here  ; 
And  by  all  likelihood  fome  cheer  is  toward.       [Knocks, 

Gre,  They're  bufy  within,    you  were  beft  knock 
louder. 

[Pedant  looks  out  of  the  iv7n4on\ 

Fed.  What's  he  that  knocks  as  he  would  beat 
down  the  gate  ? 

F/«.  Is  Signior  Lucentio  within.  Sir? 

Fed.  He's  within.   Sir,   but  not  to  be  fpoken  withal. 

Vin.  What  if  a  man  bring  him  a  hundred  pound  or 
two,    to  make  merry  withal? 

Pc'if.  Keep  your  hundred  pounds  to  yourfelf,  he  (hall 
need  none  as  long  as  I  live. 

Pet.  Nay,  I  told  you,  your  Ton  was  beloved  in  Pa- 
dua. Do  you  hear.  Sir  ?  to  leave  frivolous  circumftan- 
ces,  I  pray  you,  tell  Signior  Lucentio,  that  his  father 
is  come  from  Pifa,  and  is  heie  at  the  door  to  (peak 
with  him. 

Ped.  Thou  lief} ;  his  feather  is  come  to  Padua,  and 
here  looking  out  of  the  window. 

F/«.  Art  thou  his  father  ? 

Ped.  Ay,  Sir  j  fo  his  mother  fays,  if  I  may  believe 
her. 

Pet.  Why,  how  now,  gentleman  !  wh)^,  this  is  flat 
knavery,  to  take  upon  you  another  man's  name. 

Ped.  Lay  hands  on  the  villain.  I  believe  he 
means  to  cozen  fome  body  in  this  city  under  my  coun- 
tenance. 

SCENE      II.         Enfc'r  Biondello. 

Bhn.  I  have  fcen  their,  in  the  church  together.  God 
fend 'em  good  (hipping!  But  who  is  here!  mine  old 
mafler  Vir.ccntio?  now  we  are  undone,  and  brought 
to  nothing. 

F/'/A  Ccmc  hither,  crackhcmp.      [SfcvV/o-  Biondello. 
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Bhn.  I  hope  I  may  chufe,  Sir. 

Vif/.  Come  hither,  you  rogue.  What!  have  you 
forgot  me  ? 

Bio/i.  Forgot  you?  no,  Sir:  I  could  not  forget  you, 
for  I  never  fav;  you  before  in  all  my  life 

F/;;.  What,  you  notorious  villain  !  didft  thou  never 
Ice  thy  mafter's  father,  Vincentlo  ? 

Bio:7.  What,  my  old  wor{hipful  old  mafter?  yes, 
marry.  Sir,  fee  where  he  looks  out  of  the  window. 

r/;;.  Is't  fo  Indeed?  \_He  heats  Biondello. 

B/o/7,  Help,  help,  help,  here's  a  madman  will  mur- 
der me. 

Pc'd.  Help,  fon ;  help,  Signior  Baptifl^a. 

Pet.  Pr'ythee,  Kate,  let's  iland  alide,  and  fee  the 
end  of  this  controverfy.  [7"/rv  retire-, 

EntcrVe^znt -ii'ith  jervnnts,  Baptifta,  rtWTranio. 

Tra.  Sir,  what  are  you,  that  offer  to  beat  my  fer- 
vant? 

Vin.  What  am  I,  Sir  !  Nay,  what  are  you.  Sir  ?  Oh, 
immortal  Gods  !  oh,  fine  villain  !  a  filken  doublet,  a 
velvet  hofe,  a  fcarlet  cloak,  and  a  copatain  hat :  oh,  I 
am  undone  !  I  am  undone  !  while  I  pla};-  the  good  huP- 
band  at  home,  my  fon  and  my  fervants  fpend  all  at 
the  univerfity. 

Tra,  How,  now,  what's  the  matter? 

Bap.  What,   is  this  man  lunatic  ? 

Tra.  Sir,  you  feem  a  fober  ancient  gentleman  by 
your  habit,  but  your  words  fhew  you  a  madman. 
Why,  Sir,  what  concerns  it  you,  if  I  wear  pearl  and 
gold?  I  thank  my  good  father,  I  am  able  to  maintain 
it. 

Vin.  Thy  father !  oh,  villain,  he  Is  a  fail-maker  In 
Bergamo. 

Bap.  You  miftake,  Sir,  you  miftake,  Sir ;  pray,  what 
do  you  think  is  his  name  ? 

Vifi.  His  name?  as  if  I  knew  not  his  name  :  I  have 
brought  him  up  ever  fince  he  was  three  years  old,  and 
his  name  is  Tranio. 

Fed.  Away,  away,  mad  afs  !  his  name  is  Lucent: 9 : 

Vol.  IL  li  and 
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and  he  is  mine  only  fon,  and  heir  to  the  lands  of  me 
Signior  Vincentio. 

ViJi.  Lv.centio  !  oh,  he  hath  murdered  his  maftcr ; 
lay  hold  of  him,  I  charge  you  in  the  Duke's  name ; 
oh,  my  fon,  my  fon,  tell  me,  thou  villain,  where  is  my 
fon  Lucentio  I 

Tra.  Call  forth  an  officer  ;  carry  this  mad  knave  to 
the  jail ;  Father  Baptifta,  I  charge  you,  fee  that  he  be 
forthcoming. 
.   Vi7i.  Carry  me  to  jail  ! 

Gre.  Stay,  officer,  he  fhall  not  go  to  prifbn. 

'Bap.  Talk  not,  Signior  Gremio  :  I  fay,  he  ihall  go 
to  prifon. 

Gre.  Take  heed,  Signior  Baptifta,  left  you  be  coney- 
catchM  in  this  bufinefs ;  I  dare  fwear  this  is  the  right 
Vincentio. 

Pcd.  Swear,  if  thou  dar'ft. 

Gre.  Nay,  I  dare  not  fwear  it. 

Tra.  Then  thou  wert  beft  fay  that  I  am  not  Lu- 
centio? .      .      T 

Gre.  Yes,  I  know  thee  to  be  Signior  Lucentto. 

3ap.  Away  with  the  dotard,  to  the  jail  with  him. 
Enter  Lucentio  and  Bianca. 

Vin.  Thus  ftrangers  may  be  hal'd  and  abusM  ;  oh, 
inonftrous  villain  !  ,      ,      .       j 

-Biof7.  Oh,  we  are  fpoll'd,  and  yonder  he  is ;  deny 
"him,  forfwear  him,  or  elfe  we  are  all  undone. 

[£^^««f  Biondello,  Tranio,  W  Pedant. 

SCENE     m. 

Luc.  Pardon,  fweet  father.  IKneeling. 

Vin.  Lives  my  fweet  fon? 

15ian.  Pardon,  dear  father. 

Bap.  How  haft  thou  offended  ?  where  is  Lucentio . 

Luc.  Here  is  Lucentio,  right  fon  to  the  right  Vin- 
centio, ,      ,      , 
That  have  by  marriage  made  thy  daughter  mine  : 
While  counterfeit  fuppofers  bleer'd  thine  eyne.        ^ 

Gre,  Here's  packing  with  a  witncfs,   to  deceive 
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Vin.  Where  Is  that  damn'd  villain  Tranio, 
That  fac'd  and  bravM  me  in  this  matter  fo  ? 
Bap.  Why,  tell  me,  is  not  this  my  Cambio  ? 
JSian.  Cambio  is  chang'd  into  Lucentio. 
Luc.  Love  wrought  thefe  miracles.     Bianca's  iovc 
Made  me  exchange  my  ftate  with  Tranio, 
While  he  did  bear  my  countenance  in  the  town  : 
And  happily  I  have  arrivM  at  laft 
Unto  the  wifhed  haven  of  my  blifs  : 
What  Tranio  did,  myfelf  enforced  him  to  ; 
Then  pardon  him,  (weet  father,  for  my  fake. 

Vin.  ril  flit  th«  villain's  nofe  that  would  have  Tent 
zne  to  the  jail- 

Bdp.  But  do  you  hear,  Sir,  have  you  married  my 
daughter,  without  aiking  my  good-will  ? 

Vh'  Fear  not,  Baptifta,  we  will  content  you,  go  to  % 
but  I  will  in,  to  be  reveng'd  on  this  villain.         [Exit, 
Bap'  And  I  to  found  the  depth  of  this  knavery. 

\Exif^ 
Luc.  Look   not  pale,  Blanca,    thy  father  will  not 
frown.  \ExeunU 

Gre.  My  cake  is  dough  ;  but  Til  in  among  the  reft» 
Out  of  hope  of  ail  but  my  ftiare  of  the  feaft.      [Exit. 
[Petnichio  and  Catharine  advancing, 
Gath.  Hufband,  let's  follow,  to  fee  the  end  of  this 
ado. 
Tcft.  Fir/l,  kifs  me,  Kate,  and  we  will. 
Cath.  What,  in  the  midft  of  the  llreet ! 
Pet.  What,  art  thou  afham'd  of  me  ? 
Cath.  No,  Sir,  God  forbid  !   but  afhamM  to  kifs. 
Pet.   Why,  then  let's   home  again  :    come,  firrah, 

let's  away. 
Cath.  Nay,     I  will  give  thee  a  kifs ;  now  pray  thce^ 

love,  ftay. 
Pet.  Is  not  this  well  ?  come,  my  fweet  Kate ; 
Better  once  than  never,  for  never  too  late.     [Exeunt, 

SCENE    IV.     Changes  to  Lucentio' s  apartments. 
'Enter  Baptifta,  Vincentio,  Gremio,  Pedant,  Lucentio, 
Bianca,   Tranio,    Biondello,    Petrnchio,  Catharina, 
Grumio,  Hortenfio,  andividow.     Txzmo^s jervants 
bringing  in  a  banquet. 

I  i  2  Luc, 
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I     Zj^^.  Atkft,thoMong    our  jarring  notes  agree:   ' 
I  And  time  it  is,  when  raging  war  is  done. 
To  fmile  at  'fcapes  and  perils  overblown^ 
My  fair  Bianca,  bid  my  father  welcome, 
i  AYhile  I  with  felf  fame  kindnefs  welcome  thine ' 
Brother  Petruchio,  fifter  Catharine,  *" 

And  thou,  Hortenfio,  with  thy  loving  widow, 
Feaft  with  the  beft,  and  welcome  to  my  houfe  : 
My  banquet  is  to  clofe  our  ftomachs  up 
After  our  great  good  cheer  :  pray  you,  fit  down  t 
For  now  we  fit  to  chat,  as  well  as  eat. 
Pet.  Nothing  but  fit  and  fit,  and  eat  and  eat ! 
Bap,  Padua  affords  this  kindnefs,  fon  Petruchio. 
Pet.  Padua  affords  nothing  but  what  is  kind. 
Hor.  For  both  our  fakes  1  would  that  word   were 

true. 
Pet.  Now,   for  my  life,  Hortenfio  fears  his  widow. 
JFid.  Then  never  truft  me,  if  J  be  afeard. 
Pet.  You  -are  very  fenfible,   and  yet  you  mifs  my 
I  mean,    Hortenfio  is  afeard  of  you.  [fcnfe. 

W/d.  He  that   is    giddy,    thinks  the  world  turns 
Pet.^  P.oandly  replied,  [round. 

Cath.  Mifirefs,  how  mean  you  that  ? 
JF/i/.  Thus  I  conceive  by  him. 
Pet.  Conceives  by  me,  how  likes  Hortenfio  that  ? 
Hor.   My  widow  fays,  thus  file  conceives  her  ta!e. 
Pet.  Very  well  mended;  kifs  him  for  that,   good 
widow. 

Cjth.  He  that  is  giddy,    thinks  the  world  turns 

round' 

J  pray  you,  tell  me  what  you  meant  by  that. 

IV/.l.  Yorr  hufhand,  being  troubled  with  a  Ihrew, 
Meafures  my  hufband's  forrow  by  his  woe. 
And  now  you  know  my  meaning. 

Catk.  A  very  mean  meaning. 

WJJ.  Right,   I  mean  you. 

Caih.  And  I  am  mean,   indeed,  refpeOing  you. 

Pet.  To  her,  Kate. 

Hor.  To  her,  vidow. 

Pit. 
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Pet.  A  hundred  marks,    my   Kate    does  pot  her 
Hon  That's  my  office.  [down. 

Pet.  Spoke  liKe  an  officer ;    ha*    to   thee,    lad. 

[Drhiks  to  Hortenfio 
Bap.  How  likes  Gremio  thcfe  quick  witted  folks  ! 
Gre.  Believe  me,  Sir,  thy  butt  heads  together  well. 
BzlW.  Head  and  butt?  an  hafty-wittcd  body 
Would  fay,  your  head  and  butt  were  head  and  horn. 
F/«.  Ay,  Miftrefs  Bride,  hath  that  awaken'd  you  ? 
Bicvi.  Ay,  but  not  frighted  me,  therefore  Til  ileep 

again. 
Pet.  Nay,   that  thou  (halt  not,  fmce  you  have   he- 
Ilave  at  you  for  a  better  jeft  or  two-  [g^n  : 

B/iw.  Am  I  your  bird  ?  I  mean  to  (hlft  my  bulh  : 
And  then  purfue  me,  as  3'ou  draw  your  bow. 
You  are  welcome  all. 

{^Exeunt  Bhncz,  Catharine,  andiviilow. 
Pit.  She  hath  prevented  me.  Here,  Signior  Tranioi 
This  bird  you  aim'd  at,  tlio'  you  hit  it  not  : 
Therefore  a  health  to  all  that  fhot  and  mifs'd. 
Tra.  Oh,   Sir,  Lucentio  llipp'd  me  like  his  grey- 
hound, 
Vv^hich  runs  himfelf,  and  catches  for  his  mafter. 
Pet.   A  goodfwift  fimile,  but  fomething  currifh. 
Tra.  'Tis  well.  Sir,  that  you  hunted  for  yourfeif?. 
'Tis  thought  your  deer  does  hold  you  at  a  bay. 
Bap.  Oh,   oh,   Petruchio,  Tranio  hits  you  now. 
Luc.  I  thank  thee  for  that  gird,  good  Tranio. 
Hor.  Confefs,  confeft,  hath  he  not  hit  you  there  } 
Pet.   He  has  a  little  galFd  me,  I  confefs; 
And  as  the  jefl  did  glance  away  from  me, 
'Tis  ten  to  one  it  maim'd  you  two  outright 
Euter  Baptlfta,  Petruchio,    Hortenfto,  Lucentio,    afid' 
the  reft. 
Bap.  Now,  in  good  fadnefs,  fbn  Petruchio, 
I  think  thou  haft  the  verieft  (hrew  of  all. 

Pet.  Well,  I  fav,  no;  and  therefore  for  afiurance. 
Let's  each  one  fend  unto  his  wife,  and  he 
Whofe  wife  is  moft  obedient  to  come  firft, 
"Syhen  he  doth- fend  for  her,  (hail  win  the  wager, 

I J  3  iidf^ 
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JtJor.  Content, -what  wager? 

Lz/c.  Twenty  crowns. 

Pet.   Twenty  crowns  ! 
I'll  venture  Co  jnnch  on  my  hawk  or  hound. 
But  t\venty  times  Co  much  upon  my  wife. 

■Lt/c.  A  hundred  then. 

Her.   Content.  • 

Pei.   A  match  ;  'tis  done. 

H«;r.  Who  ihall  begin  ; 

Lrfc.  That  will  I. 
Oo  Biondello,  bid  your  miftrcfs  come  tx)  me. 

Blo^fz.  I  go.  [Exit» 

Bap.  Son,  I'll  be  your  half,  Bianca  comes. 

hue.  V\\  have  no  halves  :  Fll  bear  it  -all  myfelf. 
Re-enter  Biondello. 
How  now,  what  news? 

Biojt.  Sir,  my  miftrefs  fends  you  word         , 
That  Ihe  is  bufy,   and  cannot  come. 

Pet.  How?  file's  bufy,  and  cannot  come,  is  that   an 
anfw'er  ? 

Gre.  Ay,  and  a  kind  one  too  : 
Pray  God,   Sir,   your  wife  fend  you  not  a  worfe. 

Pet.  I  hope  better. 

Ho/'.  Sirrah,    Biondello,  go,   and  intreat  my  wife  to 
come  to  me  forthwith.  [£;ir/V  Biondello. 

Pet.  Oh,  oh!  intreat  her!  nay,  then  fhe  needs  mufi; 
come. 

^or.  I  am  afraid,  Sir,   do  you  what  you  can. 
Kntcr  Biondello. 
Your's  will  not  be  intreated.     Now  whereas  my  wife? 

Bion.  She  fays,  you  have  fome  goodly  jeft  in  hand; 
She  will  not  come  :  fhe  bids  you  come  to  her. 

Pet.  V/orfe  and  worfe,   file  will  not  come  ! 
Oh  vile,   intolerable,  not  to  be  endur'd. 
Sirrah  Grumio,   go  to  your  Miftrefs, 
Say,    I  command  her  to  come  to  m^e.  ^[£.y/V  Gru. 

Hor.  I  know  her  anfvver. 

Pet.  What  ? 

Hor.  She  will  not. 

Pf  A  The  fouler  fortune  mine,  and  there^s  an  end. 

SCENE 
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SCENE      V.         Enter  Catharina. 

Bap.  Now,  by  my  hollidam,  here  comes  Catharine! 

Cath.  What  is  your  will,  Sir,  that  you  fend  for  me? 

PeU  Where  is  your  fiftcr,  and  Hortenfio's  wife  J 

Cath.  They  fit  conferring  by  the  parlour-fire. 

Pet.  Go  fetch  them  hither ;  if  they  deny  to  comcj 
Swinge  me  them  foimdly  forth  unto  their  hufbands ; 
Away,  I  fay,  and  bring  them  hither  llraight. 

[Exit  Catharina. 

Luc.  Here  is  a  wonder,  if  you  talk  of  a  wonder. 

Hor.  And  fo  it  is  :  I  wonder  what  it  bodes. 

Pet.  Marry,  peace  it  bodes,  and  love,  and  quiet  life, 
And  awful  rule,  and  right  fupremacy : 
And,  to  be  fhort,  what  not  that's  fweet  and  happy. 

Bap.  Now  fair  befai  thee,  good  Petruchio  ! 
The  wager  thou  hail  won  ;   and  I  will  add 
Unto  their  lofles  twenty  thoufand  crowns, 
Another  dowrv  to  another  daughter; 
For  fhe  is  changed  as  ihe  had  never  been. 

Pet.  Nay,  1  will  win  my  wager  better  yet. 
And  fhow  more  fign  of  her  obedience, 
Her  new-built  virtue  and  obedience. 

Kilter  Catharina,  Bianca,  and  Widow. 
See,  where  fli€  com^s,  and  brings  your  froward  wives 
As  prifoners  to  her  womanly  perfuafion. 
Catharine,  that  cap  of  your's  becomes  you  not ; 
Off  with  that  bauble,  throw  it  under  foot. 

\She  pulls  off"  her  cap,  and  throtvs  it  doiJU^ 

Wid.  Lord,  let  me  never  have  a  caufe  to  figh, 
Till  1  be  brought  to  flich  a  fiUy  pafs. 

Bian.  Fie,  XVhat  a  foclirti  duty  call  you  this  ? 

Luc.  I  would  your  inty  were  as  foolifli  too  1 
The  wilfHom  of  your  duty,  fair  Bianca, 
Coft  me  an  hundred  crowns  fincc  ftippcr-time. 

Bian.  The  more  fool  you,  for  laying  on  my  duty. 

Pet.  Catharine,  I  charge  thee,  tell  thefe  headflrong 
women. 
What  duty  they  owe  to  their  lords  and  hufbands. 
Wid,  Come,  come,  you're  jnockhig ;  we  will  have 


ao  telling. 


Pet» 


580         The  Taming  of  the  Shrew.       Aa  v. 

Pet.  Come  on,  I  C^y,  and  firfl  begin  with  her 
JFU.  She  fhali  not. 
.      Pet.  I  fay,  ftiefhall;    and  firft  begin  with  her. 

Cath.  Fie  !  fie  !  unknit  that  threat'ning  unkind  brow 
And  dart  not  fcornful  glances  from  thofe  e\'es,  ' 

To  wound  thy  lord,  thy  king,  thy  governor.' 
It  blots  thy  beauty,  as  frofls  bite  the  meads; 
Confounds  thy  fame,  as  whirlwinds  fhake  fair  buds* 
And  in  no  Icnfe  is  meet  or  amiable. 
A  woman  movM  is  like  a  fountain  troubled, 
Muddy,  ill-feem in g,  thick,  bereft  of  beauty  j 
And  while  it  is  fo,  laone  fo  dry  or  thirfty 
Will  dain  to  dp,  or  touch  one  drop  of  it. 
Thy  hufband  is  thy  lord,  thy  life,  thy  keeper. 
Thy  head,  thy  fovereign  ;  one  that  cares  for  thee, 
And  for  thy  maintenarce  :  commits  his  body 
To  painful  labour,  botfi  by  fea  and  land; 
To  watch  the  night  In  ftorms^  the  day  in  cold. 
While  thou  ly'ft  warm  at  home,  fecure  pnd  fafe  ; 
And  craves  no  other  tribute  at  thy  hands. 
But  love,  fair  looks,  and  true  obedience; 
Too  little  payment  for  fo  great  a  debt. 
Scch  duty  as  the  fubjecl  owes  the  prince. 
Even  fuch  a  woman  ov.eth  to  her  hufband  : 
Aud  when  flic's  froward,  peevlfli,  fulien,  four, 
And  not  obedient  to  his  honeft  will; 
V/hat  is  (he  but  a  foul  contending  rebel, 
And  gracelcfs  traitor  to  her  loving  lord  ? 
I  am  artiam'd,  that  women  are  fo  fimple 
To  offer  war  \^hprc  they  fnould  kneel  for  peace; 
Or  feek  for  rule,  fupremacy,  and  fway. 
When  they  are  bound  to  fervc,  love,  and  obe)^. 
Why  are  our  bodies  foft,  and  weak,  and  fmooth; 
Unapt  to  toil  and  trouble  in  the  world. 
But  that  our  foft  conditions  and  our  hearts 
Should  well  agree  with  our  external  parts  ? 
Come,  come,  you  froward  and  unable  worms, 
My  mind  hath  been  as  big  as  one  of  your*?. 
My  heart  as  great,  my  reafon  haply  more, 
To  bandy  word  for  word,  and  frown  for  frgwn  ', 
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But  now  I  fee,  our  launces  are  but  ftraws. 

Our  flrength  is  weak,  our  weaknefs  paft  compare  ; 
That  feeming  to  be  mofl;,  which  we  indeed  leaft  are. 
"Then  vale  your  flomachs,  for  it  is  no  boot, 
And  place  your  hands  below  your  hufband's  foot  t 
In  token  of  which  duty,  if  he  pleafe,  ' 
My  hand  is  ready,  may  it  do  him  eafe. 
Pet.  Why,  there's  a  wench  :  come  oa,  and  ki(s 

me,  Kate. 
Luc.  Why,  go  thy  wzys,  old  lad,  for  thou  fhalt 

ha't. 
Vrn.  'Tis  a  good  hearing,  when  children  are  toward. 
Lzic.  But  a  harfh  hearing,  when  women  are  froward* 
Prt.  Come,  Kate,  we'll  to  bed ; 
We  two  are  married,  but  you  two  are  fped. 
'Twas  I  won  the  wager,  though  ycu  hit  the  white  ; 
And  being  a  winner,  God  give  you  good  night. 

[Exeunt  Petruchio  iW.'  Catharina. 
Hor.  Now,  go  thy  ways,  thou  haft  tam'd  a  curs'd 

Ihrew. 
Luc.  Tis  a  wonder,  by  your  leave,  fhe  will  be  tam'd 
fo. 

{Exeunt  omnes<^ 
Knter  tivo  fervants  bearing  Sly  in  his  own  appurcl,  ani 
leaving  him  on  the  ftage.     Then  enter  a  Tapfter. 

Sly  awaking.']  Sim,  give's  fame  more  toine JVhaf, 

fll  the  plajers  gone  ?  am  not  I  a  Lordr 

Tap.  ^  Lord,  with  a  iiuirrain  I  come,  art  thou  drunk 

fiin? 

sly.  Who's  this?  Tapjltr  !  oh,  I  have  had  the  braveft 
dream  that  ever  thou  hcardji  in  all  th  life. 

Tap.  Yea,  marrj,  hut  thou  hadfi  be  ft  get  thee  home,  for 
your  wife  will courfe  you  for  dreaming  here  all  night. 

Sly.  Will  Jhe  'f  I  h.ovj  how  to  tame  a  (hrew.  Idreatiid 
upon  it  all  this  flight,  and  thou  haft  wak'd  me  out  of  the 
I  eft  dream  that  ever  I  hai.  But  I'll  to  my  wife,,  and 
tame  her  too,  if  foe  aitger  me. 

The  End  of  ths  Second  Volume, 
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